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I 

ALL  the  bells  were  ringing  the  Angelus. 
The  sun  was  sinking  ; — and  from  the  many  quaint  and 
beautiful  grey  towers  which  crown  the  ancient  city  of  Rouen, 
the  sacred  chime  pealed  forth  melodiously,  floating  with  sweet 
and  variable  tone  far  up  into  the  warm  autumnal  air.  Market- 
women  returning  to  their  cottage  homes  after  a  long  day's 
chaffering  disposal  of  their  fruit,  vegetable,  and  flower-wares 
in  the  town,  paused  in  their  slow  trudge  along  the  dusty  road 
and  crossed  themselves  devoutly, — a  bargeman,  lazily  gliding 
down  the  river  on  his  flat  unwieldy  craft,  took  his  pipe  from 
his  mouth,  lifted  his  cap  mechanically,  and  muttered  more 
from  habit  than  reflection — "Sainte  Marie,  Mere  de  Dieu, 
priez  pour  nous  !", — and  some  children  running  out  of  school, 
came  to  a  sudden  standstill,  listening  and  glancing  at  each 
other,  as  though  silently  questioning  whether  they  should  say 
the  old  Church-formula  among  themselves  or  no  ?  Whether, 
for  example,  it  might  not  be  more  foolish  than  wise  to  repeat 
it?  Yes;  —  even  though  there  was  a  rumour  that  the 
Cardinal -Archbishop  of  a  certain  small,  half- forgotten,  but 
once  historically-famed  Cathedral-town  of  France  had  come 
to  visit  Rouen  that  day, — a  Cardinal-Archbishop  reputed  to 
be  so  pure  of  heart  and  simple  in  nature,  that  the  people  of 
his  far-off  and  limited  diocese  regarded  him  almost  as  a  saint, 
— would  it  be  right  or  reasonable  for  them,  as  the  secularly- 
educated  children  of  modern  Progress,  to  murmur  an  "Angelus 
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Domini,"  while  the  bells  rang?  It  was  a  doubtful  point ; — for 
the  school  they  attended  was  a  Government  one,  and  prayers 
were  neither  taught  nor  encouraged  there,  France  having  for 
a  time  put  God  out  of  her  national  institutions.  Neverthe- 
less, the  glory  of  that  banished  Creator  shone  in  the  deepen- 
ing glow  of  the  splendid  heavens,  and  —  from  the  silver 
windings  of  the  Seine  which,  turning  crimson  in  the  light, 
looped  and  garlanded  the  time  -  honoured  old  city  as  with 
festal  knots  of  rosy  ribbon,  up  to  the  trembling  tops  of  the 
tall  poplar  trees  fringing  the  river  banks, — the  warm  radiance 
palpitated  with  a  thousand  ethereal  hues  of  soft  and  changeful 
colour,  transfusing  all  visible  things  into  the  misty  semblance 
of  some  divine  dwelling  of  dreams.  Ding-dong-  ding-dong! 
The  last  echo  of  the  last  bell  died  away  upon  the  air — the  last 
words  enunciated  by  devout  priests  in  their  cloistered  seclusion 
were  said — "/«  hora  inortis  nosirce  /  Amen  I" — the  market- 
women  went  on  their  slow  way  homeward,  —  the  children 
scampered  off  in  different  directions,  easily  forgetful  of  the 
old-world  petition  they  had  thought  of,  yet  left  unuttered, — 
the  bargeman  and  his  barge  slipped  quietly  away  together 
down  the  windings  of  the  river  out  of  sight — the  silence 
following  the  clangour  of  the  chimes  was  deep  and  impressive 
— and  the  great  Sun  had  all  the  heaven  to  himself  as  he  went 
down.  Through  the  beautiful  rose-window  of  the  Cathedral 
of  Notre  Dame  he  flashed  his  parting  rays,  weaving  bright 
patterns  of  ruby,  gold  and  amethyst  on  the  worn  pavement  of 
the  ancient  pile  which  enshrines  the  tomb  of  Richard  the 
Lion-Hearted,  as  also  that  of  Henry  the  Second,  husband  to 
Catherine  de  Medicis  and  lover  of  the  brilliant  Diane  de 
Poitiers, — and  one  broad  beam  fell  purpling  aslant  into  the 
curved  and  fretted  choir-chapel  especially  dedicated  to  the 
Virgin,  there  lighting  up  with  a  warm  glow  the  famous 
alabaster  tomb  known  as  "  Le  Mourant"  or  "  The  Dying  One." 
A  strange  and  awesome  piece  of  sculpture  truly,  is  this  same 
"Mourant"!  —  showing,  as  it  does  with  deft  and  almost, 
appalling  exactitude,  the  last  convulsion  of  a  strong  man's 
body  gripped  in  the  death-agony.     No  delicate  delineator  of 
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shams  and  conventions  was  the  artist  of  olden  days  whose 
ruthless  chisel  shaped  these  stretched  sinews,  starting  veins, 
and  swollen  eyelids  half-closed  over  the  tired  eyes  ! — he  must 
have  been  a  sculptor  of  truth, — truth  downright  and  relentless, 
— truth  divested  of  all  graceful  coverings,  and  nude  as  the 
"Dying  One"  thus  realistically  portrayed.  Ugly  truth  too, — 
unpleasant  to  the  sight  of  the  worldly  and  pleasure-loving  tribe 
who  do  not  care  to  be  reminded  of  the  common  fact  that  they 
all,  and  we  all,  must  die.  Yet  the  late  sunshine  flowed  very 
softly  on  and  over  the  ghastly  white,  semi-trans[)arent  form, 
outlining  it  with  as  much  tender  glory  as  the  gracious  figure  of 
Mary  Virgin  herself,  bending  with  outstretched  hands  from  a 
grey  niche,  fine  as  a  cobweb  of  old  lace  on  which  a  few  dim 
jewels  are  sewn.  Very  beautiful,  calm  and  restful  at  this  hour 
was  "Our  Lady's  Chapel,"  with  its  high,  dark  intertwisting 
arches,  mutilated  statues,  and  ancient  tattered  battle-banners 
hanging  from  the  black  roof  and  swaying  gently  with  every 
little  breath  of  wind.  The  air,  perfumed  with  incense-odours, 
seemed  weighted  with  the  memory  of  prayers  and  devotional 
silences, — and  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  surrounded  by  the  defaced 
and  crumbling  emblems  of  life  and  death,  and  the  equally 
decaying  symbols  of  immortality,  with  the  splendours  of  the 
sinking  sun  shedding  roseate  haloes  about  him,  walked  one 
for  whom  eternal  truths  outweighed  all  temporal  seemings, — 
Cardinal  Felix  Bonpr^,  known  favourably,  and  sometimes 
alluded  to  jestingly,  at  the  Vatican,  as  "  Our  good  Saint  Felix." 
Tall  and  severely  thin,  with  fine  worn  features  of  ascetic  and 
spiritual  delicacy,  he  had  the  indefinably  removed  air  of  a 
scholar  and  thinker,  whose  life  was  not,  and  never  could  be  in 
accordance  with  the  latter-day  customs  of  the  world ;  the  mild 
blue  eyes,  clear  and  steadfast,  most  eloquently  suggested  "  the 
peace  of  God  that  passeth  all  understanding"; — and  the 
sensitive  intellectual  lines  of  the  mouth  and  chin,  which 
indicated  strength  and  determined  will,  at  the  same  time 
declared  that  both  strength  and  will  were  constantly  employed 
in  the  doing  of  good  and  the  avoidance  of  evil.  No  dark 
furrows    of    hesitation,     cowardice,     cunning,     meanness    or 
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weakness  marred  the  expressive  dignity  and  openness  of  the 
Cardinal's  countenance, — the  very  poise  of  his  straight  spare 
figure  and  the  manner  in  which  he  moved,  silently  asserted 
that  inward  grace  of  spirit  without  which  there  is  no  true  grace 
of  body, — and  as  he  paused  in  his  slow  pacing  to  and  fro  to 
gaze  half-wistfully,  half-mournfuUy  upon  the  almost  ghastly 
artistic  achievement  of  "  Le  Mourant"  he  sighed,  and  his  lips 
moved  as  if  in  prayer.  For  the  brief,  pitiful  history  of  human 
life  is  told  in  that  antique  and  richly-wrought  alabaster, — its 
beginning,  its  ambition,  and  its  end.  At  the  summit  of  the 
shrine,  an  exquisite  bas-relief  shows  first  of  all  the  infant 
clinging  to  its  mother's  breast, — a  stage  lower  down  is  seen 
the  boy  in  the  eager  flush  of  youth,  speeding  an  arrow  to  its 
mark  from  the  bent  bow, — then,  on  a  still  larger,  bolder  scale 
of  design  is  depicted  the  proud  man  in  the  zenith  of  his  career, 
a  noble  knight  riding  forth  to  battle  and  to  victory,  armed 

cap-a-pie,  his  war-steed  richly  caparisoned,  his  lance  in  rest, 

and  finally,  on  the  sarcophagus  itself  is  stretched  his  nude  and 
helpless  form,  with  hands  clenched  in  the  last  gasping  struggle 
for  breath,  and  every  muscle  strained  and  fighting  against  the 
pangs  of  dissolution. 

"But,"  .said  the  Cardinal  half  aloud,  with  the  gentle  dawning 
of  a  tender  smile  brightening  the  fine  firm  curve  of  his  lips, — • 
"it  is  not  the  end!  The  end  here,  no  doubt; — but  the 
beginning — there  !  " 

He  raised  his  eyes  devoutly,  and  instinctively  touched  the 
silver  crucifix  hanging  by  its  purple  ribbon  at  his  breast.  The 
orange-red  glow  of  the  sun  encompassed  him  with  fiery  rings, 
as  though  it  would  fain  consume  his  thin,  black-garmented 
form  after  the  fashion  in  which  flames  consumed  the  martyrs 
of  old, — the  worn  figures  of  mediaeval  saints  in  their  half- 
broken  niches  stared  down  upon  him  stonily,  as  though  they 
would  have  said, — "  So  we  thought, — even  we ! — and  for  our 
thoughts  and  for  our  creed  we  suffered  willingly, — yet  lo,  we 
have  come  upon  an  age  of  the  world  in  which  the  people 
know  us  not, — or  knowing,  laugh  us  all  to  scorn." 

But  Cardinal  Bonpre  being  only  conscious  of  a  perfect  faith^ 
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discovered  no  hints  of  injustice  or  despair  in  the  mutil- 
ated shapes  of  the  EvangeHsts  surrounding  him,  —  they 
were  the  followers  of  Christ, — and  being  such,  they  were 
bound  to  rejoice  in  the  tortures  which  made  their  glory. 
It  was  only  the  unhappy  souls  who  suffered  not  for  Christ 
at  all,  whom  he  considered  were  truly  to  be  compassion- 
ated. 

"And  if,"  he  murmured,  as  he  moved  on — "this  knight  of 
former  days,  who  is  now  known  to  us  chiefly,  alas  !  as  '  Le 
Mourant,'  was  a  faithful  servant  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  why 
then  it  is  as  well  with  him  as  with  any  of  the  holy  martyrs. 
May  his  soul  rest  in  peace  !  " 

Stopping  an  instant  at  the  next  sculptural  wonder  in  his  way 
— the  elaborately  designed  tomb  of  Cardinal  Amboise,  con- 
cerning the  eternal  fate  of  which  "brother  in  Christ"  the 
good  Felix  had  no  scruples  or  fears  whatever,  he  stepped 
softly  down  from  the  choir-chapel  where  he  had  been  wander- 
ing to  and  fro  for  some  time  in  solitary  musings,  and  went 
towards  the  great  central  nave.  It  was  quite  empty; — not 
even  a  weary  silk-weaver,  escaped  from  one  of  the  ever-working 
looms  of  the  city,  had  crept  in  to  tell  her  beads.  Broad, 
vacant,  vast,  and  suggestive  of  a  sublime  desolation,  the  grand 
length  and  width  of  the  Latin  Cross  which  shapes  the  holy 
precincts,  stretched  into  vague  distance;  one  or  two  lamps 
were  burning  dimly  at  little  shrines  set  in  misty  dark  recesses, 
— a  few  votive  candles,  some  lit,  some  smouldered  out,  leaned 
against  each  other  crookedly  in  their  rickety  brass  stand, 
fronting  a  battered  statue  of  the  Virgin.  The  Angelus  had 
ceased  ringing  some  ten  minutes  since, — and  now  one  solemn 
bell,  swinging  high  up  in  the  Cathedral  towers,  tolled  forth  the 
hour  of  six,  slowly,  and  with  a  strong  pulsating  sound  which 
seemed  to  shake  the  building  down  to  its  very  vaults  and  deep 
foundations.  As  the  last  stroke  shivered  and  thundered 
through  the  air,  a  strain  of  music,  commencing  softly,  then 
swelling  into  fuller  melody,  came  floating  from  aloft,  following 
the  great  bell's  vibration.  Ilalf  way  down  the  nave,  just  as  he 
was  advancing  slowly  towards  the  door  of  egress,  this  music 
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overtook  the  Cardinal  like  an  arresting  angel,  bringing  him  to 
a  sudden  pause. 

"The  organist  practises  late,"  he  said  aloud,  as  though 
speaking  to  some  invisible  companion ;  and  then  was  silent, 
listening.  Round  him  and  above  him  surged  the  flood  of  rich 
and  dulcet  harmony, — the  sunset  light  through  the  blue  and 
red  stained-glass  windows  grew  paler  and  paler — the  towering 
arches  which  sprang,  as  it  were,  from  slender  stem-like  side- 
columns  up  to  full-flowering  boughs  of  Gothic  ornamentation, 
crossing  and  re-crossing  above  the  great  High  Altar,  melted 
into  a  black  dimness, — and  then — all  at  once,  without  any 
apparent  cause,  a  strange,  vague  suggestion  of  something 
supernatural  and  unseen  began  suddenly  to  oppress  the  mind 
of  the  venerable  prelate  with  a  curious  sense  of  mingled  awe 
and  fear.  Trembling  a  little,  he  knew  not  why,  he  softly  drew 
a  chair  from  one  of  the  shadowy  corners,  where  all  such  seats 
were  piled  away  out  of  sight  so  that  they  might  not  disfigure 
the  broad  and  open  beauty  of  the  nave,  and,  sitting  down,  he 
covered  his  eyes  with  one  hand  and  strove  to  rouse  himself 
from  the  odd,  half-fainting  sensation  which  possessed  him. 
How  glorious  now  was  the  music  that  poured  like  a  torrent 
from  the  hidden  organ-loft !  How  full  of  searching  and 
potential  proclamation  ! — the  proclamation  of  an  eternal,  un- 
guessed  mystery,  for  which  no  merely  human  speech  might 
ever  find  fit  utterance !  Some  divine  declaration  of  God's 
absolute  omnipresence,  —  or  of  Heaven's  sure  nearness,  — 
touched  the  heart  of  Felix  Bonpre,  as  he  sat  like  an  enchanted 
dreamer  among  the  tender  interweavings  of  solemn  and  sooth- 
ing sound;  —  carried  out  of  himself  and  beyond  his  own 
existence,  he  could  neither  pray  nor  think, — till,  all  at  once, 
upon  the  peaceful  and  devout  silence  of  his  soul,  some  very 
old,  very  familiar  words  struck  sharply  as  though  they  were 
quite  new,  —  as  though  they  were  invested  suddenly  with 
strange  and  startling  significance — 

"  When  the  Son  of  Man  cometh,  think  ye  He  shall  find  faith 
on  earth  ?  " 

Slowly  he  withdrew  his  hand  from  his  eyes  and  gazed  about 
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him,  half-startled,  half-appalled.  Had  anyone  spoken  these 
words? — or  had  they  risen  of  themselves  as  it  were  in  letters 
of  fire  out  of  the  sea  of  music  that  was  heaving  and  breaking 
tumultuously  about  him? 

"When  the  Son  of  Man  cometh,  think  ye  He  shall  find 
faith  on  earth  ?  " 

The  question  seemed  to  be  whispered  in  his  ears  with  a 
thrilling  intensity  of  meaning;  and  moved  by  a  sudden  in- 
trospective and  retrospective  repentance,  the  gentle  old  man 
began  mentally  to  grope  his  way  back  over  the  past  years  of 
his  life,  and  to  ask  himself  whether  in  very  truth  that  life  had 
been  well  or  ill  spent  ?  Viewed  by  his  own  inner  contemplative 
vision,  Cardinal  Felix  Bonprd  saw  in  himself  nothing  but 
wilful  sin  and  total  unworthiness ; — but  in  the  eyes  of  those 
he  had  served  and  assisted,  he  was  a  blameless  priest, — a 
man  beloved  of  God,  and  almost  visibly  encompassed  by  the 
guardianship  of  angels.  He  had  been  singularly  happy  in 
his  election  to  a  diocese  which,  though  it  had  always  had  an 
Archbishop  for  its  spiritual  head,  boasted  scarce  as  many 
inhabitants  as  a  prosperous  English  village, — and  the  result 
of  this  was  that  he  had  lived  altogether  away  from  the  modern 
v/orld,  passing  most  of  his  time  in  reading  and  study,— while 
for  relaxation,  he  permitted  himself  only  the  innocent  delight 
of  growing  the  finest  roses  in  his  neighbourhood.  But  he  had 
pious  scruples  even  about  this  rose-growing  fancy  of  his, — he 
had  a  lurking  distrust  of  himself  in  it,  as  to  whether  it  was  not 
a  purely  selfish  pleasure, — and  therefore,  to  somewhat  smooth 
the  circumstance,  he  never  kept  any  of  the  choice  blooms  for 
his  own  gratification,  but  gave  the  best  of  them  with  a  trust, 
as  simple  as  it  was  beautiful,  to  the  altar  of  the  Virgin,  sending 
all  the  rest  to  the  bedsides  of  the  sick  and  sorrowful,  or  to 
the  coffins  of  the  dead.  It  never  once  occurred  to  him  that 
the  "  Cardinal's  roses,"  as  they  were  called,  were  looked  upon 
by  the  poor  people  who  received  them  as  miraculous  flowers 
long  after  they  had  withered,  —  that  special  virtues  were 
assigned  to  them — and  that  dying  lips  kissed  their  fragrant 
petals  with  almost  as   much   devotion  as  the  holy  crucifix, 
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because  it  was  instinctively  believed  that  they  contained  a 
mystic  blessing.  He  knew  nothing  of  all  this ; — he  was  too 
painfully  conscious  of  his  own  snortcomings, — and  of  late 
years,  feeling  himself  growing  old,  and  realizing  that  every 
day  brought  him  nearer  to  that  verge  which  all  must  cross  in 
passing  from  Time  into  Eternity,  he  had  been  sorely  troubled 
in  mind.  He  was  wise  with  the  wisdom  which  comes  of  deep 
reading,  lonely  meditation,  and  fervent  study, — he  had  in- 
structed himself  in  the  modern  schools  of  thought  as  well  as 
the  ancient, — and  though  his  own  soul  was  steadfastly  set  upon 
the  faith  he  followed,  he  was  compassionately  aware  of  a 
strange  and  growing  confusion  in  the  world, — a  combina- 
tion of  the  elements  of  evil,  which  threatened,  or  seemed  to 
threaten,  some  terrible  and  imminent  disaster.  This  sorrowful 
foreboding  had  for  a  long  time  preyed  upon  him,  physically 
as  well  as  mentally;  always  thin,  he  had  grown  thinner  and 
more  careworn,  till  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  his  health 
had  threatened  to  break  down  altogether.  Whereupon  those 
who  loved  him,  growing  alarmed,  summoned  a  physician,  who, 
(with  that  sage  experience  of  doctors  to  whom  thought-trouble 
is  an  inexplicable  and  incurable  complication,)  at  once  pro- 
nounced change  of  air  to  be  absolutely  necessary.  Cardinal 
Bonpre  must  travel,  he  said,  and  seek  rest  and  mind-distraction 
in  the  contemplation  of  new  and  varying  scenes.  With 
smiling  and  resigned  patience  the  Cardinal  obeyed  not  so 
much  the  command  of  his  medical  attendant,  as  the  anxious 
desire  of  his  people, — and  thereupon  departed  from  his  own 
Cathedral-town  on  a  tour  of  several  months,  during  which 
time  he  inwardly  resolved  to  try  and  probe  for  himself  the 
truth  of  how  the  world  was  going, — whether  on  the  downward 
road  to  destruction  and  death,  or  up  the  high  ascents  of 
progress  and  life.  He  went  alone  and  unattended,— he  had 
arranged  to  meet  his  niece  in  Paris  and  accompany  her  to  her 
father's  house  in  Rome, — and  he  was  on  his  way  to  Paris  now. 
But  he  had  purposely  made  a  long  and  roundabout  journey 
through  France  with  the  intention  of  studying  the  religious 
condition  of  the  people ;  and  by  the  time  he  reached  Rouen, 
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the  old  sickness  at  his  heart  had  rather  increased  than 
diminished.  The  confusion  and  the  trouble  of  the  world 
were  not  mere  hearsay, — they  in  very  truth  existed.  And  what 
seemed  to  the  Cardinal  to  be  the  chief  cause  of  the  general 
bewilderment  of  things,  was  the  growing  lack  of  faith  in  God 
and  a  Hereafter.  How  came  this  lack  of  faith  into  the 
Christian  world?  Sorrowfully  he  considered  the  question, — 
and  persistently  the  same  answer  always  asserted  itself — that 
the  blame  rested  principally  with  the  Church  itself,  and  its 
teachers  and  preachers,  and  not  only  in  one,  but  in  all  forms 
of  Creed. 

"  We  have  erred  in  some  vital  manner,"  mused  the  Cardinal, 
with  a  feeling  of  strange  personal  contrition,  as  though  he 
were  more  to  blame  than  any  of  his  compeers  —  "We  have 
failed  to  follow  the  Master's  teaching  in  its  true  perfection . 
We  have  planted  in  ourselves  a  seed  of  corruption,  and  we 
have  permitted — nay,  some  of  us  have  encouraged — its  poison- 
ous growth,  till  it  now  threatens  to  contaminate  the  whole 
field  of  labour." 

And  he  thought  of  the  words  of  St.  John  the  Divine  to  the 
Church  of  Sardis — 

"  I  know  thy  works, — that  thou  hast  a  name  that  thou  livest, 
and  art  dead. 

"Be  watchful,  and  strengthen  the  things  that  remain,  that 
are  ready  to  die, — for  I  have  not  found  thy  works  perfect 
before  God.  Remember  therefore  how  thou  hast  received 
and  heard,  and  hold  fast  and  repent. 

"  If,  therefore,  thou  shalt  not  watch,  I  will  come  on  thee  as  a 
thief,  and  thou  shalt  not  know  what  hour  I  will  come  upon  thee. 

"Thou  hast  a  few  names  even  in  Sardis,  which  have  not 
defiled  their  garments,  and  they  shall  walk  with  Me  in  white, 
for  they  are  worthy. 

"  He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be  clothed  in  white 
raiment ;  and  I  will  not  blot  his  name  out  of  the  Book  of  Life, 
but  I  will  confess  his  name  before  My  Father  and  before  His 
angels." 

Dimmer  and  duskier  grew  the  long  shadows  now  gathering 
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in  the  Cathedral,  —  two  of  the  twinkling  candles  near  the 
Virgin's  statue  suddenly  sank  in  their  sockets  with  a 
spluttering  noise  and  guttered  out,  —  the  solemn  music  of 
the  organ  continued,  growing  softer  and  softer  as  it  sounded, 
till  it  crept  through  the  vastness  of  the  building  like  a  light 
breeze  wafted  from  the  sea,  bringing  with  it  suggestions  of 
far  flower-islands  in  the  tropics,  golden  shores  kissed  by 
languid  foam,  and  sweet-throated  birds  singing ;  and  still  the 
Cardinal  sat  thinking  of  griefs  and  cares  and  inexplicable 
human  perplexities,  which  were  not  his  own,  but  v/hich 
seemed  to  burden  the  greater  portion  of  the  world.  He  drew 
no  comparisons,  —  he  never  considered  that,  as  absolutely 
as  day  is  day  and  night  is  night,  his  own  beautiful  and 
placid  life,  lived  in  the  faith  of  God  and  Christ,  was  tortured 
by  no  such  storm-tossed  tribulation  as  that  which  affects 
the  lives  of  many  others,  —  and  that  the  old  trite  saying, 
almost  despised  because  so  commonplace,  namely  that 
"goodness  makes  happiness,"  is  as  eternally  true  as  that 
the  sun  shines  in  heaven ;  and  that  it  is  only  evil  which 
creates  misery.  To  think  of  himself  in  the  matter  never 
occurred  to  him ;  had  he  for  a  moment  entertained  the 
merest  glimmering  of  an  idea  that  he  was  better,  and  there- 
fore happier  than  most  men,  he  would,  in  his  own  opinion, 
have  been  guilty  of  unpardonable  arrogance  and  presumption. 
What  he  saw,  and  what  sincerely  and  unselfishly  grieved  him, 
was  that  the  people  of  this  present  age  were  unhappy  —  dis- 
contented —  restless,  —  that  something  of  the  simple  joy  of 
existence  had  gone  out  of  the  world, — that  even  the  brilliant 
discoveries  of  science  and  the  so-called  "progress"  of  men 
only  served  apparently  to  increase  their  discontent,  —  that 
when  they  were  overcome  by  sorrow,  sickness,  or  death,  they 
had  little  philosophy  and  less  faith  to  support  them,  —  and 
that  except  in  the  few  cases  where  Christ  was  still  believed 
in,  they  gave  way  altogether  and  broke  down  like  frightened 
children  in  a  storm. 

"  Thou  hast  a  few  names,  even  in  Sardis  !  "     A  few  names  t 
But  how  few !     Universal  weariness  of  life  seemed  a  disease 
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of  the  time, — there  was  nothing  that  seemed  to  satisfy — even 
the  newest  and  most  miraculous  results  of  scientific  research 
and  knowledge  ceased  to  be  interesting  after  the  first  week 
of  their  triumphant  public  demonstration  and  acceptance. 

"The  world  must  be  growing  old,"  said  the  Cardinal  sadly, 
"It  must  be  losing  its  vigour, — it  is  too  tired  to  lift  itself 
to  the  light ;  too  weary  and  worn  out  to  pray.  Perhaps 
the  end  of  all  present  things  is  at  hand, — perhaps  it  is  the 
beginning  of  the  promised  'new  heavens  and  new  earth.'" 

Just  then  the  organ  -  music  ceased  abruptly,  and  the 
Cardinal,  waking  from  his  thoughts  as  from  a  trance,  rose 
up  slowly  and  stood  for  a  moment  facing  the  great  High 
Altar,  which  at  that  distance  could  only  just  be  discerned 
among  its  darkening  surroundings  by  the  little  flickering 
flame  of  the  suspended  lamp  burning  dimly  before  the  holy 
Tabernacle,  wherein  was  locked  with  golden  key  behind  snowy 
doors  of  spotless  marble,  the  sacred  and  mysterious  Host. 

"When  the  Son  of  Man  cometh,  think  ye  He  shall  find 
faith  on  earth  ?  " 

Again  that  searching  question  repeated  itself  in  his  mind 
so  distinctly  as  to  be  echoed  in  his  ears,— the  deep  silence 
around  him  seemed  waiting  expectantly  for  some  reply,  and 
moved  by  a  strange  spirit  of  exaltation  within  him,  he 
answered  half  aloud — 

"Yes!  Surely  He  will  find  faith,  —  if  only  in  the  few  I 
There  are  'a  few  names,  even  in  Sardis  ! '  In  the  sorrowful 
and  meek, — in  the  poor  and  patient  and  downtrodden  martyrs 
of  humanity,  He  will  find  faith  ; — in  the  very  people  He  died 
to  save  He  will  discover  that  most  precious  and  inspiring  of 
all  virtues  !  But  in  the  so-called  wise  and  brilliant  favourites 
of  the  world  He  will  not  find  it, — in  the  teachers  of  the  people 
He  will  search  for  it  in  vain.  By  the  writers  of  many  books 
He  shall  find  Himself  scorned  and  rejected,  —  in  the  cheap 
and  spurious  philosophy  of  modern  egotists  He  will  see  His 
doctrine  mocked  at  and  denounced  as  futile.  Few  men  there 
are  in  these  days  who  would  deny  themselves  for  His  sake, 
or  sacrifice  a  personal  passion  for  the  purer  honouring  of  His 
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name.  Inasmuch  as  the  pride  of  great  learning  breeds  arro- 
gance, so  the  more  the  wonder  of  God's  work  is  displayed 
to  us,  the  more  are  we  dazzled  and  confounded ;  and  in  our 
blindness  we  turn  from  the  worship  of  the  Creator  to  that  of 
His  creation,  forgetting  that  all  the  visible  universe  is  but 
the  outcome  or  expression  of  the  hidden  Divine  Intelligence 
behind  it.  What  of  the  marvels  of  the  age  ! — the  results  of 
science  !  —  the  strange  psychic  prescience  and  knowledge  of 
things  more  miraculous  yet  to  be  ! — these  are  but  hints  and 
warnings  of  the  approach  of  God  Himself — '  coming  in  a  cloud 
with  power  and  great  glory  ' !  " 

As  he  thus  spoke,  he  raised  his  hand  out  of  old  habit 
acquired  in  preaching,  and  a  ray  from  the  after-glow  of  the 
sunken  sun  lit  up  the  jewel  in  the  apostolic  ring  he  wore, 
warming  its  pale  green  lustre  to  a  dim  violet  spark  as  of  living 
fire.  His  fine  features  were  for  a  moment  warm  with  fervour 
and  feeling, — then, — suddenly,  he  thought  of  the  great  world 
outside  all  creeds, — of  the  millions  and  millions  of  human 
beings  who  neither  know  nor  accept  Christ, — of  the  Oriental 
races  with  their  intricate  and  beautiful  systems  of  philosophy, 
— of  savage  tribes,  conquered  and  unconquered — of  fierce  yet 
brave  Turkish  warriors  who  are,  with  all  their  faults,  at  any  rate 
true  to  the  faith  they  profess — and  lastly — more  than  all — of 
the  thousands  upon  thousands  of  Christians  in  Christian  lands, 
who  no  more  believe  in  Him  whose  holy  name  they  take  in 
vain,  than  in  any  Mumbo-Jumbo  fetish  of  untaught  barbarians. 
Were  these  to  perish  utterly  ?  Had  they  no  immortal  souls  to 
save  ?  Had  the  churches  been  at  work  for  eighteen  hundred 
years  and  more,  to  bring  about  no  better  result  than  this, — 
namely  that  there  were  only  "a  few  names  in  Sardis"?  If 
so,  were  not  the  churches  criminally  to  blame?  Yea,  even 
holy  Mother-Church,  whose  foundation  rested  on  the  memory 
of  the  Lying  Apostle  ?  Rapidly,  and  as  if  suggested  by  some 
tormenting  devil,  these  thoughts  possessed  the  Cardinal's  brain, 
burning  into  it,  and  teasing  and  agonising  the  tender  fibres 
of  his  conscience  and  his  soul.  Could  God,  the  great  loving 
Creator  of  countless    universes,  be   so    cruel   as  to  wantonly 
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destroy  millions  of  helpless  creatures  in  one  small  planet, 
because  through  ignorance  or  want  of  proper  teaching  they 
had  failed  to  find  Christ?  —  was  it  possible  that  He  could 
only  extend  His  mercy  and  forgiveness  to  the  "few  names  in 
Sardis  "  ? 

"  Yet  our  world  is  but  a  pin's  point  in  the  eternal  im- 
mensities," argued  the  Cardinal  almost  wistfully — "Only  a 
few  can  expect  to  be  saved." 

Nevertheless,  this  reasoning  did  not  satisfy  him.  Again, 
what  of  these  millionc  ?  Were  they  to  be  forever  lost  ?  Then 
why  so  much  waste  of  life  ?  Waste  of  life  !  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  waste  of  life — this  much  modern  science  the  venerable 
Felix  knew.  Nothing  can  be  wasted, — not  a  breath,  not  a 
scene,  not  a  sound  !  All  is  treasured  up  in  Nature's  store- 
house, and  can  be  eternally  reproduced  at  Nature's  will.  Then 
what  was  to  become  of  the  myriads  of  human  beings  and 
immortal  souls  whom  the  Church  had  failed  to  rescue  ?  The 
Church  had  failed  !  Why  had  it  failed  ?  Whose  the  fault  ?— 
whose  the  weakness  ? — for  fault  and  weakness  were  existent 
somewhere. 

"When  the  Son  of  Man  cometh,  think  ye  He  shall  find 
faith  on  earth  ?  " 

"  No  ! "  whispered  the  Cardinal,  suddenly  forced,  as  it  were 
in  his  own  despite,  to  contradict  his  former  assertion — "  No  ! " 
He  paused,  and  mechanically  making  his  way  towards  the 
door  of  the  Cathedral,  he  dipped  his  fingers  into  the  holy 
water  that  glistened  dimly  in  its  marble  basin  near  the  black 
oak  portal,  and  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  on  brow  and 
breast ; — "  He  will  not  find  faith  where  faith  should  be  pre- 
eminent. It  must  be  openly  confessed— repentingly  admitted, 
— He  will  not  find  faith  even  in  the  Church  He  founded, — I 
say  it  to  our  shame  !  " 

His  head  drooped,  as  though  his  own  words  had  wounded 
him,  and  with  an  air  of  deep  dejection  he  slowly  passed  out. 
The  huge  iron-bound  door  swung  noiselessly  to  and  fro  behind 
him, — the  grave-toned  bell  in  the  tower  struck  seven.  Outside, 
a  tender  twilight  mellowed  the  atmosphere  and  gave  brightness 
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to  approaching  evening ;  inside,  the  long  shadows,  gathering 
heavily  in  the  aisles  and  richly  sculptured  hollows  of  the  side- 
chapels,  brought  night  before  its  time.  The  last  votive  candle 
at  the  Virgin's  shrine  flickered  down  and  disappeared  like  a 
firefly  in  dense  blackness, — the  last  echo  of  the  bell  died  in  a 
tremulous  vibration  up  among  the  high-springing  roof-arches, 
and  away  into  the  solemn  corners  where  the  nameless  dead 
reposed, — the  last  impression  of  life  and  feeling  vanished  with 
the  retreating  figure  of  the  Cardinal — and  the  great  Cathedral, 
the  Sanctuary  and  House  of  God,  took  upon  itself  the 
semblance  of  a  funeral  vault, — a  dark  Void,  wherein  but  one 
red  star,  the  lamp  before  the  Altar,  burned. 


II 


LOVELY  to  a  poet  or  an  artist's  eye  is  the  unevenly- 
built  and  picturesque  square  of  Rouen  in  which  the 
Cathedral  stands, — lovely,  and  suggestive  of  historical  romance 
in  all  its  remote  corners,  its  oddly-shaped  houses,  its  by-ways 
and  crooked  little  flights  of  steps  leading  to  nowhere,  its  gables 
and  slanting  roofs,  and  its  utter  absence  of  all  structural 
proportion.  A  shrine  here,  a  broken  statue  there, — a  half- 
obliterated  coat-of-arms  over  an  old  gateway, — a  rusty  sconce 
fitted  fast  into  the  wall  to  support  a  lantern  no  longer  needed 
in  these  days  of  gas  and  electricity,  —  an  ancient  fountain 
overgrown  with  weed,  or  a  projecting  vessel  of  stone  for  holy 
water,  in  which  small  birds  bathe  and  disport  themselves  after 
a  shower  of  rain, — these  are  but  a  few  of  the  curious  fragments 
of  a  past  time  which  make  the  old  place  interesting  to  the 
student,  and  more  than  fascinating  to  the  thinker  and  dreamer. 
The  wonderful  "  Hotel  Bourgtheroulde,"  dating  from  the  time 
of  Francis  the  First,  and  bearing  on  its  sculptured  walls  the 
story  of  the  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold,  in  company  with  the 
strangely-contrasting  "  Allegories,"  from  Petrarch's  "Triumphs," 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  15 

is  enough  in  itself  to  keep  the  mind  engrossed  with  fanciful 
musings  for  an  hour.  How  did  Petrarch  and  the  Field  of  the 
Cloth  of  (}old  come  together  in  the  brain  of  the  sculptor  who 
long  ago  worked  at  these  ancient  bas-reliefs  ?  One  wonders, 
but  the  wonder  is  in  vain, — there  is  no  explanation ; — and  the 
"  Bourgtheroulde "  remains  a  pleasing  and  fantastic  architec- 
tural mystery.  Close  by,  through  the  quaint  old  streets  of 
the  Epicerie  and  "  Gross  Horloge,"  walked  no  doubt  in  their 
young  days,  the  brothers  Corneille,  before  they  evolved  from 
their  meditative  souls  the  sombre  and  heavy  genius  of  French 
tragedy, — and  not  very  far  away,  up  one  of  those  little  shadowy 
winding  streets  and  out  at  the  corner,  stands  the  restored 
house  of  Diane  de  Poitiers,  so  sentient  and  alive  in  its  very 
look  that  one  almost  expects  to  see  at  the  quaint  windows  the 
beautiful  wicked  face  of  the  woman  who  swayed  the  humours 
of  a  king  by  her  smile  or  her  frown. 

Cardinal  Bonpre,  walking  past  the  stately  fourteenth- 
century  Gothic  pile  of  the  Palais  de  Justice,  thought  half- 
vaguely  of  some  of  these  things, — but  they  affected  him  less 
than  they  might  have  done  had  his  mind  not  been  full  of  the 
grand  music  he  had  just  heard  in  the  Cathedral,  and  of  the 
darkness  that  had  slowly  gathered  there,  as  though  in  solemn 
commingling  with  the  darkness  which  had  at  the  same  time 
settled  over  his  soul.  A  great  oppression  weighed  upon  him  ; — 
almost  he  judged  himself  guilty  of  mortal  sin,  for  had  he  not 
said  aloud  and  boldly,  while  facing  the  High  Altar  of  the 
Lord,  that  even  in  the  Church  itself  faith  was  lacking  ?  Yes, 
he,  a  Cardinal-Archbishop,  had  said  this  thing  ;  he  had  as  it 
were  proclaimed  it  on  the  silence  of  the  sacred  precincts, — and 
had  he  not  in  this,  acted  unworthily  of  his  calling  ?  Had  he 
not  almost  uttered  blasphemy  ?  Grieved  and  puzzled,  the 
good  Felix  went  on  his  way,  almost  unseeingly,  towards  the 
humble  inn  where  he  had  elected  to  remain  for  the  brief 
period  of  his  visit  to  Rouen, — an  inn  where  no  one  stayed 
save  the  very  poorest  of  travellers,  this  fact  being  its  chief 
recommendation  in  the  eyes  of  the  Cardinal.  For  it  must  be 
conceded,   that  viewed   by  our    latter-day  ideas  of  personal 
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comfort  and  convenience,  the  worthy  prelate  had  some  very 
old-world  and  fantastic  notions.  One  of  these  notions  was  a 
devout  feeling  that  he  should,  so  far  as  it  was  humanly  possible, 
endeavour  to  obey  the  Master  whose  doctrine  he  professed  to 
follow.  This,  it  will  be  admitted,  was  a  curious  idea.  Con- 
sidering the  bold  and  blasphemous  laxity  of  modern  Christian 
customs,  it  was  surely  quite  a  fanatical  idea.  Yet  he  had  his 
own  Church-warrant  for  such  a  rule  of  conduct ;  and  chief 
among  the  Evangelic  Counsels  writ  down  for  his  example  was 
Voluntary  Poverty.  Yes  ! — Voluntary  Poverty, — notwithstand- 
ing the  countless  treasures  lying  idle  and  wasted  in  the  Vatican, 
and  the  fat  sinecures  enjoyed  by  bishops  and  archbishops; 
which  things  exist  in  direct  contradiction  and  disobedience  to 
the  command  of  Christ.  Christ  Himself  lived  on  the  earth 
in  poverty, — He  visited  only  the  poorest  and  simplest  habit- 
ations,— and  never  did  He  set  His  sacred  foot  within  a  palace, 
save  the  palace  of  the  High  Priest  where  He  was  condemned 
to  die.  Much  symbolic  meaning  did  Cardinal  Felix  dis- 
cover in  this  incident, — and  often  would  he  muse  upon  it 
gravely. 

"  The  Divine  is  condemned  to  die  in  all  palaces,"  he  would 
say — "  It  is  only  in  the  glorious  world  of  Nature,  under  the 
sunlit  or  starlit  expanse  of  heaven,  that  the  god  in  us  can 
live  ;  and  it  was  not  without  some  subtle  cause  of  intended 
instruction  to  mankind  that  the  Saviour  always  taught  His 
followers  in  the  open  air." 

There  was  what  might  be  called  a  palace  hard  by,  to  which 
Bonpre  had  been  invited,  and  where  he  would  have  been 
welcome  to  stay  as  long  as  he  chose, — the  house  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Rouen — a  veritable  abode  of  luxury  as  com- 
pared with  the  Hotel  Poitiers,  which  was  a  dingy  little  tumble- 
down building,  very  old,  and  wearing  a  conscious  air  of 
feebleness  and  decrepitude  which  was  almost  apologetic.  Its 
small  windows,  set  well  back  in  deeply  hollowed  carved  arches 
had  a  lack-lustre  gleam,  as  of  very  aged  eyes  under  shelving 
brows, — its  narrow  door,  without  either  bolts  or  bars,  hung 
half-aslant  upon  creaking  rusty  hinges,  and  was  never  quite 
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shut  either  by  day  or  night, — yet  from  the  porch  a  trailing 
mass  of  "  creeping  jenny  "  fell  in  a  gold  dotted  emerald  fringe 
over  the  head  of  any  way-worn  traveller  passing  in, — making 
;i  brightness  in  a  darkntoS,  and  suggesting  something  not 
altogether  uncheery  in  the  welcome  provided.  They  were 
very  humble  folk  who  kept  the  Hotel  Poitiers, — the  host,  Jean 
Patoux,  was  a  small  market-gardener  who  owned  a  plot  of 
land  outside  Rouen,  which  he  chiefly  devoted  to  the  easy 
growing  of  potatoes  and  celery — his  wife  had  her  hands  full 
with  the  domestic  business  of  the  hotel  and  the  cares  of 
her  two  children,  Henri  and  Babette,  the  most  incorrigible 
imps  of  mischief  that  ever  lived  in  Rouen  or  out  of  it. 
Madame  Patoux,  large  of  body,  unwieldy  in  movement,  but 
clean  as  a  new  pin,  and  with  a  fat  smile  of  perpetual  content- 
ment on  her  round  visage,  professed  to  be  utterly  worn  to 
death  by  the  antics  of  these  children  of  hers, — but  nevertheless 
she  managed  to  grow  stouter  every  day  with  a  persistency  and 
fortitude  which  denoted  the  reserved  forces  of  her  nature, — 
and  her  cooking,  always  excellent,  never  went  wrong  because 
Babette  had  managed  to  put  her  doll  in  one  of  the  saucepans, 
or  Henri  had  essayed  to  swim  a  paper  boat  in  the  soup. 
Things  went  on  somehow;  Patoux  himself  was  perfectly 
satisfied  with  his  small  earnings  and  position  in  life — Madame 
Patoux  felt  that  "le  bon  Dieu"  was  specially  engaged  in 
looking  after  her, — and  as  long  as  the  wicked  Babette  and  the 
wickeder  Henri  threw  themselves  wildly  into  her  arms  and 
clung  round  her  fat  neck  imploring  pardon  after  any  and  every 
misdeed,  and  sat  for  a  while  en  penite?ice  in  separate  corners 
reading  the  "  Hours  of  Mary,"  they  might  be  as  naughty  as 
they  chose  over  and  over  again  so  far  as  the  good-natured 
mother  was  concerned.  Just  now,  however,  unusual  calm 
appeared  to  have  settled  on  the  Patoux  household;  —  an 
atmosphere  of  general  placidity  and  peace  prevailed,  which  had 
the  effect  of  imparting  almost  a  stately  air  to  the  tumble-down 
house,  and  a  suggestion  of  luxury  to  the  poorly-furnished 
rooms.  Madame  Patoux  herself  was  conscious  of  a  mysterious 
dignity  in  her  surroundings,  and  moved  about  on  her  various 
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duties  with  less  bounce  and  fuss  than  was  her  ordinary 
custom, — and  Henri  and  Babette  sat  quiet  without  being 
told  to  do  so,  moved  apparently  by  a  sudden  and  inex- 
plicable desire  to  study  their  lessons.  All  this  had  been 
brought  about  by  the  advent  of  Cardinal  Bonpre,  who  with  his 
kind  face,  gentle  voice  and  beneficent  manner,  had  sought  and 
found  lodging  at  the  Hotel  Poitiers,  notwithstanding  Madame 
Patoux's  profuse  apologies  for  the  narrowness  and  incon- 
venience of  her  best  rooms. 

"For  look  you,  Monseigneur,"  she  murmured,  deferentially, 
"  How  should  we  have  ever  expected  such  an  honour  as  the 
visit  of  a  holy  Cardinal-Archbishop  to  our  poor  little  place  ! 
There  are  many  new  houses  on  the  Boulevards  which  could 
have  accommodated  Monseigneur  with  every  comfort, — and 
that  he  should  condescend  to  bestow  the  blessing  of  his 
presence  upon  us,- — ah  !  it  was  a  special  dispensation  of  Our 
Lady  which  was  too  amazing  and  wonderful  to  be  at  once 
comprehended  I " 

Thus  Madame  Patoux,  with  breathless  pauses  between  her 
sentences,  and  many  profound  curtseyings;  but  the  good 
Cardinal  waived  aside  her  excuses  and  protestations,  and 
calling  her  "  My  daughter,"  signed  the  cross  on  her  brow  with 
paternal  gentleness,  assuring  her  that  he  would  give  her  as 
little  trouble  as  any  other  casual  visitor. 

"  Trouble  !  Ah,  Heaven  ! — could  anything  be  a  trouble  for 
Monseigneur ! "  and  Madame  Patoux,  moved  to  tears  by  the 
quiet  contentment  with  which  the  Cardinal  took  possession  of 
the  two  bare,  common  rooms  which  were  the  best  she  could 
place  at  his  disposal,  hurried  away,  and  hustling  Henri  and 
Babette  like  two  little  roly-poly  balls  before  her  into  the  kitchen, 
she  told  them  with  much  emphasis  that  there  was  a  saint  in 
the  house, — a  saint  fit  to  be  the  holy  companion  of  any  of 
those  who  had  their  niches  up  in  the  Cathedral  near  the 
great  rose-window, — and  that  if  they  were  good  children  they 
would  very  likely  see  an  angel  coming  down  from  heaven 
to  visit  him.  Babette  put  her  finger  in  her  mouth  and 
looked  incredulous.     She  had  a  vague  belief  in  angels, — but 
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Henri,  with  the  cheap  cynicism  of  the  modern  French  lad  was 
anything  but  sure  about  them. 

"Mother,"  said  he,  "There's  a  boy  in  our  school  who  says 
there  is  no  (lod  at  all,  and  that  it's  no  use  having  priests  or 
Cardinals  or  Cathedrals, — it's  all  rubbish  and  humbug  !" 

"Poor  little  miserable  monster!"  exclaimed  Madame 
Patoux,  as  she  peered  into  the  pot  where  the  soup  for  the 
Cardinal's  supper  was  simmering — "He  is  arranging  himself 
to  become  a  thief  or  a  murderer,  be  sure  of  that,  Henri ! — and 
thou,  who  art  trained  in  all  thy  holy  duties  by  the  good  Pere 
Laurent,  who  teaches  thee  everything  which  the  school  is  not 
wise  enough  to  teach,  ought  never  to  listen  to  such  wickedness. 
If  there  were  no  God,  we  should  not  be  alive  at  all,  thou 
foolish  child  !^for  it  is  only  our  blessed  Saviour  and  the  saints 
that  keep  the  world  going." 

Henri  was  silent, — Babette  looked  at  him  and  made  a  little 
grimace  of  scorn. 

"If  the  Cardinal  is  a  saint,"  she  said — "  he  should  be  able 
to  perform  a  miracle.  The  little  Fabien  Doucet  has  been  lame 
for  seven  years ;  we  shall  bring  him  to  Monseigneur,  and  he 
will  mend  his  leg  and  make  him  well.  Then  we  shall  believe 
in  saints  afterwards." 

Madame  Patoux  turned  her  warm  red  face  round  from  the 
fire  over  which  she  was  bending,  and  stared  at  her  precocious 
offspring  aghast. 

"What!  You  will  dare  to  address  yourself  to  the 
Cardinal !  "  she  cried  vociferously — "You  will  dare  to  trouble 
him  with  such  foolishness  ?  Mon  Dieu  ! — is  it  possible  to  be 
so  wicked  !  But  listen  to  me  well !  If  you  presume  to  say 
one  saucy  word  to  Monseigneur,  you  shall  be  punished ! 
What  have  you  to  do  with  the  little  Fabien  Doucet  ? — the  poor 
child  is  sickly  and  diseased  by  the  will  of  God  ! " 

"  I  don't  see  why  it  should  be  God's  will  to  make  a  boy 

sickly  and  diseased "  began  the  irrepressible  Henri,  when 

his   mother   cut   him   short   with  a  stamp  of  her  foot   and  a 
cry  of — 

Tais-toi !      Silence!      Wicked    boy! — thou    wilt   kill   me 


U  ' 
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with  thy  naughty  speeches !  All  this  evil  comes  of  the 
school, — I  would  thy  father  had  never  been  compelled  to 
send  thee  there  !  " 

As  she  said  this  with  a  vast  amount  of  heat  and  energy, 
Henri,  seized  by  some  occult  and  inexplicable  emotion, 
burst  without  warning  into  loud  and  fitful  weeping,  the  sound 
whereof  resembled  the  yelling  of  a  tortured  savage, — and 
Babette,  petrified  at  first  by  the  appalling  noise,  presently 
gave  way  likewise,  and  shrieked  a  wild  accompaniment. 

"What  ails  my  children?"  said  a  gentle  voice,  distinct 
and  clear  in  its  calm  intonation  even  in  the  midst  of  the 
uproar,  and  Cardinal  Bonpre,  tall  and  stately,  suddenly 
appeared  upon  the  threshold  —  "  What  little  sorrows  are 
these?" 

Henri's  roar  ceased  abruptly,  —  Babette's  shrill  waiUng 
dropped  into  awed  silence.  Both  youngsters  stared  amazed 
at  the  venerable  Felix,  whose  face  and  figure  expressed  such 
composed  dignity  and  sweetness ;  and  Madame  Patoux, 
hastily,  and  with  frequent  gasps  for  breath,  related  the  history 
of  the  skirmish. 

"  And  what  will  become  of  such  little  devils  when  they 
grow  older,  the  blessed  Virgin  only  knows  ! "  she  groaned — 
"  For  even  now  they  are  so  suspicious  in  nature,  tliat  they 
will  not  believe  in  their  dinner  till  they  see  it  I " 

Something  like  a  faint  grin  widened  the  mouths  of  Henri 
and  Babette  at  this  statement,  made  with  so  much  distressed 
fervour  by  their  angry  mother, — but  the  Cardinal  did  not 
smile.     His  face  had  grown  very  pale  and  grave,  almost  stern. 

"The  children  are  quite  right,  my  daughter,"  he  said  gently, 
"  I  am  no  saint !  I  have  performed  no  miracles.  I  am  a 
poor  sinner, — striving  to  do  well,  but  alas  ! — forever  striving 
in  vain.  The  days  of  noble  living  are  past ; — and  we  are  all 
too  much  fallen  in  the  ways  of  error  to  deserve  that  our  Lord 
should  bless  the  too  often  half-hearted  and  grudging  labour  of 
His  so-called  servants.  Come  here,  ma  mignonne  ! "  he  con- 
tinued, calling  Babette,  who  approached  him  with  a  curious 
air  of  half-timid  boldness — "Thou  art  but  a  very  little  girl," 
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he  said,  laying  his  thin  white  hand  softly  on  her  tumbled 
brown  curls — "Nevertheless,  I  should  be  a  very  foolish  old 
man  if  I  despised  thee,  or  thy  thoughts,  or  thy  desire  to  know 
the  truth  for  truth's  sake.  Therefore  to-morrow  thou  shalt 
bring  me  this  afflicted  friend  of  thine,  and  though  I  have  no 
divine  gifts,  I  will  do  even  as  the  Master  commanded, — I  will 
lay  my  hands  on  him  in  blessing,  and  pray  that  he  may  be 
healed.  More  than  this  is  not  in  my  power,  my  child  ! — if  a 
miracle  is  to  be  worked,  it  is  our  dear  Lord  only  who  can 
work  it." 

Gently  he  murmured  his  formal  benediction, — then,  turning 
away,  he  entered  his  own  room  and  shut  the  door.  Babette, 
grown  strangely  serious,  turned  to  her  brother  and  held  out 
her  hand,  moved  by  one  of  those  erratic  impulses  which  often 
take  sudden  possession  of  self-willed  children. 

"  Come  into  the  Cathedral !  "  she  whispered  imperatively — 
"  Come  and  say  an  Ave." 

Not  a  word  did  the  usually  glib  Henri  vouchsafe  in  answer, 
— but  clutching  his  sister's  fingers  in  his  own  dirty,  horny 
palm,  he  trotted  meekly  beside  her  out  of  the  house  and 
across  the  square,  into  the  silence  and  darkness  of  Notre 
Dame.  Their  mother  watched  their  little  plump  figures  dis- 
appear with  a  feeling  of  mingled  amazement  and  gratitude, 
— miracles  were  surely  beginning,  she  thought,  if  a  few  Avords 
from  the  Cardinal  could  impress  Babette  and  Henri  with  an 
idea  of  the  necessity  of  prayer  ! 

They  were  not  long  gone,  however; — they  came  walking 
back  together,  still  demurely  hand  in  hand,  and  settled  them- 
selves quietly  in  a  corner  to  study  their  tasks  for  the  next  day. 
Babette's  doll,  once  attired  as  a  fashionable  Parisienne,  and 
now  degenerated  into  a  one-eyed  laundress  with  a  rather  soiled 
cap  and  apron,  stuck  out  its  composite  arms  in  vain  from  the 
bench  where  it  sat  all  askew,  drooping  its  head  forlornly  over 
a  dust-pan, ^and  Henri's  drum,  wherewith  he  was  wont  to 
wake  alarming  echoes  out  of  the  dreamy  and  historical  streets 
of  Rouen,  lay  on  its  side  neglected,  and  gloriously  silent. 
And,  as  before  said,  peace  reigned  in  the  Patoux  household, — 
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even  the  entrance  of  Papa  Patoux  himself,  fresh  from  his 
celery-beds,  and  smelling  of  the  earth  earthy,  created  no 
particular  diversion.  He  was  a  very  little,  very  cheery,  round 
man,  was  Papa  Patoux ;  he  had  no  ideas  at  all  in  his  bullet- 
head  save  that  he  judged  everything  to  be  very  well  managed 
in  the  Universe,  and  that  he,  considered  simply  as  Patoux, 
was  lucky  in  his  life  and  labours, — also  that  it  was  an  easy 
thing  to  grow  celery,  provided  God's  blessing  was  on  the 
soil.  For  the  rest,  he  took  small  care ;  he  knew  that  the 
world  wagged  in  different  ways  in  different  climates, — he  read 
his  halfpenny  journal  daily,  and  professed  to  be  interested  in 
the  political  situation  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  but  in 
reality  he  thought  the  French  Senate  a  pack  of  fools,  and 
wondered  what  they  meant  by  always  talking  so  much  about 
nothing.  He  believed  in  "LaPatrie"  to  a  certain  extent, — 
but  he  would  have  very  much  objected  if  "La  Patrie"  had 
interfered  with  his  celery.  Roughly  speaking,  he  understood 
that  France  was  a  nation,  and  that  he  was  a  Frenchman ;  and 
that  if  any  enemies  should  presume  to  come  into  the  country, 
it  would  be  necessary  to  take  up  a  musket  and  fight  them  out 
again,  and  defend  wife,  children,  and  celery-beds  till  the  last 
breath  was  out  of  his  body.  Further  than  this  simple  and 
primitive  idea  of  patriotism  he  did  not  go.  He  never  bothered 
himself  about  dissentient  shades  of  opinion,  or  quarrels  among 
opposing  parties.  When  he  had  to  send  his  children  to  the 
Government  school,  the  first  thing  he  asked  was  whether  they 
would  be  taught  their  religion  there.  He  was  told  no, —  that 
the  Government  objected  to  religious  teaching,  as  it  merely 
created  discussion  and  was  of  no  assistance  whatever  in  the 
material  business  of  life.  Patoux  scratched  his  head  over  this 
for  a  considerable  time  and  ruminated  deeply, — finally  he 
smiled, — a  dull  fat  smile. 

''  Good  ! "  said  he — "  I  understand  now  why  the  Government 
makes  such  an  ass  of  itself  now  and  then !  You  cannot 
expect  mere  men  to  do  their  duty  wisely  without  God  on  their 
side  !  But  Pere  Laurent  will  teach  my  children  their  prayers 
and  catechism, — and  I  daresay  Heaven  will  arrange  the  rest," 
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And  he  forthwith  dismissed  the  matter  from  his  mind.  His 
children  attended  the  Government  school  daily, — and  every 
Wednesday,  Saturday,  and  Sunday  afternoon  Pere  Laurent,  a 
kindly,  simple-hearted  old  priest,  took  them,  with  several  other 
little  creatures  "educated  by  the  State,"  and  taught  them  all 
he  knew  about  the  great  France-exiled  Creator  of  the  Universe, 
and  of  His  ceaseless  love  to  sinful  and  blasphemous  mankind. 
So  things  went  on ; — and  though  Henri  and  Babette  were 
being  crammed  by  the  national  system  of  instruction,  with 
learning  which  was  destined  to  be  of  very  slight  use  to  them 
in  their  after  careers,  and  which  made  them  little  cynics  before 
their  time,  they  were  still  sustained  within  bounds  by  the 
saving  sense  of  something  better  than  themselves, — that  Some- 
thing Better  which  silently  declares  itself  in  the  beauty  of  the 
skies,  the  blossoming  of  the  flowers,  and  the  loveliness  of  all 
things  wherein  man  has  no  part, — and  neither  of  them  was 
yet  transformed  into  that  most  fearsome  product  of  modern 
days,  the  child-Atheist,  for  whom  there  is  no  greater  God 
than  Self. 

On  this  particular  night  when  Papa  Patoux  returned  to  the 
bosom  of  his  family,  he,  though  a  dull-witted  man  generally, 
did  not  fail  to  note  the  dove-like  spirit  of  calm  that  reigned 
over  his  entire  household.  His  wife's  fat  face  was  agreeably 
placid, — the  children  were  in  an  orderly  mood,  and  as  he  sat 
down  to  the  neatly  spread  supper-table,  he  felt  more  convinced 
than  ever  that  things  were  exceedingly  well  managed  for  him 
in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds.  Pausing  in  the  act  of 
conveying  a  large  spoonful  of  steaming  soup  to  his  mouth  he 
enquired — 

"And  Monseigneur,  the  Cardinal  Bonprd, — has  he  also 
been  served  ?  " 

Madame  Patoux  opened  her  round  eyes  wide  at  him. 

"  But  certainly  !  Dost  thou  think,  my  little  cabbage,  thou 
wouldst  get  thy  food  before  Monseigneur?  That  would  be 
strange  indeed  1 " 

Papa  Patoux  swallowed  his  ladleful  of  soup  in  abashed 
silence. 
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"It  was  a  beautiful  day  in  the  fields,"  he  presently  observed, 
"There  was  a  good  smell  in  the  earth,  as  if  violets  were 
growing,— and  late  in  the  autumn  though  it  is,  there  was  a 
skylark  yet  singing.  It  was  a  very  blue  heaven,  too,  as  blue 
as  the  robe  of  the  Virgin,  with  clouds  as  white  as  little  angels 
clinging  to  it." 

Madame  nodded.  Some  people  might  have  thought  Papa 
Patoux  inclined  to  be  poetical, — she  did  not.  Henri  and 
Babette  listened. 

"  The  robe  of  Our  Lady  is  always  blue,"  said  Babette. 

"  And  the  angels'  clothes  are  always  white,"  added  Henri. 

Madame  Patoux  said  nothing,  but  passed  a  second  helping 
of  soup  all  round.  Papa  Patoux  smiled  blandly  on  his 
offspring. 

"Just  so,"  he  averred — "Blue  and  white  are  the  colours  of 
the  sky,  my  little  ones, — and  Our  Lady  and  the  angels  live  in 
the  sky  ! " 

"I  wonder  where?"  muttered  Henri  with  his  mouth  half 
full.  "The  sky  is  nothing  but  miles  and  miles  of  air,  and  in 
the  air  there  are  millions  and  millions  of  planets  turning  round 
and  round,  larger  than  our  world, — ever  so  much  larger, — and 
nobody  knows  which  is  the  largest  of  them  all ! " 

"  It  is  as  thou  sayest,  my  son,"  said  Patoux  confidently — 
"Nobody  knows  which  is  the  largest  of  them  all,  but  which- 
ever it  may  be,  that  largest  of  them  all  belongs  to  Our  Lady 
and  the  angels." 

Henri  looked  at  Babette,  but  Babette  was  munching  water- 
cress busily,  and  did  not  return  his  enquiring  glances.  Papa 
Patoux,  quite  satisfied  with  his  own  reasoning,  continued  his 
supper  in  an  amiable  state  of  mind. 

"What  didst  thou  serve  to  Monseigneur,  my  little  one?" 
he  asked  his  wife  with  a  coaxing  and  caressing  air,  as  though 
she  were  some  delicate  and  dainty  sylph  of  the  woodlands, 
instead  of  being  the  lady  of  massive  proportions  which  she 
undoubtedly  was,—"  Something  of  delicacy  and  fine  flavour, 
doubtless?" 

Madame  Patoux  shook  her  head  despondingly. 
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"  He  would  have  nothing  of  that  kind,"  she  repHed — • 
"Soup  ?naigre,  and  afterwards  bread,  dried  figs,  and  apples 
to  finish.  Ah,  Heaven  !  What  a  supi)er  for  a  Cardinal- 
Archbishop  !     It  is  enough  to  make  one  weep  ! " 

Patoux  considered  the  matter  solemnly. 

"  He  is  perhaps  very  poor  ?  "  he  half  queried. 

"Poor,  he  may  be,"  responded  Madame, — "But  if  he 
is,  it  is  surely  his  own  fault, — whoever  heard  of  a  poor 
Cardinal  -  Archbishop  !  Such  men  can  all  be  rich  if  they 
choose." 

"Can  they?"  asked  Henri  with  sudden  vivacious  eagerness. 
"How?" 

But  his  question  was  not  answered,  for  just  at  that  moment 
a  loud  knock  came  at  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  a  tall  broadly- 
built  personage  in  close  canonical  attire  appeared  in  the 
narrow  little  passage  of  entry,  attended  by  another  smaller 
and  very  much  more  insignificant-looking  individual. 

Patoux  hastily  scrambled  out  of  his  chair. 

"  The  Archbishop  ! "  he  whispered  to  his  wife — "  He  him- 
self!    Our  own  Archbishop  !" 

Madame  Patoux  jumped  up,  and  seizing  her  children,  held 
one  in  each  hand  as  she  curtsied  up  and  down. 

^^  Benedidte/"  said  the  new-comer,  lightly  signing  the  cross 
in  air  with  a  sociable  smile — "  Do  not  disturb  yourselves,  my 
children !  You  have  with  you  in  this  house  the  eminent 
Cardinal  Bonpre?" 

"Ah,  yes,  Monseigneur  !  "  replied  Madame  Patoux — "Only 
just  now  he  has  finished  his  little  supper.  Shall  I  show 
Monseigneur  to  his  room?" 

"  If  you  please,"  returned  the  Archbishop,  still  smiling 
benevolently — "And  permit  my  secretary  to  wait  with  you 
here  till  I  return." 

With  this,  and  an  introductory  wave  of  his  hand  in  the 
direction  of  the  attenuated  and  sallow-faced  personage  who 
had  accompanied  him,  he  graciously  permitted  Madame 
Patoux  to  humbly  precede  him  by  a  few  steps,  and  then 
followed  her  with  a  soft,  even  tread,  and  a  sound  as  of  rustling 
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silk  in  his  garments,  from  which  a  faint  odour  of  some  delicate 
perfume  seemed  wafted  as  he  moved. 

Left  to  entertain  the  Archbishop's  secretary,  Jean  Patoux 
was  for  a  minute  or  two  somewhat  embarrassed.  Henri  and 
Babette  stared  at  the  stranger  with  undisguised  curiosity,  and 
were  apparently  not  favourably  impressed  by  his  appearance. 

"  He  has  white  eyelashes  ! "  whispered  Henri. 

"And  yellow  teeth,"  responded  Babette. 

Meanwhile  Patoux,  having  scratched  his  bullet-head  suffi- 
ciently over  the  matter,  offered  his  visitor  a  chair. 

"Sit  down,  sir,"  he  said,  curtly. 

The  secretary  smiled  pallidly  and  took  the  proffered  accommo- 
dation. Patoux  again  meditated.  He  was  not  skilled  in  the 
art  of  polite  conversation,  and  he  found  himself  singularly  at 
a  loss. 

"  It  would  be  an  objection  no  doubt,  and  an  irreverence 
perhaps  to  smoke  a  pipe  before  you,  Monsieur — Monsieur " 

"Cazeau,"  finished  the  secretary  with  another  pallid  smile- — 
"  Claude  Cazeau,  a  poor  scribe, — at  your  service  !  And  I  beg 
of  you,  Monsieur  Jean  Patoux,  to  smoke  at  your  distinguished 
convenience  !  " 

There  was  a  faint  tone  of  satire  in  his  voice  which  struck 
Papa  Patoux  as  exceedingly  disagreeable,  though  he  could  not 
quite  imagine  why  he  found  it  so.  He  slowly  reached  for  his 
pipe  from  the  projecting  shelf  above  the  chimney,  and  as 
slowly  proceeded  to  fill  it  with  tobacco  from  a  tin  canister 
close  by. 

"  I  do  not  think  I  have  ever  seen  you  in  the  town,  Monsieur 
Cazeau,"  he  said — "Nor  at  mass  in  the  Cathedral  either?  " 

"  No  ?  "  responded  Cazeau  easily,  in  a  half-querying  tone — 
"  I  do  not  much  frequent  the  streets  ;  and  I  only  attend  the 
first  early  mass  on  Sundays.  My  work  for  Monseigneur 
occupies  my  whole  time." 

"Ah!"  said  Patoux,  having  stuffed  his  pipe  sufficiently, 
lit  it,  and  proceeded  to  smoke  peaceably — "There  must  be 
much  to  do  !  Many  poor  and  sick  who  need  money,  and 
clothes,  and  help  in  every  way, — and  to  try  and  do  good,  and 
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give  comfort  to  all  the  unhappy  souls  in  Rouen  is  a  hard  task, 
even  for  an  Archbishop." 

Cazeau  linked  his  thin  hands  together  with  an  action  of 
pious  fervour  and  assented. 

"There  is  a  broken-hearted  creature  near  us,"  pursued 
Patoux  leisurely — "We  call  her  Marguerite  La  FoUe; — I  have 
often  thought  I  would  ask  Pere  Laurent  to  speak  to  Mon- 
seigneur  for  her,  that  she  might  be  released  from  the  devils 
that  are  tearing  her.  She  was  a  good  girl  till  a  year  or  two 
ago, — then  some  villain  got  the  ruin  of  her,  and  she  lost  her 
wits  over  it.  Ah,  'tis  a  sad  sight  to  see  her  now — poor 
Marguerite  Valmond ! " 

"  Ha ! "  cried  Henri  suddenly,  pointing  a  grimy  finger  at 
Cazeau — "  Why  did  you  jump ?     Did  something  hurt  you  ?  " 

Cazeau  had  indeed  "jumped,"  as  Henri  put  it,— that  is, 
he  had  sprung  up  from  his  chair  suddenly,  and  as  suddenly 
sat  down  again  with  an  air  of  impatience  and  discomfort.  He 
rapidly  overcame  whatever  emotion  moved  him,  however,  and 
stretched  his  thin  mouth  in  a  would-be  amiable  grin  at  the 
observant  Henri, 

"You  are  a  sharp  boy!"  he  observed  condescendingly— 
"  And  tall  for  your  age,  no  doubt !     How  old  are  you  ?  " 

"Eleven,"  replied  Henri  —  "But  that  has  nothing  to  do 
with  your  jumping." 

"True,"  and  the  secretary  wriggled  in  his  chair,  pretending 
to  be  much  amused — "But  my  jumping  had  nothing  to  do 
with  you  either,  my  small  friend  !  I  had  a  thought, — a  sudden 
thought, — of  a  duty  forgotten." 

"Oh,  it  was  a  thought,  was  it?"  and  Henri  looked  in- 
credulous— "  Do  thoughts  always  make  you  jump  ?  " 

"Tais-toi!  Tais-toi !  "  murmured  Patoux  gently,  between 
two  whiffs  of  his  pipe — "  Excuse  him,  Monsieur  Cazeau, — he 
is  but  a  child." 

Cazeau  writhed  amicably. 

"A  delightful  child,"  he  murmured — "And  the  little  girl — 

his  sister — is  also  charming Ah,  what  fine  dark  eyes! — 

what  hair  !     Will  she  not  come  and  speak  to  me  ?  " 
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He  held  out  a  hand  invitingly  towards  Babette,  but  she 
merely  made  a  grimace  at  him  and  retired  backwards.  Patoux 
smiled  benevolently. 

"She  does  not  like  strangers,"  he  explained. 

"Good — very  good!  That  is  right!  Little  girls  should 
always  run  away  from  strangers,  especially  strangers  of  my 
sex,"  observed  Cazeau  with  a  sniggering  laugh — "And  do 
these  dear  children  go  to  school  ?" 

Patoux  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  altogether,  and  stared 
solemnly  at  the  ceiling. 

"Without  doubt !— they  are  compelled  to  go  to  school,"  he 
answered  slowly;  "But  if  I  could  have  had  my  way,  they 
should  never  have  gone.  They  learn  mischief  there  in  plenty, 
but  no  good  that  I  can  see.  They  know  much  about  geo- 
graphy, and  the  stars,  and  anatomy,  and  what  they  call  physical 
sciences;  —  but  whether  they  have  got  it  into  their  heads 
that  the  good  God  wants  them  to  live  straight,  clean,  honest, 
wholesome  lives,  is  more  than  I  am  certain  of.  However, 
I  trust  Pere  Laurent  will  do  what  he  can." 

"  Pere  Laurent?"  echoed  Cazeau,  with  a  wide  smile — "You 
have  a  high  opinion  of  Pere  Laurent  ?  Ah,  yes,  a  good  man  ! 
— but  ignorant — alas  !  very  ignorant !  " 

Papa  Patoux  brought  his  eyes  down  from  the  ceihng  and 
fixed  them  enquiringly  on  Cazeau. 

"Ignorant?"  he  began,  when  at  this  juncture  Madame 
Patoux  entered,  and  taking  possession  of  Henri  and  Babette, 
informed  Monsieur  Cazeau  that  the  Archbishop  would  be  for 
some  time  engaged  in  conversation  with  Cardinal  Bonpre,  and 
that  therefore  he,  Monsieur  Cazeau,  need  not  wait, — Mon- 
seigneur  would  return  to  his  house  alone.  Whereupon  the 
secretary  rose,  evidently  glad  to  be  set  at  liberty,  and  took  his 
leave  of  the  Patoux  family.  On  the  threshold,  however,  he 
paused,  looking  back  somewhat  frowningly  at  Jean  Patoux 
himself. 

"  I  should  not,  if  I  were  you,  trouble  Monseigneur  concerning 
the  case  you  told  me  of— that  of— of  Marguerite  Valmond,'" — 
he  observed— "He  has  a  righteous  horror  of  evil  women  !" 
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With  that  he  departed,  walking  across  the  square  towards 
the  Archbishop's  house  in  a  stealthy  sort  of  fashion,  as  though 
he  were  a  burglar  meditating  some  particularly  daring  robbery. 

"He  is  a  rat — a  rat !"  exclaimed  Henri,  suddenly  executing 
a  sort  of  reasonless  war-dance  round  the  kitchen — "  One  wants 
a  cat  to  catch  him  !  " 

"  Rats  are  nice,"  declared  Babette,  for  she  remembered 
having  once  had  a  tame  white  rat  which  sat  on  her  knee  and 
took  food  from  her  hand, — "Monsieur  Cazeau  is  a  man;  and 
men  are  not  nice." 

Patoux  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"  Men  are  not  nice  ! "  he  echoed — "  ^Vhat  dost  thou  know 
about  it,  thou  little  droll  one?" 

"  What  I  see,"  responded  Babette  severely,  with  an  elderly 
air,  as  of  a  person  who  has  suffered  by  bitter  experience ;  and, 
undeterred  by  her  parents'  continued  laughter  she  went  on — 

"  Men  are  ugly.  They  are  dirty.  They  say  '  Come  here, 
my  little  girl,  and  I  will  give  you  something,' — then  when  I 
go  to  them,  they  try  and  kiss  me.  And  I  will  not  kiss  them, 
because  their  mouths  smell  bad.  They  stroke  my  hair  and 
pull  it  all  the  wrong  way.  And  it  hurts.  And  when  I  don't 
like  my  hair  pulled  the  wrong  way,  they  tell  me  I  will  be  a 
great  coquette.  A  coquette  is  to  be  like  Diane  de  Poitiers. 
Shall  I  be  like  Diane  de  Poitiers  ?  " 

"  The  saints  forbid  !  "  cried  Madame  Patoux, — "  And  talk 
no  more  nonsense,  child, — it's  bedtime.  Come, — say  good 
night  to  thy  father,  Henri ; — give  them  thy  blessing,  Jean — 
and  let  me  get  them  into  their  beds  before  the  Archbishop 
leaves  the  house,  or  they  will  be  asking  him  as  many  questions 
as  there  are  in  the  catechism." 

Thus  enjoined,  Papa  Patoux  kissed  his  children  affection- 
ately, signing  the  cross  on  their  brows  as  they  came  up  to 
him  in  turn,  after  the  fashion  of  his  own  father,  who  had 
continued  this  custom  up  to  his  dying  day.  What  they 
thought  of  the  benediction  in  itself  might  be  somewhat 
difficult  to  define,  but  it  can  be  safely  asserted  that  a  passion 
of  tears  on  the  part  of  Babette,  and  a  fit  of  demoniacal  howling 
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from  Henri,  would  have  been  the  inevitable  result  if  Papa 
Patoux  had  refused  to  bestow  it  on  them.  Whether  there 
were  virtue  in  it  or  not,  their  father's  mute  blessing  sent  them 
to  bed  peaceably  and  in  good  humour  with  each  other,  and 
they  trotted  off  very  contentedly  beside  their  mother,  hushing 
their  footsteps  and  lowering  their  voices  as  they  passed  the 
door  of  the  room  occupied  by  Cardinal  Bonpre. 

"The  Archbishop  is  not  an  angel,  is  he?"  asked  Babette 
whisperingly. 

Her  mother  smiled  broadly. 

"  Not  exactly,  my  little  one  !    Why  such  a  foolish  question  ?  " 

"You  said  that  Cardinal  Bonpre  was  a  saint,  and  that 
perhaps  we  should  see  an  angel  come  down  from  heaven  to 
visit  him,"  replied  Babette. 

"Well,  you  could  not  have  thought  the  Archbishop  came 
from  heaven  ! "  interpolated  Henri  scornfully, — "  He  came  from 
his  own  house  over  the  way  with  his  secretary  behind  him. 
Do  angels  keep  secretaries  ?  " 

Babette  laughed  aloud, — the  idea  was  grotesque.  The  two 
children  were  just  then  ascending  the  wooden  stairs  to  their 
bedroom,  the  mother  carrying  a  lighted  candle  behind  them, 
and  at  that  moment  the  rich  sonorous  voice  of  the  Archbishop, 
raised  to  a  high  and  somewhat  indignant  tone,  reached  them 
with  these  words — "  I  consider  that  you  altogether  mistake 
your  calling  and  position  1 " 

Then  the  voice  died  away  into  inaudible  murmurings. 

"They  are  quarrelling!  The  Archbishop  is  angry!"  said 
Henri  with  a  grin. 

"Perhaps  Archbishops  do  not  like  saints,"  suggested 
Babette. 

"Tais-toi !  Cardinal  Bonpre  is  an  archbishop  himself,  little 
silly,"  said  Madame  Patoux — "Therefore  those  great  and 
distinguished  Monseigneurs  are  like  brothers." 

"  That  is  why  they  are  quarrelling  !  "  declared  Henri  glibly, — 
"  A  boy  told  me  in  school  that  Cain  and  Abel  were  the  first 
pair  of  brothers,  and  they  quarrelled, — and  all  brothers  have 
quarrelled  ever  since.    It's  in  the  blood,  so  that  boy  says, — and 
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it  is  his  excuse  always  for  fighting  his  Httle  brother.  His  Httle 
brother  is  six,  and  he  is  twelve; — and  of  course  he  always 
knocks  his  little  brother  down.  He  cannot  help  it,  he  says. 
And  he  gets  books  on  physiology  and  heredity,  and  he  learns 
in  them  that  whatever  is  in  the  blood  has  got  to  come  out 
somehow.  He  says  that  it's  because  Cain  killed  Abel  that 
there  are  wars  between  nations ; — if  Cain  and  Abel  had  never 
quarrelled,  there  would  never  have  been  any  fighting  in  the 
world, — and  now  that  it's  in  the  blood  of  everybody " 

But  further  sapient  discourse  on  the  part  of  Henri  was 
summarily  put  an  end  to  by  his  mother's  ordering  him  to  kneel 
down  and  say  his  prayers,  and  afterwards  bundling  him  into 
bed, — where,  being  sleepy,  he  speedily  forgot  all  that  he  had 
been  trying  to  talk  about.  Babette  took  more  time  in  retiring 
to  rest.  She  had  very  pretty,  curly,  brown  hair,  and  Madame 
Patoux  took  a  pride  in  brushing  and  plaiting  it  neatly. 

"  I  may  be  like  Diane  de  Poitiers  after  all,"  she  remarked, 
peering  at  herself  in  the  small  mirror  when  her  thick  locks 
were  smoothed  and  tied  back  for  the  night — "Why  should  I 
not  be?" 

"  Because  Diane  de  Poitiers  was  a  wicked  woman,"  said 
Madame  Patoux  energetically, — "  and  thou  must  learn  to  be 
a  good  girl." 

"  But  if  Diane  de  Poitiers  was  bad,  why  do  they  talk  so 
much  about  her  even  now,  and  put  her  in  all  the  histories,  and 
show  her  house,  and  say  she  was  beautiful  ?  "  went  on  Babette. 

"Because  people  are  foolish,"  said  Madame,  getting 
impatient — "Foolish  people  run  after  bad  women,  and  bad 
women  run  after  foolish  people.     Now  say  thy  prayers." 

Obediently  Babette  knelt  down,  shut  her  eyes  close,  clasped 
her  hands  hard,  and  murmured  the  usual  evening  formula, 
heaving  a  small  sigh  after  her  "act  of  contrition,"  and  looking 
almost  saintly  as  she  commended  herself  to  her  "angel 
guardian."     Then  her  mother  kissed  her,  saying — 

"  Good  night,  little  daughter  !  Think  of  Our  Lady  and  the 
saints,  and  ask  them  to  keep  us  safe  from  evil.     Good  night ! " 

"Good  night,"  responded    Babette   sleepily, — but   all   the 
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same  she  did  not  think  of  Our  Lady  and  the  saints  half  as 
much  as  of  Diane  de  Poitiers.  There  are  few  daughters  of 
Eve  to  whom  conquest  does  not  seem  a  finer  thing  than 
humility;  and  the  sovereignty  of  Diane  de  Poitiers  over  a 
king,  seems  to  many  a  girl  just  conscious  of  her  own  charm, 
a  more  emphatic  testimony  to  the  supremacy  of  her  sex,  than 
the  Angel's  greeting  of  "  Blessed  art  thou  ! "  to  the  elected 
Virgin  of  the  world. 


Ill 


MEANWHILE  a  somewhat  embarrassing  interview  had 
taken  place  between  the  Archbishop  of  Rouen  and 
Cardinal  Bonpre.  The  Archbishop,  seen  by  the  light  of  the 
one  small  lamp  which  illumined  the  "  best  room  "  of  the  Hotel 
Poitiers  was  certainly  a  handsome  and  imposing  personage, 
broad-chested  and  muscular,  with  a  massive  head,  well  set  on 
strong  square  shoulders,  admirably  adapted  for  the  wearing  of 
the  dark  violet  soutane  which  fitted  them  as  gracefully  as  a 
royal  vesture  draping  the  figure  of  a  king.  One  dispropor- 
tionate point,  however,  about  his  attire  was,  that  the  heavy- 
gold  crucifix  which  depended  by  a  chain  from  his  neck,  did 
not,  with  him,  look  so  much  a  sacred  symbol  as  a  trivial 
ornament, — whereas  the  simple  silver  one  that  gleamed  against 
the  rusty  black  scarlet  -  edged  cassock  of  Cardinal  Bonpre, 
presented  itself  as  the  plain  and  significant  sign  of  holiness 
without  the  aid  of  jewellers'  workmanship  to  emphasize  its 
meaning.  This  was  a  trifle,  no  doubt; — still  it  was  one  of 
those  slight  things  which  often  betray  character.  As  the 
most  brilliant  diamond  will  look  like  common  glass  on  the 
rough  red  hand  of  a  cook,  while  common  glass  will  simulate 
the  richness  of  the  real  gem  on  the  delicate  white  finger  of  a 
daintily-bred  woman,  so  the  emblem  of  salvation  seemed  a 
mere  bauble  and  toy  on  the  breast  of  the  Archbishop,  while 
it  assumed  its  most  reverent  and  sacred  aspect  as  worn  by 
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Felix  Bonpre.  Yet  judged  by  mere  outward  appearance, 
there  could  be  no  doubt  as  to  which  was  the  finer -looking 
man  of  the  two.  The  Cardinal,  thin  and  pale,  with  shadows 
of  thought  and  pain  in  his  eyes,  and  the  many  delicate  wrinkles 
of  advancing  age  marking  his  features,  would  never  possess  so 
much  attractiveness  for  worldly  and  superficial  persons  as  the 
handsome  Archbishop,  who  carried  his  fifty-five  years  as  though 
they  were  but  thirty,  and  whose  fresh,  plump  face,  unmarred 
by  any  serious  consideration,  bespoke  a  thorough  enjoyment 
of  life,  and  the  things  which  life, — if  encouraged  to  demand 
them, — most  strenuously  seeks,  such  as  good  food,  soft  beds, 
rich  clothing,  and  other  countless  luxuries  which  are  not 
necessities  by  any  means,  but  which  make  the  hours  move 
smoothly  and  softly,  undisturbed  by  the  clash  of  outside 
events  among  those  who  are  busy  with  thoughts  and  actions, 
and  who, — being  absorbed  in  the  thick  of  a  soul-contest, — 
care  little  whether  their  bodies  fare  ill  or  well.  The  Arch- 
bishop certainly  did  not  belong  to  this  latter  class, — indeed 
he  considered  too  much  thought  as  mischievous  in  itself,  and 
when  thought  appeared  likely  to  break  forth  into  action,  he 
denounced  it  as  pernicious  and  well-nigh  criminal. 

"Thinkers,"  he  said  once  to  a  young  and  ardent  novice, 
studying  for  the  priesthood,  "are  generally  socialists  and 
revolutionists.  They  are  an  offence  to  the  Church  and  a 
danger  to  the  community." 

"Surely,"  murmured  the  novice  timidly, — "Our  Lord  Him- 
self was  a  thinker  ?     And  a  Socialist  likewise  ?  " 

But  at  this  the  Archbishop  rose  up  in  wrath  and  flashed 
forth  menace ; — 

"  If  you  are  a  follower  of  Renan,  sir,  you  had  better  admit 
it  before  proceeding  further  in  your  studies,"  he  said  irately, — 
"The  Church  is  too  much  troubled  in  these  days  by  the 
members  of  a  useless  and  degenerate  apostasy ! " 

Whereupon  the  young  man  had  left  his  presence  abashed, 
puzzled,  and  humiliated;  but  scarcely  penitent,  inasmuch  as 
his  New  Testament  taught  him  that  he  was  right  and  that  the 
Archbishop  was  wrong. 


34  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

Truth  to  tell,  the  Archbishop  was  very  often  wrong. 
Wrapped  up  in  himself  and  his  own  fixed  notions  as  to  how 
life  should  be  lived,  he  seldom  looked  out  upon  the  larger 
world,  and  obstinately  refused  to  take  any  thoughtful  notice 
of  the  general  tendency  of  public  opinion  in  all  countries 
concerning  religion  and  morality.  All  that  he  was  unable  to 
explain,  he  flatly  denied, — and  his  prejudices  were  as  violent 
as  his  hatred  of  contradiction  was  keen.  The  account  of  saintly 
life  and  noble  deeds  of  Felix  Bonpr^  had  reached  him  from 
time  to  time  through  various  rumours  repeated  by  different 
priests  and  dignitaries  of  the  Church,  who  had  travelled  as  far 
as  the  distant  little  Cathedral-town  embowered  among  towering 
pines  and  elm  trees,  where  the  Cardinal  had  his  abiding  seat 
of  duty ; — and  he  had  been  anxious  to  meet  the  man  who  in 
these  days  of  fastidious  feeding  and  luxurious  living,  had 
managed  to  gain  such  a  holy  reputation  as  to  be  almost 
canonized  in  some  folks'  estimation  before  he  was  dead. 
Hearing  that  Bonpre  intended  to  stay  a  couple  of  nights  in 
Rouen,  he  cordially  invited  him  to  spend  that  time  at  his 
house, — but  the  invitation  had  been  gratefully  yet  firmly 
refused,  much  to  the  Archbishop's  amazement.  This  amaze- 
ment increased  considerably  when  he  learned  that  the  dingy, 
comfortless,  little  Hotel  Poitiers  had  been  selected  by  the 
Cardinal  as  his  temporary  lodging, — and  it  was  not  without  a 
pious  murmur  concerning  "the  pride  which  apes  humility" 
that  he  betook  himself  to  that  ancient  and  despised  hostelry, 
which  had  nothing  whatever  in  the  way  of  modern  advantage 
to  recommend  it, — neither  electric  light,  nor  electric  bell,  nor 
telephone.  But  he  felt  it  incumbent  upon  him  to  pay  a 
fraternal  visit  to  the  Cardinal,  who  had  become  in  a  manner 
famous  without  being  at  all  aware  of  his  fame, — and  when 
finally  in  his  presence,  he  was  conscious  not  only  of  a 
singular  disappointment,  but  of  an  equally  singular  perplexity. 
Felix  Bonpre  was  not  at  all  the  sort  of  personage  he  had 
expected  to  see.  He  had  imagined  that  a  Churchman  who 
was  able  to  obtain  a  character  for  saintliness  in  days  like 
these,  must   needs   be  worldly-wise  and  crafty,  with   a   keen 
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perception  and  comprehension  of  the  follies  of  mankind,  and 
an  ability  to  use  these  follies  advantageously  to  further  his 
own  ends.  Something  of  the  cunning  and  foresight  of  an 
ancient  Egyptian  sorcerer  was  in  the  composition  of  the 
Archbishop  himself,  for  he  judged  mankind  alone  by  its 
general  stupidity  and  credulity ; — stupidity  and  credulity  which 
formed  excellent  ground  for  the  working  of  miracles,  whether 
such  miracles  were  wrought  in  the  name  of  Osiris  or  Christ. 
Mokanna,  the  "Veiled  Prophet,"  while  corrupt  to  the  core 
with  unnameable  vices,  had  managed  in  his  time  to  delude 
the  people  into  thinking  him  a  holy  man ;  and, — without  any 
adequate  reason  for  his  assumption,  —  the  Archbishop  had 
certainly  prepared  himself  to  meet  in  Felix  Bonpre,  a  shrewd, 
calculating,  clever  priest,  absorbed  in  acting  the  part  of  an 
excessive  holiness  in  order  to  secure  such  honour  in  his 
diocese  as  should  attract  the  particular  notice  of  the  Vatican. 
"Playing  for  Pope,"  in  fact,  had  been  the  idea  with  which  the 
Archbishop  had  invested  the  Cardinal's  reputed  sanctity,  and 
he  was  astonished  and  in  a  manner  irritated  to  find  himself 
completely  mistaken.  He  had  opened  the  conversation  by 
the  usual  cordial  trivialities  of  ordinary  greeting,  to  which 
Bonpre  had  responded  with  the  suave  courtesy  and  refined 
gentleness  which  always  dignified  his  manner, — and  then  the 
Archbishop  had  ventured  to  offer  a  remonstrance  on  the 
unconventional — "Shall  we  call  it  eccentric?"  he  suggested, 
smiling  amicably, — conduct  of  the  Cardinal  in  choosing  to 
abide  in  such  a  comfortless  lodging  as  the  Hotel  Poitiers. 

"  It  would  have  been  a  pleasure  and  an  honour  to  me  to 
welcome  you  at  my  house  " — he  said — "  Really,  it  is  quite  a 
violation  of  custom  and  usage  that  you  should  be  in  this 
wretched  place ;  the  accommodation  is  not  at  all  fitted  for  a 
prince  of  the  Church." 

Cardinal  Felix  raised  one  hand  in  gentle  yet  pained  protest. 

"Pardon  me!"  he  said,  "I  do  not  like  that  term,  'prince 
of  the  Church.'  There  are  no  princes  in  the  Church — or  if 
there  are,  there  should  be  none." 

The  Archbishop  opened  his  eyes  widely. 
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"That  is  a  strange  remark!"  he  ejaculated — "Princes  of 
the  Church  there  have  always  been  since  Cardinals  were 
created;  and  you,  being  a  Cardinal  and  an  Archbishop  as 
well,  cannot  be  otherwise  than  one  of  them." 

Felix  Bonpre  sighed. 

"Still,  I  maintain  that  the  term  is  a  wrong  one,"  he  answered, 
"and  used  in  the  wrong  place.  The  Church  has  nothing,  or 
should  have  nothing  to  do  with  differing  titles  or  places.  The 
ordinary  priest  who  toils  among  his  congregation  day  and 
night,  scarcely  resting  himself,  working  and  praying  for  the 
spiritual  welfare  of  others,  should  to  my  thinking  be  as  greatly 
held  in  honour  as  the  bishop  who  commands  him  and  who 
often — so  it  chances — is  able  to  do  less  for  our  Lord  than  he. 
In  things  temporal,  owing  to  the  constant  injustice  of  man 
practised  against  his  brother-man,  we  can  seldom  attain  to 
strict  impartiality  of  judgment, — but  in  things  spiritual,  there 
surely  should  be  perfect  equality." 

"Seriously  speaking,  are  these  your  views?"  enquired  the 
Archbishop,  his  features  expressing  more  and  more 
astonishment. 

"  Assuredly  !  "  responded  the  Cardinal  gently, — "  Are  they 
not  yours?  Did  not  the  Master  Himself  say  'Whosoever 
will  be  chief  among  you,  let  him  be  your  servant'?  And 
'  Whosoever  shall  exalt  himself  shall  be  abased '  ?  These 
statements  are  plain  and  true, — there  is  no  mistaking  them." 

The  Archbishop  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  so. 

"  Unfortunately  we  cannot  apply  our  Lord's  words  literally 
to  eve ry-day  exigencies,"  he  murmured  suavely — "If  we  could 
do  so " 

"We  should  do  so,"  said  the  Cardinal  with  emphasis — "The 
outside  world  may  be  disinclined  to  do  so, — but  we — we  who 
are  the  representatives  of  a  God-given  faith,  are  solemnly 
bound  to  do  so.  And  I  fear — I  very  much  fear — that  it  is 
because  in  many  cases  we  have  not  shown  the  example 
expected  of  us,  that  heresy  and  atheism  are  so  common  among 
the  people  of  the  present  day." 

■  Are   you   a   would-be  reformer  ? "  asked  the  Archbishop 
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good-humouredly,  yet  not  without  a  touch  of  satire  in  his  tone, 
"  If  so,  you  are  not  alone — there  have  already  been  many  !  " 

"  Nay,  I  desire  no  reforms,"  responded  the  Cardinal,  a  faint 
flush  warming  the  habitual  pallor  of  his  cheeks— "I  simply 
wish  to  maintain — not  alter — the  doctrine  of  our  Lord.  No 
reform  is  necessary  in  that, — it  is  clear,  concise,  and  simple 
enough  for  a  child  to  understand.  His  command  to  His 
disciples  was, — 'Feed  My  sheep' — and  I  have  of  late  been 
troubled  and  perplexed,  because  it  seems  to  me  that  the  sheep 
are  not  fed  ; — that  despite  churches  and  teachers  and  preachers, 
whole  flocks  are  starving." 

The  Archbishop  moved  uneasily  in  his  chair.  His  habitual 
violent  spirit  of  contradiction  rose  up  rebelliously  in  him,  and 
he  longed  to  give  a  sharp  answer  in  confutation  of  the 
Cardinal's  words,  but  there  was  a  touch  of  the  sycophant  in 
his  nature  despite  his  personal  pride,  and  he  could  not  but 
reflect  that  Cardinals  ranked  above  Archbishops,  and  that 
Felix  Bonpre  was  in  very  truth  a  "prince  of  the  Church" 
however  much  he  himself  elected  to  disclaim  the  title.  And 
as  in  secular  affairs  lesser  men  will  always  bow  the  knee  to 
royalty,  so  the  Archbishop  felt  the  necessity  of  temporizing 
with  one  who  was  spiritually  royal.  Therefore  he  considered 
a  moment  before  replying. 

"I  think,"  he  said  at  last,  in  soft  persuasive  tones,  "that 
your  conscience  may  perhaps  be  a  little  tender  on  this  subject. 
But  I  cannot  agree  with  you  in  your  supposition  that  whole 
flocks  are  starving  ; — for  Christianity  dominates  the  better  and 
more  intellectual  part  of  the  civilized  world,  and  through  its 
doctrines,  men  are  gradually  learning  to  be  more  tolerant  and 
less  unjust.  When  we  recollect  the  barbarous  condition  of 
humanity  before  the  coming  of  Christ— — " 

"Barbarous?"  interrupted  the  Cardinal  with  a  half  smile, 
"You  would  hardly  apply  that  term  to  the  luxury-loving 
peoples  of  Tyre  and  Babylon  ? — or  to  the  ancient  splendours 
of  Athens  and  Rome?" 

"They  were  heathens;"  said  the  Archbishop  sententiously. 

"  But  they  were  men  and  women — "replied  Bonpre,  "And 
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they  too  had  immortal  souls.  They  were  all  more  or  less 
struggling  towards  the  fundamental  Idea  of  good.  Of  course 
then,  as  now,  that  Idea  was  overgrown  by  superstitious  myths 
and  observances  —  but  the  working  tendency  of  the  whole 
universe  being  ever  towards  Good,  not  Evil,  an  impulse  to 
press  on  in  the  right  direction  was  always  in  the  brain  of  man, 
no  matter  how  dimly  felt.  Primitive  notions  of  honour  were 
strange  indeed ;  nevertheless  honour  existed  in  the  minds  of 
the  early  barbarians  in  a  vague  sense,  though  distorted  out  of 
shape  and  noblest  meaning.  No, — we  dare  not  take  upon 
ourselves  to  assert  that  men  were  altogether  barbarous  before 
the  coming  of  Christ.  They  were  cruel  and  unjust  certainly, — 
and  alas  !  they  are  cruel  and  unjust  still !  Eighteen  hundred 
years  of  Christian  teaching  have  not  eradicated  these  ingrained 
sins  from  any  one  unit  of  the  entire  mass." 

"You  are  a  severe  judge  ! "  said  the  Archbishop. 

Cardinal  Bonpre  lifted  his  mild  blue  eyes  protestingly. 

"Severe?  I?  God  forbid  that  I  should  be  severe,  or 
presume  to  sit  in  judgment  on  any  poor  soul  that  sought  my 
sympathy  !  I  do  not  judge, — I  simply  feel.  And  my  feelings 
have  for  a  long  time,  I  confess,  been  poignantly  sorrowful." 

"  Sorrowful !     And  why  ?  " 

"  Because  the  impression  has  steadily  gained  upon  me  that 
if  our  Church  were  all  it  was  originally  intended  to  be  by  its 
Divine  Founder,  we  should  at  this  time  have  neither  heresies 
nor  apostasies,  and  all  the  world  would  be  gathered  into  the 
'one  fold  under  one  Shepherd.'  But  if  we,  who  are  its 
ministers,  persist  in  occupying  ourselves  more  with  'things 
temporal'  than  'things  spiritual,'  we  fail  to  perform  our 
mission,  or  to  show  the  example  required  of  us,  and  we  do 
not  attract,  so  much  as  we  repel.  The  very  children  of  the 
present  day  are  beginning  to  doubt  our  calling  and  election." 

"Oh,  of  course  there  are,  and  always  have  been  heretics 
and  atheists,"  said  the  Archbishop, — "  And  apparently  there 
always  will  be." 

"  And  I  venture  to  maintain  that  it  is  our  fault  that  heretics 
and  atheists  continue  to  exist,"  replied  the  Cardinal ;  "  If  our 
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Divine  faith  were  lived  divinely,  there  would  be  no  room  for 
heresy  or  atheism.  The  Church  itself  supplies  the  loophole 
for  apostasy." 

The  Archbishop's  handsome  face  crimsoned. 

"You  amaze  me  by  such  an  expression!"  he  said,  raising 
his  voice  a  little  in  the  indignation  he  could  scarcely  conceal — 
"  You  talk — pardon  me — as  if  you  yourself  were  uncertain  of 
the  Church's  ability  to  withstand  unbelief !  " 

"  I  speak  but  as  I  think,"  answered  the  Cardinal  gently, 
"  And  I  admit  I  am  uncertain.  In  the  leading  points  of 
Creed  I  am  very  steadfastly  convinced ; — namely,  that  Christ 
was  divine,  and  that  the  following  of  His  Gospel  is  the  saving 
of  the  immortal  soul.  But  if  you  ask  me  whether  I  think  we 
do  truly  follow  that  Gospel,  I  must  own  that  I  have  doubts 
upon  the  matter." 

"  An  elected  favourite  son  of  the  Church  should  surely  have 
no  doubts  ! "  said  the  Archbishop. 

"  Ah,  there  you  come  back  to  the  beginning  from  which  we 
started,  when  I  ventured  to  object  to  your  term  '  prince  of  the 
Church.'  According  to  our  Master,  all  men  should  be  equal 
before  Him ;  therefore  we  err  in  marking  differences  of  rank 
or  favouritism  in  questions  of  religion.  The  very  idea  of  rank 
is  anti-Christian." 

At  this  the  Archbishop  began  to  look  seriously  annoyed. 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  indulging  in  very  unorthodox  ideas," 
he  said  with  impatience-^"  In  fact  I  consider  you  altogether 
mistake  your  calling  and  position." 

These  were  the  words  which  had  reached  the  attentive  ears 
of  the  Patoux  children  on  their  way  up  to  bed,  and  had  caused 
Henri  to  declare  that  the  Archbishop  and  the  Cardinal  were 
quarrelling.  Felix  Bonpr^  took  the  somewhat  violent  remark, 
however,  with  perfect  equanimity. 

"  Possibly  I  may  do  so,"  he  responded  peaceably.  "  We 
are  all  subject  to  error.  My  calling,  as  I  take  it,  is  that  of  a 
servant  of  Christ,  whose  instructions  for  work  are  plainly  set 
down  in  His  own  words.  It  is  for  me  to  follow  these  instruc- 
tions as  literally  and  exactly  as  I  can.     With  regard  to  my 
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position,  I  am  placed  as  the  spiritual  head  of  a  very  small 
diocese,  where  the  people  for  the  most  part  lead  very  innocent 
and  harmless  lives.  But  I  should  be  selfish  and  narrow  in 
spirit  if  I  allowed  myself  to  limit  my  views  to  my  own  circle 
of  influence.  ZVly  flock  are  mere  rustics  in  intellectual  capacity, 
and  have  no  conception  of  the  manner  in  which  the  larger 
tide  of  human  events  is  flowing.  Now  and  then  one  or  two  of 
the  people  grow  weary  of  their  quiet  pastures  and  woodlands, 
—  and  being  young,  hopeful,  and  ardent,  start  forth  into  the 
great  world,  there  to  seek  fairer  fortunes.  Sometimes  they 
come  back  to  their  old  homes.  Far  more  frequently  they 
never  return.  But  those  who  do  come  back  are  changed 
utterly.  I  recognise  no  more  the  young  men  and  maidens 
whom  I  confirmed  in  their  faith,  and  laid  my  hands  on  in 
blessing  ere  they  fared  forth  to  other  lives  and  scenes.  The 
men  are  grown  callous  and  worldly ;  without  a  heart, — 
without  a  thought, — save  for  the  gain  or  loss  of  gold.  The 
women  are — ruined  ! " 

He  paused  a  moment.     The  Archbishop  said  nothing. 

"  I  love  my  people ; "  went  on  the  Cardinal  pathetically — 
'*  No  child  is  baptized  in  our  old  Cathedral  without  my  praying 
for  its  future  good, — without  my  hope  that  it  may  grow  into 
that  exquisite  mingling  of  the  Divine  and  Human  which  our 
Lord  taught  us  was  the  perfection  of  life,  and  His  desire  to 
see  fulfilled  in  those  He  called  His  own.  Yes, — I  love  my 
people ! — and  when  any  of  them  go  away  from  me,  and  then 
return  to  the  scenes  of  their  childhood  broken-hearted,  I 
cannot  meet  them  with  reproach.  My  own  heart  is  half 
broken  to  see  them  thus  cast  down.  And  their  sorrows  have 
compelled  me  naturally  to  meditate  on  the  sorrows  of  others, — 
to  consider  what  it  is  in  the  world  which  thus  corrodes  the 
pure  gold  of  innocence  and  robs  life  of  its  greatest  charm. 
For  if  Christ's  spirit  ruled  us  all,  then  innocence  should  be 
held  more  sacred.  Life  should  engender  happiness.  I  have 
studied,  read,  and  thought  long,  upon  these  matters,  so  that 
I  not  only  feel,  but  know  the  truth  of  what  I  say.  Brother ! — " 
and  the    Cardinal,  strongly  moved,  rose    suddenly  and  con- 
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fronted  the  Archbishop  with  a  passionate  gesture — "My  great 
grief  is  that  the  spirit  of  Christ  does  nof  rule  the  world  !  Christ 
is  being  re-crucified  by  this  generation  !  And  the  Church  is 
looking  on,  and  silently  permitting  His  second  murder  !" 

Startled  by  the  force  of  this  expression,  the  Archbishop 
sprang  up  in  his  turn,  his  lips  parted  as  if  to  speak — then — 
his  angry  glance  met  the  clear,  calm,  steadfast  look  of  Felix 
ljonpr(5,  and  he  faltered.  His  eyes  drooped, — and  his  massive 
figure  seemed  for  a  moment  to  shrink  with  a  sort  of  abasement. 
Like  an  inspired  apostle  the  Caidinal  stood,  one  hand  out- 
stretched,— his  whole  frame  sentient  with  the  strong  emotion 
which  possessed  him. 

"  You  know  that  what  I  say  is  true,"  he  continued,  in 
quieter  but  no  less  intensely  passionate  accents— "You  know 
that  every  day  sees  our  Master  crowned  with  new  thorns  and 
exposed  to  fresh  torture  !  You  know  that  we  do  nothing ! 
We  stand  beside  Him  in  His  second  agony  as  dumb  as  though 
we  were  unconscious  of  it !  You  know  that  we  might  speak 
and  will  not !  You  know  that  we  fear  the  ephemera  of 
temporary  governments,  policies,  and  social  conventionalities, 
more  than  the  great,  real,  and  terrible  judgment  of  the  world 
to  come  ! " 

"  But  all  these  things  have  been  said  before,"  began  the 
Archbishop,  recovering  a  little  from  the  confusion  that  had 
momentarily  seized  him, — "  And  as  I  just  now  observed,  you 
should  remember  that  there  have  always  been  heretics  from 
the  very  beginning." 

"  Oh,  I  remember  !  "  and  the  Cardinal  sighed,  "  How  is  it 
possible  that  any  of  us  should  forget !  Heretics,  whom  we 
have  tortured  with  unheard-of  agonies  and  burned  in  the 
flames,  as  a  proof  of  our  love  and  sympathy  with  the  tender- 
ness of  Christ  Jesus  !  " 

"  You  are  going  too  far  back  in  time  !  "  said  the  Archbishop 
quickly,  "  We  erred  in  the  beginning  through  excess  of  zeal, 
but  now — now " 

"  Now  we  do  exactly  the  same  thing — "  returned  Bonpre — 
"  Only  we  do  not  burn  physically  our  heretics,  but  morally. 
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We  condemn  all  who  oppose  us.  Good  men  and  brave 
thinkers,  whom  in  our  arrogance  we  consign  to  eternal 
damnation,  instead  of  endeavouring  to  draw  out  the  heart 
of  their  mystery,  and  gather  up  the  gems  of  their  learning  as 
fresh  proofs  of  the  active  presence  of  God's  working  in,  and 
through  all  things  !  Think  of  the  Church's  invincible  and 
overpowering  obstinacy  in  the  case  of  Galileo  !  He  declared 
the  existence  of  God  to  us  by  the  utterance  of  a  Truth, — in- 
asmuch as  every  truth  is  a  new  message  from  God.  Had  he 
pronounced  his  theories  before  our  Divine  Master,  that  Master 
would  have  confirmed,  not  denied  them  !  Have  we  one  single 
example  of  Christ  putting  to  the  torture  any  poor  soul  that 
did  not  believe  in  Him  ?  Nay — He  Himself  submitted  to  be 
tortured ;  but  for  those  who  wronged  Him,  His  prayer  was 
only — 'Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they 
do.'  They  know  not  what  they  do  1  The  ministers  of  truth 
should  rather  suffer  themselves  than  let  others  suffer.  The 
horrors  of  the  Inquisition  are  a  blot  on  religious  history; 
our  Master  never  meant  us  to  burn  and  torture  men  into 
faith,— He  desired  us  to  love,  and  lead  them  into  the  way 
of  life,  as  the  shepherd  leads  a  flock  into  the  fold.  I  repeat 
again,  there  would  have  been  no  room  for  atheism  if  we — 
we — the  servants  of  Christ,  had  been  strictly  true  to  our 
vocation." 

By  this  time  the  Archbishop  had  recovered  his  equanimity. 
He  sat  down  and  surveyed  the  up-standing  figure  of  the 
Cardinal  with  curiosity  and  a  touch  of  pity. 

"  You  think  too  much  of  these  things,"  he  said  soothingly — 
"You  are  evidently  overwrought  with  study  and  excessive 
zeal.  Much  that  you  say  may  be  true;  nevertheless  the 
Church — our  Church  —  stands  firm  among  overwhelming 
contradictions, — and  we,  its  ministers,  do  what  we  can.  I 
myself  am  disposed  to  think  that  the  multitude  of  the  saved 
is  greater  than  the  multitude  of  the  lost." 

"  I  envy  you  the  consolation  such  a  thought  must  give ! " 
responded  the  Cardinal,  as  he  resumed  his  seat  opposite  his 
visitor — "  I,  on  the  contrary,  have  the  pained  and  bitter  sense 
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that  we  are  to  blame  for  all  this  '  multitude  of  the  lost,'  or  at 
any  rate  that  we  could  have  done  more  in  the  way  of  rescue 
than  we  have  done."  He  paused  a  moment,  passing  one 
hand  across  his  forehead  wearily.  "  In  truth  this  is  what  has 
for  a  long  time  weighed  upon  my  mind,  and  depressed  my 
spirits  even  to  the  detriment  of  bodily  health.  I  am  Hearing 
the  grave,  and  must  soon  give  an  account  of  my  stewardship ; 
— and  the  knowledge  of  the  increasing  growth  of  evil  in  the 
world  is  almost  more  than  I  can  bear  !  " 

"  But  you  are  not  to  blame,"  said  the  Archbishop  wonderingly, 
"  In  your  own  diocese  you  have  fulfilled  your  duty ;  more 
than  this  is  not  expected  of  you.  You  have  done  your  best 
for  the  people  you  serve, — and  reports  of  your  charities  and 
good  works  are  not  lacking " 

"Do  not  credit  such  reports,"  interrupted  the  Cardinal, 
almost  sternly, — "  I  have  done  nothing — absolutely  nothing  ! 
My  life  has  been  too  peaceful, — too  many  undeserved  blessings 
have  been  bestowed  upon  me.  I  much  fear  that  the  calm 
and  quiet  of  my  days  have  rendered  me  selfish.  I  think  I 
should  long  ago  have  sought  some  means  of  engaging  in  more 
active  duties.  I  feel  as  if  I  should  have  gone  into  the  thick 
of  the  religious  contest,  and  spoken  and  fought,  and  helped 
the  sick  and  wounded  of  the  mental  battle, — but  now — now 
it  is  too  late  ! " 

"Nothing  is  too  late  for  one  in  your  position,"  said  the 
Archbishop — "  You  may  yet  sit  in  St.  Peter's  chair  !  " 

"God  forbid!"  ejaculated  Bonpre  fervently  —  "I  would 
rather  die  !  I  have  never  wished  to  rule, — I  have  only  sought 
to  help  and  to  comfort.  But  sixty-eight  years  of  life  weigh 
heavily  on  the  faculties, — I  cannot  wear  the  sword  and  buckler 
of  energetic  manhood.  I  am  old — old  ! — and  to  a  certain 
extent,  incapacitated  for  useful  labour.  Hence  I  almost 
grudge  my  halcyon  time  spent  among  simple  folk, — time  made 
sweet  by  all  the  surroundings  of  Nature's  pastoral  loveliness  ; — 
the  sorrow  of  the  wider  world  knocks  at  my  heart  and  makes  it 
ache  !  I  feel  that  I  am  one  of  those  who  stand  by,  idly  watch- 
ing the  Master's  second  death  without  one  word  of  protest ! " 
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The  Archbishop  listened  in  silence.  There  was  a  curious 
shamed  look  upon  his  face,  as  if  some  secret  sin  within  himself 
had  suddenly  been  laid  bare  in  all  its  vileness  to  the  light  of 
day.  The  golden  crucifix  he  wore  moved  restlessly  with  a 
certain  agitated  quickness  in  his  breathing,  and  he  did  not 
raise  his  eyes,  when,  after  a  little  pause,  he  said — 

"I  tell  you,  as  I  told  you  before,  that  you  think  too  much; 
you  are  altogether  too  sensitive.  I  admit  that  at  the  present 
day  the  world  is  full  of  terrible  heresies  and  open  blasphemy, 
but  this  is  part  of  what  we  are  always  bound  to  expect, — we 
are  told  that  we  must  'suffer  for  righteousness  sake' " 

"We!"  said  the  Cardinal — "Yes,  we! — that  is,  ourselves; 
— the  Church — we  think,  when  we  hear  of  heresies  and  blas- 
phemies that  it  is  we  who  are  'suffering  for  righteousness 
sake,'  but  in  our  egotism  we  forget  that  we  are  not  suffering 
at  all  if  we  are  able  to  retain  our  faith  !  It  is  the  very  heretics 
and  blasphemers  whom  we  condemn  that  are  suffering — suffer- 
ing absolute  tortures — perchance  '  for  righteousness  sake ' ! " 

"  Dare  we  call  a  heretic  'righteous'?"  enquired  the  Arch- 
bishop— "Is  he  not,  in  his  very  heresy,  accursed?" 

"According  to  our  Lord,  none  are  accursed  save  traitors, — 
that  is  to  say,  those  who  are  not  true.  If  a  man  doubts,  it  is 
better  he  should  admit  his  doubt  than  make  a  pretence  of 
belief.  The  persons  whom  we  call  heretics  may  have  their 
conception  of  the  truth,  —  they  may  say  that  they  cannot 
accept  a  creed  which  is  so  ignorant  of  its  own  tenets  as  to 
condemn  all  those  who  do  not  follow  it, — inasmuch  as  the 
very  Founder  of  it  distinctly  says  —  'If  any  man  hear  My 
words  and  believe  not,  I  judge  him  not ;  for  I  came  not  to 
judge  the  world,  but  to  save  the  world.'  Now  we.  His 
followers,  judge,  but  do  not  save.  The  atheist  is  judged  by 
us,  but  not  rescued  from  his  unbelief;  the  thinker  is  con- 
demned,— the  scientist  who  reveals  the  beauty  and  wisdom 
of  God  as  made  manifest  in  the  composition  of  the  lightning, 
or  the  germinating  of  a  flower,  is  accused  of  destroying  religion. 
And  we  continue  to  pass  our  opinion,  and  thunder  our  vetoes 
and  bans  of  excommunication  against  our  fellow-men,  in  the 
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full  front  of  the  plain  command  'Judge  not,  that  ye  be  not 
judged ' ! " 

"1  see  it  is  no  use  arguing  with  you,"  said  the  Archbishop, 
forcing  a  smile,  but  with  a  vexation  the  smile  could  not  alto- 
gether conceal, — "You  are  determined  to  take  these  sayings 
absolutely, — and  to  fret  your  spirit  over  the  non-performance 
of  imaginary  duties  which  do  not  exist.  The  Church  is  a 
system, — founded  on  our  Lord's  teaching,  but  applied  to  the 
needs  of  modern  civilization.  It  is  not  humanly  possible  to 
literally  obey  all  Christ's  commands." 

"  For  the  outside  world  I  grant  it  may  be  difficult, — but 
for  the  ministers  of  religion,  however  difficult  it  may  be,  it 
should  be  done,"  replied  the  Cardinal  firmly.  "  I  said  this 
before,  and  I  deliberately  maintain  it.  The  Church  is  a 
system, — but  whether  it  is  as  much  founded  on  the  teaching 
of  our  Lord,  who  was  divine,  as  on  the  teaching  of  St.  Paul, 
who  was  not  divine,  is  a  question  to  me  of  much  perplexity." 

"St.  Paul  was  directly  inspired  by  our  Lord"  said  the 
Archbishop — "  I  am  amazed  that  you  should  even  hint  a 
doubt  of  his  apostleship  !  " 

"  I  do  not  decry  St.  Paul,"  answered  Bonpre  quietly — "He 
was  a  gifted  and  clever  man,  but  he  was  a  Man — he  was  not 
God -in -Man.  Christ's  doctrine  leaves  no  place  for  differ- 
ing sects ;  St.  Paul's  method  of  applying  that  doctrine  serves 
as  authority  for  the  establishment  of  any  and  every  quarrel- 
some sect  ever  known  !  " 

"  I  cannot  agree  with  you,"  said  the  Archbishop  coldly. 

"  I  do  not  expect  to  be  agreed  with,"  and  Bonpre  smiled 
a  little — "An  opinion  which  excites  no  opposition  at  all  is 
not  worth  having  !  I  am  quite  honest  in  my  scruples,  such  as 
they  are ; — I  do  not  think  we  fit,  as  you  say,  the  Church- 
system  to  the  needs  of  modern  civilization.  On  the  contrary, 
we  must  fail  in  many  ways  to  do  this,  else  there  would  not  be 
such  a  crying  out  for  help  and  comfort  as  there  is  at  present 
among  all  Christian  peoples.  We  no  longer  speak  with  a 
grand  certainty  as  we  ought  to  do.  We  only  offer  vague 
hopes  and  dubious  promises  to  those  who  thirst  for  the  living 
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waters  of  salvation  and  immortality, — it  is  as  if  we  did  not 
feel  sure  enough  of  God  ourselves  to  make  others  sure.  All 
this  is  wrong — wrong !  It  forebodes  heavy  punishment  and 
disaster.  If  I  were  younger,  I  could  express  perhaps  my 
meaning  more  clearly, — but  as  it  is,  my  soul  is  weighted  with 
unutterable  thoughts, — I  would  almost  call  them  warnings, — 
of  some  threatening  evil;  .  .  .  and  to-day — only  this  after- 
noon— when  I  sat  for  an  hour  in  the  Cathedral  yonder  and 
listened  to  the  music  of  the  great  organ •" 

The  Archbishop  started. 

"What  did  you  say?" 

The  Cardinal  repeated  his  words  gently, — 

"  I  said  that  as  I  sat  in  the  Cathedral  and  listened  to  the 
music  of  the  great  organ^ " 

"The  great  organ!"  interrupted  the  Archbishop, — "You 
must  have  been  dreaming !  You  could  not  possibly  have 
heard  the  great  organ, — it  is  old  and  all  out  of  gear ; — it  is 
never  used.  The  only  one  we  have  for  service  just  now  is  a 
much  smaller  instrument  in  the  left-hand  choir-chapel, — but 
no  person  could  have  played  even  on  that  without  the  key. 
And  the  key  was  unobtainable,  as  the  organist  is  absent  from 
the  town  to-day." 

The  Cardinal  looked  completely  bewildered. 

"Are  you  quite  sure  of  this?"  he  asked  falteringly. 

"  Sure — absolutely  sure  ! "  declared  the  Archbishop  with  a 
smile — "No  doubt  you  thought  you  heard  music;  over- 
wrought nerves  often  play  these  tricks  upon  us.  And  it  is 
owing  to  this  same  cause  that  you  are  weary  and  dispirited, 
and  that  you  take  such  a  gloomy  view  of  the  social  and 
religious  outlook.  You  are  evidently  out  of  health  and  un- 
strung ; — but  after  you  have  had  sufficient  rest  and  change, 
you  will  see  things  in  quite  a  different  aspect.  I  will  not  for 
a  moment  believe  that  you  could  possibly  be  as  unorthodox 
as  your  conversation  would  imply, — it  would  be  a  total  mis- 
conception of  your  true  character,"  and  the  Archbishop  laughed 
softly.  "A  total  misconception,"  he  repeated, — "Why,  yes, 
of  course  it  would  be!     No   Cardinal  -  Archbishop  of  Holy 
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Mother -Church  could  bring  such  accusations  against  its 
ministry  as  you  have  suggested,  unless  he  were  afflicted  by 
nervous  depression,  which,  as  we  all  know,  has  the  uncom- 
fortable effect  of  creating  darkness  even  where  all  is  light. 
Do  you  stay  long  in  Rouen?" 

"No,"  replied  the  Cardinal  abstractedly,  answering  the 
question  mechanically,  though  his  thoughts  were  far  away — 
"I  leave  for  Paris  to-morrow." 

"For  Paris?     And  then?" 

"  I  go  to  Rome  with  my  niece,  Angela  Sovrani, — she  is  in 
Paris  awaiting  my  arrival  now." 

"  Ah  !  You  must  be  very  proud  of  your  niece  ! "  murmured 
the  Archbishop — "She  is  famous  everywhere, — a  great  artist ! 
— a  wonderful  genius  ! " 

"  Angela  paints  well — yes,"  said  the  Cardinal  quietly, — 
"  But  she  has  still  a  great  deal  to  learn.  And  she  is  un- 
fortunately much  more  alone  now  than  she  used  to  be, — her 
mother's  death  last  year  was  a  terrible  blow  to  her." 

"  Her  mother  was  your  sister  ?  " 

"  My  only  sister,"  answered  the  Cardinal — "  A  good,  sweet 
woman  ! — may  her  soul  rest  in  peace  !  Her  character  was 
never  spoilt  by  the  social  life  she  was  compelled  to  lead.  My 
brother-in-law,  Prince  Sovrani,  kept  open  house, — and  all 
the  gay  world  of  Rome  was  accustomed  to  flock  thither ;  but 
now — since  he  has  lost  his  wife,  things  have  changed  very 
much, — sadness  has  taken  the  place  of  mirth, — and  Angela 
is  very  solitary." 

"  Is  she  not  affianced  to  the  celebrated  Florian  Varillo  ?  " 

A  fleeting  shadow  of  pain  darkened  the  Cardinal's  clear 
eyes. 

"Yes.  But  she  sees  very  little  of  him, — you  know  the 
strictness  of  Roman  etiquette  in  such  matters.  She  sees 
little — and  sometimes — so  I  think — knows  less.  However, 
I  hope  all  will  be  well.  But  my  niece  is  over  -  sensitive, 
brilliantly  endowed,  and  ambitious, — at  times  I  have  fears  for 
her  future." 

"  Depression  again  ! "  declared  the  Archbishop,  rising  and 
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preparing  to  take  his  leave — "  Believe  me,  the  world  is  full  of 
excellence  when  we  look  upon  it  with  clear  eyes  ;— things  are 
never  as  bad  as  they  seem.  To  my  thinking,  you  are  the 
last  man  alive  who  should  indulge  in  melancholy  forebodings. 
You  have  led  a  peaceful  and  happy  life,  graced  with  the  re- 
putation of  many  good  deeds,  and  you  are  generally  beloved 
by  the  people  of  whom  you  have  charge.  Then,  though 
celibacy  is  your  appointed  lot.  Heaven  has  given  you  a  niece 
as  dear  to  you  as  any  child  of  your  own  could  be,  who  has 
won  a  pre-eminent  place  among  the  world's  great  artists,  and 
is  moreover  endowed  with  beauty  and  distinction.  What 
more  can  you  desire?" 

He  smiled  expansively  as  he  spoke;  the  Cardinal  looked 
at  him  steadfastly. 

"I  desire  nothing!"  he  answered — "I  never  have  desired 
anything !  I  told  you  before  that  I  consider  I  have  received 
many  more  blessings  than  I  deserve.  It  is  not  any  personal 
grief  which  at  present  troubles  me, — it  is  something  beyond 
myself.  It  is  a  sense  of  wrong, — an  appeal  for  truth, — a  cry 
from  those  who  are  lost  in  the  world, — the  lost  whom  the 
Church  might  have  saved  !  " 

"Merely  fancy!"  said  the  Archbishop  cheerily — "Like  the 
music  in  the  Cathedral !  Do  not  permit  your  imagination  to 
get  the  better  of  you  in  such  matters  !  When  you  return  from 
Rome,  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you  if  you  happen  to  come 
through  Normandy  on  your  way  back  to  your  own  people.  I 
trust  you  will  so  far  honour  me  ?  " 

"  I  know  nothing  of  my  future  movements,"  answered  the 
Cardinal  gently, — "  But  if  I  should  again  visit  Rouen,  I  will 
certainly  let  you  know,  and  will,  if  you  desire  it,  accept  your 
friendly  hospitality." 

With  this,  the  two  dignitaries  shook  hands  and  the  Arch- 
bishop took  his  leave.  As  he  picked  his  way  carefully  down 
the  rough  stairs  and  along  the  dingy  little  passage  of  the  Hotel 
Poitiers,  he  was  met  by  Jean  Patoux  holding  a  lighted  candle 
above  his  head  to  show  him  the  way. 

"  It  is  dark,  Monseigneur,"  said  Patoux  apologetically. 
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"It  is  very  dark,"  agreed  Monseigneur,  stumbling  as  he 
spoke,  and  feeling  inclined  to  indulge  in  rather  uncanonical 
language.     "  It  is  altogether  a  miserable  hole,  mon  Patoux  !  " 

"It  is  for  poor  people  only,"  returned  Jean  calmly — "And 
poverty  is  not  a  crime,  Monseigneur." 

"No,  it  is  not  a  crime,"  said  the  stately  prelate  as  he 
reached  the  door  at  last,  and  paused  for  a  moment  on  the 
threshold, — a  broad  smile  wrinkling  up  his  fat  cheeks  and 
making  comfortable  creases  round  his  small  eyes — "But  it  is 
an  inconvenience !" 

"Cardinal  Bonpr(;  does  not  say  so,"  observed  Patoux. 

"  Cardinal  Bonpre  is  one  of  two  things — a  saint  or  a  fool ! 
Remember  that,  mon  Patoux!     Bon  soir  !     Betiedicitef" 

And  the  Archbishop,  still  smiUng  to  himself,  walked  leisurely 
across  the  square  in  the  direction  of  his  own  house,  where  his 
supper  awaited  him.  The  moon  had  risen,  and  was  clambering 
slowly  up  between  the  two  tall  towers  of  Notre  Dame,  her 
pure  silver  radiance  streaming  mockingly  against  the  candle 
Jean  Patoux  still  held  in  the  doorway  of  his  inn,  and  almost 
extinguishing  its  flame. 

"One  of  two  things — a  saint  or  a  fool,"  murmured  Jean 
with  a  chuckle — "  Well — it  is  very  certain  that  the  Archbishop 
is  neither  !" 

He  turned  in,  and  shut  his  door  as  far  as  it  would  allow  him 
to  do  so,  and  went  comfortably  to  bed,  where  Madame  had 
gone  before  him.  And  throughout  the  Hotel  Poitiers  deep 
peace  and  silence  reigned.  Everyone  in  the  house  slept, 
save  Cardinal  Bonpr^,  who  with  the  Testament  before  him, 
sat  reading  and  meditating  deeply  for  an  hour  before  retiring 
to  rest  A  fresh  cause  of  anxiety  had  come  upon  him  in  the 
idea  that  perhaps  his  slight  indisposition  was  more  serious  than 
he  had  deemed.  If,  as  the  Archbishop  had  said,  there  could 
have  been  no  music  possible  in  the  Cathedral  that  afternoon, 
how  came  it  that  he  had  heard  such  solemn  and  entrancing 
harmonies  ?  Was  his  mind  affected  ?  Was  he  in  truth  imagin- 
ing what  did  not  exist?  Were  the  griefs  of  the  world  his  own 
distorted  view  of  things?     Did  the  Church  faithfully  follow 
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the  beautiful  and  perfect  teachings  of  Christ  after  all?  He 
tried  to  reason  the  question  out  from  a  different  and  more 
hopeful  standpoint,  but  vainly ; — the  conviction  that  Christi- 
anity was  by  no  means  the  supreme  regenerating  force,  or  the 
vivifying  Principle  of  Human  Life  which  it  was  originally 
meant  to  be,  was  borne  in  upon  him  with  increasing  certainty, 
and  the  more  he  read  the  Gospels,  the  more  he  became  aware 
that  the  Church-system  as  it  exists,  was  utterly  opposed  to 
Christ's  own  command,  and  moreover  was  drifting  further  and 
further  away  from  Him  with  every  passing  year. 

"The  music  in  the  Cathedral  may  have  been  my  fancy,"  he 
said, — "But  the  discord  in  the  world  sounds  clear  and  is  not 
imagination  !  A  casuist  in  religion  may  say  '  It  was  to  be ' ; — 
that  heresies  and  dissensions  were  prophesied  by  Christ,  when 
He  said  'Because  iniquity  shall  abound,  the  love  of  many 
shall  grow  cold ' ; — but  this  does  not  excuse  the  Church  from 
the  sin  of  neglect,  if  any  neglect  exists.  One  thing  we  have 
never  seemed  to  thoroughly  understand,  and  this  is,  that 
Christ's  teaching  is  God's  teaching,  and  that  it  has  not  stopped 
with  the  enunciation  of  the  Gospel.  It  is  going  on  even  now 
— in  every  fresh  discovery  of  science, — in  every  new  national 
experience, — in  everything  we  can  do,  or  think,  or  plan,  the 
Divine  instruction  steadily  continues  through  the  Divine 
influence  imparted  to  us  when  the  Godhead  became  man, 
to  show  men  how  they  might  in  turn  become  gods.  This  is 
what  we  forget  and  what  we  are  always  forgetting  ;  so  that 
instead  of  accepting  every  truth,  we  quarrel  with  it  and  reject 
it,  even  as  Judaea  rejected  Christ  Himself.  It  is  very  strange 
and  cruel ; — and  the  world's  religious  perplexities  are  neither 
to  be  wondered  at  nor  blamed, — there  is  just  and  grave  cause 
for  their  continuance  and  increase." 

He  closed  the  Testament,  and  being  thoroughly  fatigued  in 
body  as  well  as  mind,  he  at  last  retired.  Lying  down  con- 
tentedly upon  the  hard  and  narrow  bed  which  was  the  best  the 
inn  provided,  he  murmured  his  usual  prayer, — "If  this  should 
be  the  sleep  of  death,  Jesus  receive  my  soul  ! " — and  remained 
for  a  little  while  with  his  eyes  open,  looking  at  the  white  glory 
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of  the  moonlight  as  it  poured  through  his  lattice  window  and 
formed  delicate  traceries  of  silver  luminance  on  the  bare 
wooden  floor.  He  could  just  see  the  dark  towers  of  Notre 
Dame  from  where  he  lay, — a  black  mass  in  the  moonbeams — 
a  monument  of  half-forgotten  history — a  dream  of  centuries, 
hallowed  or  blasphemed  by  the  prayers  and  aspirations  of 
dead  and  gone  multitudes  who  had  appealed  to  the  incarnate 
God-in-Man  before  its  altars.  God-in-Man  had  been  made 
manifest !  —  how  long  would  the  world  have  to  wait  before 
Man-in-God  was  equally  created  and  declared  ?  For  that 
was  evidently  intended  to  be  the  final  triumph  of  the  Chris- 
tian creed. 

"We  should  have  gained  such  a  victory  long  ago,"  mused 
Cardinal  Bonpre — "only  that  we  ourselves  have  set  up 
stumbling-blocks,  and  rejected  God  at  every  step  of  the  way  ! " 

Closing  his  eyes  he  soon  slept ;  the  rays  of  the  moon  fell 
upon  his  pale  face  and  silvery  hair  like  a  visible  radiant 
benediction, — and  the  bells  of  the  city  chimed  the  hours 
loudly  and  softly,  clanging  in  every  direction,  without  waking 
him  from  his  rest.  But  slumbering  as  he  was,  he  had  no 
peace, — for  in  his  sleep  he  was  troubled  by  a  strange  vision. 


IV 


As  the  terrors  of  imagined  suffering  are  always  worse  than 
actual  pain,  so  dreams  are  frequently  more  vivid  than 
the  reality  of  life, — that  is  if  we  are  sure  that  life  is  indeed 
reality,  and  not  itself  a  dream  within  a  dream.  Cardinal 
pjonpre's  sleep  was  not  often  disturbed  by  affrighting  visions, 
— his  methods  of  daily  living  were  too  healthy  and  simple, 
and  his  conscience  too  clear; — but  on  this  particular  night 
he  was  visited  by  an  impression  rather  than  a  dream, — the 
impression  of  a  lonely  and  terrifying  dreariness,  as  though 
the  whole  world  were  suddenly  emptied  of  life  and  left  like 
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a  hollow  shell  on  the  shores  of  time.  Gradually  this  first 
sense  of  utter  and  unspeakable  loss  changed  into  a  startled 
consciousness  of  fear; — some  awful  transformation  of  things 
famiUar  was  about  to  be  consummated; — and  he  felt  the 
distinct  approach  of  an  unnameable  Horror  which  was  about 
to  convulse  and  overwhelm  all  mankind.  Then  in  his  dream, 
a  great  mist  rose  up  before  his  eyes, — a  mingling  as  of  sea- 
fog  and  sun -flame, — and  as  this  in  turn  slowly  cleared, — 
dispersing  itself  in  serpentine  coils  of  golden-grey  vapour, — he 
found  himself  standing  on  the  edge  of  a  vast  sea,  glittering 
in  a  light  that  was  neither  of  earth  nor  of  heaven,  but  that 
seemed  to  be  the  inward  reflection  of  millions  of  flashing 
sword-blades.  And  as  he  stood  gazing  across  the  width  of 
the  waters,  the  sky  above  him  grew  black,  and  a  huge  ring 
of  fire  rose  out  of  the  east,  instead  of  the  beloved  and  familiar 
sun, — fire  that  spread  itself  in  belching  torrents  of  flame 
upward  and  downward,  and  began  to  absorb  in  its  devouring 
heat  the  very  sea  !  Then  came  a  sound  of  many  thunders, 
mingled  with  the  roar  of  rising  waters  and  the  turbulence  of 
a  great  whirlwind, — and  out  of  the  whirlwind  came  a  Voice 
saying — "Now  is  the  end  of  all  things  on  the  earth, — -and  the 
whole  world  shall  be  burnt  up  as  a  dead  leaf  in  a  sudden 
flame !  And  we  will  create  from  out  its  ashes  new  heavens 
and  a  new  earth,  and  we  will  call  forth  new  beings  wherewith 
to  people  the  fairness  of  our  fresh  creation, — for  the  present 
generation  of  mankind  hath  rejected  God, — and  God  hence- 
forth rejecteth  His  faithless  and  unworthy  creature !  Where- 
fore let  now  this  one  dim  light  amid  the  thousand  million 
brighter  lights  be  quenched, — let  the  planet  known  to  all 
angels  as  the  Sorrowful  Star  fall  from  its  sphere  forever ! — let 
the  Sun  that  hath  given  it  warmth  and  nourishment  be  now 
its  chief  Destroyer,  and  let  everything  that  hath  life  within  it, 
perish  utterly  and  revive  no  more  !  " 

And  Cardinal  Felix  heard  these  words  of  doom.  Power- 
less to  move  or  speak,  he  stood  watching  the  terrible  circle 
of  fire  extend  and  expand,  till  all  the  visible  universe  seemed 
melting  in  one  red  furnace  of  flame ; — and  in  himself  he  felt. 
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jio  hope, — no  chance  of  rescue  ; — in  himself  he  knew  that  the 
-appalHng  work  of  destruction  was  being  accomplished  with  a 
-deadly  swiftness  that  left  no  time  for  lamentation, — that  the 
nations  of  the  world  were  as  flying  straws  swept  into  the 
burning,  without  space  or  moment  for  a  parting  prayer  or 
groan.  Tortured  by  an  excruciating  agony  too  great  for 
tears  he  suddenly  found  voice,  and  lifting  his  face  towards 
the  lurid  sky  he  cried  aloud — 

"  God  of  Eternity,  stay  Thy  hand !  For  one  remaining 
Cause  be  merciful !  Doom  not  Thy  creature  Man  to  utter 
destruction  ! — but  still  remember  that  Thou  wast  born  even 
as  he  !  As  helpless,  as  wronged,  as  tempted,  as  betrayed,  as 
suffering,  as  prone  to  pain  and  death  !  Thou  hast  lived  his 
life  and  endured  his  sorrows,  though  in  the  perfect  glory  of 
Thy  Godhead  Thou  hast  not  sinned !  Have  patience  yet, 
•oh  Thou  great  Splendour  of  all  worlds  !  Have  patience  yet, 
Thou  outraged  and  blasphemed  Creator  !  Break  once  again 
Thy  silence  as  of  old  and  speak  to  us ! — pity  us  once  again 
ere  Thou  slay  us  utterly, — come  to  us  even  as  Thou  camest 
in  Judaea,  and  surely  we  will  receive  Thee  and  obey  Thee,  and 
reject  Thy  love  no  more  ! " 

As  he  thus  prayed  he  was  seized  with  a  paralysing  fear, — 
for  suddenly  the  red  and  glowing  chaos  of  fire  above  him 
changed  into  soft  skies  tinged  with  the  exquisite  pearl -grey 
hues  of  twilight,  and  he  became  conscious  of  the  approach 
■  of  a  great  invisible  Presence,  whose  awful  unseen  beauty 
overwhelmed  him  with  its  sublimity  and  majesty,  causing 
him  to  forget  altogether  that  he  himself  existed.  And  Some- 
one spoke, — in  grave  sweet  accents,  so  soft  and  close  to  him 
that  the  words  seemed  almost  whispered  in  his  ears, — 

"Thy  prayer  is  heard,— and  once  again  the  silence  shall 
be  broken.  Nevertheless  remember  that  'the  light  shineth 
in  darkness  and  the  darkness  comprehendeth  it  not.'" 

Deep  silence  followed.     The  mysterious  Presence  melted 

.as  it  were  into  space, — and  the  Cardinal  awoke,  trembling 

violently   and    bathed    in    a   cold    perspiration.     He    gazed 

bewilderedly  around  him,  his  mind  still  confused  and  dazzled 


54  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

by  the  strong  visionary  impression  of  the  burning  heavens 
and  sea, — and  he  could  not  for  a  moment  realize  where  he 
was.  Then,  after  a  while,  he  recognised  the  humble  furniture 
of  the  room  he  occupied,  and  through  the  diamond-shaped 
panes  of  the  little  lattice  window,  perceived  the  towers  of 
Notre  Dame,  now  gleaming  with  a  kind  of  rusty  silver  in  the 
broader  radiance  of  the  fully  uplifted  moon. 

"It  was  a  dream,"  he  murmured, — "A  dream  of  the  end 
of  the  world  ! "  He  shuddered  a  little  as  he  thought  of  the 
doom  pronounced  upon  the  earth, — the  planet  "known  to 
all  angels  as  the  Sorrowful  Star" — "Let  the  Sun  that  hath 
given  it  warmth  and  nourishment  be  now  its  chief  Destroyer  ! " 

According  to  some  modern  scientists,  such  was  indeed  the 
precise  way  in  which  the  world  was  destined  to  come  to 
an  end.  And  could  anything  be  more  terrifying  than  the 
thought  that  the  glorious  Orb,  the  maker  of  day  and  generator 
of  ail  beauty,  should  be  destined  to  hurl  from  its  shining 
centre,  death  and  destruction  upon  the  planet  it  had,  from 
creation,  vivified  and  warmed  !  The  Vision  had  shown  the 
devastating  ring  of  fire  rising  from  that  very  quarter  of  the 
heavens  where  the  sun  should  have  been  radiantly  beaming, — 
and  as  Felix  Bonpre  dwelt  upon  the  picture  in  his  mind,  and 
remembered  his  own  wild  prayer  to  the  Eternal,  a  great 
uneasiness  and  dread  overwhelmed  him. 

"  God's  laws  can  never  be  altered  ;"  he  said  aloud — "  Every 
evil  deed  brings  its  own  punishment;  and  if  the  world's 
wickedness  becomes  too  great  an  offence  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Almighty,  it  follows  that  the  world  must  be  destroyed.  What 
am  I  that  I  should  pray  against  Divine  Justice !  For  truly 
we  have  had  our  chance  of  rescue  and  salvation ;  the  Way, — 
the  Truth, — and  the  Life  have  been  given  to  us  through, 
Christ  our  Redeemer;  and  if  we  reject  Him,  we  reject  all, 
and  we  have  but  ourselves  to  blame  ! " 

At  that  moment  a  plaintive  wailing,  as  of  some  human 
creature  in  distress  broke  on  his  ears  through  the  deep 
silence  of  the  night.  He  listened  attentively,  and  the 
sorrowful  sound  was  repeated, — a  desolate,  yet  gentle  cry  as 
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of  some  sick  and  suffering  child.  Moved  by  a  sudden 
impulse  the  Cardinal  rose,  and  going  to  the  window  looked 
anxiously  out,  and  down  into  the  street  below.  Not  a  living 
creature  was  to  be  seen.  The  moonlight  spread  itself  in  a 
vast  silver  glory  over  the  whole  width  of  the  square ;  and  the 
delicate  sculpture  of  the  great  rose-window  of  the  Cathedral, 
centrally  suspended  between  the  two  tall  towers,  looked  in 
the  fine  pale  radiance  like  a  giant  spider's  web  sparkling  with 
fairy-dew.  Again — again  ! — that  weary  sobbing  cry  !  It  went 
to  the  Cardinal's  heart,  and  stirred  him  to  singular  pain  and 

pity. 

"Surely  it  is  some  lost  or  starving  creature,"  he  said — 
"  Some  poor  soul  seeking  comfort  in  a  comfortless  world  !  " 

Hastily  throwing  on  his  garments  he  left  his  room,  treading 
cautiously  in  order  not  to  disturb  the  sleeping  household, — 
and  feeling  his  way  down  the  short,  dark  staircase,  he  easily 
reached  the  door  and  passed  noiselessly  out  into  the  square. 
Walking  a  few  steps  hurriedly  he  paused,  once  more  listening. 
The  night  was  intensely  calm ; — not  a  cloud  crossed  the  star- 
spangled  violet  dome  of  air  wherein  the  moon  soared  serenely, 
bathing  all  visible  things  in  a  crystalline  brilliancy  so  pure  and 
penetrative,  that  the  finest  cuttings  on  the  gigantic  grey  facade 
of  Notre  Dame  could  be  discerned  and  outlined  as  distinctly 
as  though  every  little  portion  were  seen  through  a  magnifying 
glass.  The  Cardinal's  tall  attenuated  figure,  standing  alone 
and  almost  in  the  centre  of  the  square,  cast  a  long  thin 
black  shadow  on  the  glistening  grey  stones, — and  his  dream- 
impression  of  an  empty  world  came  back  forcibly  upon  him, — a 
world  as  empty  as  a  hollow  shell !  Houses  there  were  around 
him,  and  streets,  and  a  noble  edifice  consecrated  to  the 
worship  of  God,  nevertheless  there  was  a  sense  of  absolute 
desertion  in  and  through  all.  Was  not  the  Cathedral  itself 
the  mere  husk  of  a  religion  ?  The  seed  had  dropped  out  and 
sunk  into  the  soil,  —  "among  thorns"  and  "stony  places" 
indeed,  —  and  some  "by  the  wayside"  to  be  devoured  by 
birds  of  prey.  Darker  and  heavier  grew  the  cloud  of  de- 
pression on  the  Cardinal's  soul, — and  more  and  more  passionate 
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became  the  protest  which  had  for  a  long  time  been  clamour- 
ing in  him  for  utterance, — the  protest  of  a  Churchman  against 
the  Church  he  served  !  It  was  terrible, — and  to  a  "prince  of 
the  Roman  Church"  hideous  and  unnatural;  nevertheless  the 
protest  existed,  and  it  had  in  some  unaccountable  way  grown 
to  be  more  a  part  of  him  than  he  himself  realized. 

"The  world  is  empty  because  God  is  leaving  it,"  he  Said, 
sorrowfully  raising  his  eyes  to  the  tranquil  heavens, — "and 
the  joy  of  existence  is  departing,  because  the  Divine  and  Holy 
Spirit  of  things  is  being  withdrawn  ! " 

He  moved  on  a  few  paces, — and  once  more  through  the 
deep  stillness  the  little  sobbing  cry  of  sorrow  was  wafted 
tremulously  to  his  ears.  It  came,  or  seemed  to  come,  from 
the  Cathedral,  and  quickening  his  steps  he  went  thither. 
The  deeply  hollowed  portal,  full  of  black  shadows,   at  first 

showed  nothing  but  its  own  massively  sculptured  outlines, 

then all  at  once  the  Cardinal  perceived  standing  within  the 

embrasured  darkness,  the  slight  shrinking  figure  of  a  child. 
A  boy's  desolate  little  figure, — with  uplifted  hands  clasped 
appealingly  and  laid  against  the  shut  Cathedral  door,  and 
face  hidden  and  pressed  hard  upon  those  hands,  as  though 
in  mute  and  inconsolable  despair.  As  the  Cardinal  softly 
drew  nearer,  a  long  shuddering  sigh  from  the  sohtary  little 
creature  moved  his  heart  anew  to  pity,  and  speaking  in 
accents  of  the  utmost  gentleness  he  said — 

"My  poor  child,  what  troubles  you?  Why  are  you  here 
all  alone,  and  weeping  at  this  late  hour  ?  Have  you  no  home  ? 
— no  parents?" 

Slowly  the  boy  turned  round,  still  resting  his  small  delicate 
hands  against  the  oaken  door  of  the  Cathedral,  and  with  the 
tears  yet  wet  upon  his  cheeks,  smiled.  What  a  sad  face  he 
had  ! — worn  and  weary,  yet  beautiful ! — what  eyes,  heavy  with 
the  dews  of  sorrow,  yet  tender  even  in  pain  !  Startled  by  the 
mingled  purity  and  grief  of  so  young  a  countenance,  the 
Cardinal  retreated  for  a  moment  in  amaze, — then  approaching 
more  closely  he  repeated  his  former  question  with  increased 
interest  and  tenderness — 
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"Why  are  you  weeping  here  alone?" 

"  Because  I  am  left  alone  to  weep  ! "  said  the  boy,  answering 
in  a  soft  voice  of  vibrating  and  musical  melancholy — "  For 
me,  the  world  is  empty." 

An  empty  world!  His  dream -impression  of  universal 
desolation  and  desertion  came  suddenly  back  upon  the 
prelate's  mind,  and  a  sudden  trembling  seized  him,  though 
he  could  discover  in  himself  no  cause  for  fear.  Anxiously 
he  surveyed  the  strange  and  solitary  little  wayfarer  on  the 
threshold  of  the  Cathedral,  and  while  he  thus  looked,  the  boy 
said  wistfully — 

"  I  should  have  rested  here  within,  but  it  is  closed  against 
me!" 

"The  doors  are  always  locked  at  night,  my  child,"  returned 
the  Cardinal,  recovering  from  his  momentary  stupor  and 
bewilderment,  "But  I  can  give  you  shelter.  Will  you  come 
with  me?" 

With  a  half-questioning,  half-smiling  look  of  grateful  wonder, 
the  boy  withdrew  his  hands  from  their  uplifted,  supplicating, 
and  almost  protesting  attitude  against  the  locked  Cathedral- 
door,  and  moving  out  of  the  porch  shadows  into  the  wide 
glory  of  the  moonlight,  he  confronted  his  interlocutor — 

"Will  I  come  with  you? "he  said — "Nay,  but  I  see  you 
are  a  Cardinal  of  the  Church,  and  it  is  I  should  ask  '  will  you 
receive  me?'  You  do  not  know  who  I  am — nor  where  I 
came  from,  and  I,  alas !  may  not  tell  you  !  I  am  alone ;  all 
— all  alone,- — for  no  one  knows  me  in  the  world  ; — I  am  quite 
poor  and  friendless,  and  have  nothing  wherewith  to  pay  you 
for  your  kindly  shelter 1  can  only  bless  you  !" 

Very  simply,  very  gravely  the  young  boy  spoke  these  words, 
his  delicate  head  uplifted,  his  face  shining  in  the  moon-rays, 
and  his  slight,  childish  form  erect  with  a  grace  which  was  not 
born  of  pride  so  much  as  of  endurance  ;  and  again  the  Cardinal 
trembled,  though  he  knew  not  why.  Yet  in  his  very  agitation, 
the  desire  he  had  to  persuade  this  tired  child  to  go  with  him 
grew  stronger  and  overmastered  every  other  feeling. 

"Come  then,"  he  said,   smiling  and  extending  his  hand. 
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"Come,  and  you  shall  sleep  in  my  room  for  the  remainder 
of  the  night,  and  to-morrow  we  will  talk  of  the  future.  At 
present  you  need  repose." 

The  boy  smiled  gratefully  but  said  nothing,  and  the 
Cardinal,  satisfied  with  the  mere  look  of  assent,  walked  with 
his  foundling  across  the  square  and  into  the  Hotel  Poitiers. 
Arrived  at  his  own  bedroom,  he  smoothed  his  couch  and 
settled  the  pillows  carefully  with  active  zeal  and  tenderness. 
The  boy  stood  silently,  looking  on. 

"Sleep  now,  my  child,"  said  the  Cardinal, — "and  forget  all 
your  troubles.  Lie  down  here ;  no  one  will  disturb  you  till 
the  morning." 

"But  you,  my  lord  Cardinal,"  said  the  boy — "Are  you 
depriving  yourself  of  comfort  in  order  to  give  it  to  me? 
This  is  not  the  way  of  the  world  ! " 

"It  is  wv  way,"  said  the  Cardinal  cheerfully,— "  And  if  the 
world  has  been  unkind  to  you,  my  boy,  still  take  courage,— 
it  will  not  always  be  unjust !  Do  not  trouble  yourself  con- 
cerning me ;  I  shall  sleep  well  on  the  sofa  in  the  next  room — 
indeed,  I  shall  sleep  all  the  better  for  knowing  that  your  tears 
have  ceased,  and  that  for  the  present  at  least  you  are  safely 
sheltered." 

With  a  sudden  quick  movement  the  boy  advanced  and 
caught  the  Cardinal's  hands  caressingly  in  his  own. 

"  Oh,  are  you  sure  you  understand  ? "  he  said,  his  voice 
growing  singularly  sweet  and  almost  tender  as  he  spoke — 
"Are  you  sure  that  it  is  well  for  you  to  shelter  me? — I — a 
stranger,  —  poor,  and  with  no  one  to  speak  for  me  ?  How 
do  you  know  what  I  may  be?  Shall  I  not  perhaps  prove 
ungrateful  and  wrong  your  kindness?" 

His  worn  little  face  upturned,  shone  in  the  dingy  little 
room  with  a  sudden  brightness  such  as  one  might  imagine 
would  illumine  the  features  of  an  angel,  and  Felix  Bonpre 
looked  down  upon  him  half  fascinated,  in  mingled  pity  and 
wonder. 

"  Such  results  are  with  God,  my  child,"  he  said  gently — 
"I  do  not  seek  your  gratitude.     It  is  certainly  well  for  me 
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that  I  should  shelter  you, — it  would  be  ill  indeed  if  I  per- 
mitted any  living  creature  to  suffer  for  lack  of  what  I  could 
give.  Rest  here  in  peace,  and  remember  it  is  for  my  own 
pleasure  as  well  as  for  your  good  that  I  desire  you  to  sleep 
well." 

"  And  you  do  not  even  ask  my  name  ?  "  said  the  boy,  half 
smiling  and  still  raising  his  sorrowful  deep  blue  eyes  to  the 
Cardinal's  face. 

"You  will  tell  me  that  when  you  please,"  said  Felix,  laying 
one  hand  upon  the  soft  fair  curls  that  clustered  over  his 
foundling's  forehead— "I  am  in  no  wise  curious.  It  is 
enough  for  me  to  know  that  you  are  a  child  and  alone  in  the 
world, — such  sorrow  makes  me  your  servant !  " 

Gently  the  boy  loosened  his  clasp  of  the  Cardinal's  hands. 

"Then  I  have  found  a  friend!"  he  said, — "That  is  very 
strange  ! "  He  paused,  and  the  smile  that  had  once  before 
brightened  his  countenance  shone  again  like  a  veritable  flash 
of  sunlight — "  You  have  the  right  to  know  my  name, — and  if 
you  choose,  to  call  me  by  it, — it  is  Manuel." 

"  Manuel ! "  echoed  the  Cardinal — "  No  more  than  that  ?  " 

"  No  more  than  that,"  replied  the  boy  gravely — "  I  am  one 
of  the  world's  waifs  and  strays, — one  name  suffices  me." 

There  followed  a  brief  pause,  in  which  the  old  man  and  the 
child  looked  at  each  other  full  and  steadfastly,  and  once  again 
an  inexplicable  nervous  trembling  seized  the  Cardinal.  Over- 
coming this  with  an  effort,  he  said  softly, — 

"Then — Manuel! — ^good  night!  Sleep — and  Our  Lady's 
blessing  be  upon  you  ! " 

Signing  the  cross  in  air  he  retired,  carefully  shutting  the  door 
and  leaving  his  new-found  charge  to  rest.  When  he  was  once 
by  himself  in  the  next  room,  however,  he  made  no  attempt  to 
sleep, — he  merely  drew  a  chair  to  the  window  and  sat  down, 
full  of  thoughts  which  utterly  absorbed  him.  There  was 
nothing  unusual,  surely,  in  his  finding  a  small  lost  boy  and 
giving  him  a  night's  lodging? — then  why  was  he  so  affected 
by  it  ?  He  could  not  tell.  He  fully  realized  that  the  plaintive 
beauty  of  the  child  had  its  share  in  the  powerful  attraction  he 
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felt, — but  there  was  something  else  in  the  nature  of  his  emotion 
which  he  found  it  impossible  to  define.  It  was  as  though 
some  great  blankness  in  his  life  had  been  suddenly  filled; — as 
if  the  boy  whom  he  had  found  solitary  and  weeping  within 
the  porch  of  the  Cathedral  of  Notre  Dame,  belonged  to  him 
in  some  mysterious  way  and  was  linked  to  his  life  so  closely 
and  completely  as  to  make  parting  impossible.  But  what  a 
fantastic  notion  !  Viewed  by  the  light  of  calm  reason,  there 
was  nothing  in  the  occurrence  to  give  rise  to  any  such  senti- 
ment. Here  was  a  poor  little  wayfarer,  evidently  without 
parents,  home,  or  friends, — and  the  Cardinal  had  given  him 

a  night's  lodging,  and  to-morrow yes,  to-morrow,  he  would 

give  him  food  and  warm  clothing  and  money, — and  perhaps 
a  recommendation  to  the  Archbishop  in  order  that  he  might 
get  a  chance  of  free  education  and  employment  in  Rouen, 
while  proper  enquiries  were  being  made  about  him.  That 
was  the  soberly  prosaic  and  commonplace  view  to  take  of  the 
matter.  The  personality  of  the  little  fellow  was  intensely 
winning, — but  after  all,  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  facts 
of  the  case.  He  was  a  waif  and  stray,  as  he  himself  had  said ; 
his  name,  so  far  as  he  seemed  to  know  it,  was  Manuel — an 
ordinary  name  enough  in  France, — and  his  age  might  be 
about  twelve,  —  not  more.  Something  could  be  done  for 
him, — something  shcnild  be  done  for  him  before  the  Cardinal 
parted  with  him.  But  this  idea  of  "parting"  was  just  what 
seemed  so  difficult  to  contemplate  !  Puzzled  beyond  measure 
at  the  strange  state  of  mind  in  which  he  found  himself,  Felix 
Bonpre  went  over  and  over  again  all  the  events  of  the  day  in 
order, — his  arrival  in  Rouen, — his  visit  to  the  Cathedral,  and 
the  grand  music  he  had  heard  or  fancied  he  heard  there, — his 
experience  with  the  sceptical  little  Patoux  children  and  their 
mother, — his  conversation  with  the  Archbishop,  in  which  he 
had  felt  much  more  excitement  than  he  was  willing  to  admit, — 
his  dream  wherein  he  had  been  so  painfully  impressed  with  a 
sense  of  the  desertion,  emptiness,  and  end  of  the  world,  and 
finally  his  discovery  of  the  little  lonely  and  apparently  forsaken 
boy,  thrown  despairingly  as  it  were  against  the  closed  Cathedral, 
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like  a  frail  human  wreck  cast  up  from  the  gulf  of  the  devouring 
sea.  Each  incident,  trivial  in  itself,  yet  seemed  of  particular 
importance,  though  he  could  not  explain  or  analyse  why  it 
should  be  so.  Meditatively  he  sat,  and  watched  the  moon  sink 
like  a  silver  bubble  falling  downward  in  the  dark, — the  stars 
vanished  one  by  one, — and  a  faint  brown-gold  line  of  suggestive 
light  in  the  east  began  the  slow  creation  of  a  yet  invisible 
dawn.  Presently,  yielding  to  a  vague  impulse  of  inexplicable 
tenderness,  he  rose  softly  and  went  to  the  threshold  of  the  room 
where  his  foundUng  slept.  Holding  his  breath,  he  listened — 
but  there  was  no  sound.  Very  cautiously  and  noiselessly 
he  opened  the  door,  and  looked  in,  —  a  delicate  half-light 
came  through  the  latticed  window  and  seemed  to  concentrate 
itself  on  the  bed  where  the  tired  wanderer  lay.  His  fine 
youthful  profile  was  distinctly  outlined, — the  soft  bright  hair 
clustered  like  a  halo  round  his  broad  brows, — and  the  two 
small  hands  were  crossed  upon  his  breast,  while  in  his  sleep 
he  smiled.  Always  touched  by  the  beauty,  innocence  and 
helplessness  of  childhood,  something  in  the  aspect  of  this 
little  lad  moved  the  venerable  prelate's  heart  to  an  unwonted 
emotion, — and  looking  upon  him,  he  prayed  for  guidance  as 
to  what  he  should  best  do  to  rescue  so  gentle  and  young  a 
creature  from  the  cruelties  of  the  world. 

"He  has  trusted  me!"  said  the  Cardinal, — "I  have  found 
him,  and  I  cannot — dare  not — forsake  him.  For  the  Master 
says  'Whosoever  shall  receive  one  such  little  child  in  My 
name  receiveth  Me.'" 


THE  next  morning  broke  fair  and  calm,  and  as  soon  as  the 
Patoux  household  were  astir.  Cardinal  Bonpre  sought 
Madame  Patoux  in  her  kitchen,  and  related  to  her  the  story 
of  his  night's  adventure.     She  listened  deferentially,  but  could 
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not  refrain  from  occasional  exclamations  of  surprise,  mingled 
with  suggestions  of  warning. 

"It  is  like  your  good  heart,  Monseigneur,"  she  said,  "to 
give  your  own  bed  to  a  stray  child  out  of  the  street, — one,  too, 
of  whom  you  know  nothing, — but  alas  !  how  often  such  good- 
ness is  repaid  by  ingratitude  !  The  more  charity  you  show 
the  less  thanks  you  receive, — yes,  indeed,  it  is  often  so  ! — and 
it  seems  as  if  the  evil  one  were  in  it !  For  look  you,  I 
myself  have  never  done  a  kindness  yet  without  getting  a  cruelty 
in  exchange  for  it." 

"That  is  a  sad  experience,  my  daughter,"  returned  the 
Cardinal,  smiling, — "  Nevertheless,  it  is  our  duty  to  go  on  doing 
kindnesses,  no  matter  what  the  results  to  ourselves  may  be. 
It  is  understood — is  it  not  ?  that  we  are  to  be  misjudged  in 
this  world.  If  we  had  nothing  to  suffer,  what  would  be  the 
use  of  exercising  such  virtues  as  patience  and  endurance  ?  " 

"Ah,  Monseigneur,  for  you  it  is  different,"  said  Madame 
Patoux  shaking  her  head  and  sighing — "You  are  like  the 
blessed  saints — safe  in  a  niche  of  Holy  Church,  with  Our  Lady 
forever  looking  after  you.  But  for  poor  people  such  as  we 
are — we  see  the  rough  side  of  life,  Monseigneur — and  we  know 
that  there  is  very  little  goodness  about  in  the  world, — and  as 
for  patience  and  endurance  ! — why,  no  one  in  these  days  has  the 
patience  to  endure  even  the  least  contradiction  !  Two  men, — 
ay  even  brothers, — will  fight  for  a  word  like  mongrels  quarrel- 
ling over  a  bone; — and  two  women  will  scream  themselves 
hoarse  if  one  should  have  a  lover  more  than  the  other — asking 
your  pardon,  Monseigneur,  for  such  wicked  talk !  Still, 
wicked  as  it  may  be,  it  is  true — and  not  all  the  powers  of 
heaven  seem  to  care  about  making  things  better.  And  for 
this  boy, — believe  me, — you  had  better  leave  him  to  his  own 
way — for  there  will  be  no  chance  of  getting  such  a  poor  little 
waif  into  the  school  unless  his  father  and  mother  are  known, 
or  unless  someone  will  adopt  him,  which  is  not  likely  ...  for 
Rouen  is  full  of  misery,  and  there  are  enough  mouths  to  feed 
in  most  families and  .  .  .  mon  Dieu ! — is  that  the  child  ?  " 

Thus  abruptly  she  broke  off  her  speech,  utterly  taken  aback 
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as  she  suddenly  perceived  the  Httle  Manuel  standing  before 
her.  Poorly  clad  in  the  roughest  garments  as  he  was,  his 
grace  and  plaintive  beauty  moved  her  heart  to  quick  com- 
passion for  his  loneliness  as  he  came  towards  the  Cardinal,  who, 
extending  one  hand,  drew  him  gently  to  his  side  and  asked 
if  he  had  slept  well  ? 

"Thanks  to  your  goodness,  my  lord  Cardinal,"  the  boy 
replied,  "  I  slept  so  well  that  I  thought  I  was  in  heaven  !  I 
heard  the  angels  singing  in  my  dreams ; — yes  ! — I  heard  all 
the  music  of  a  happy  world,  in  which  there  never  had  been 
known  a  sin  or  sorrow  !  " 

He  rested  his  fair  head  lightly  against  the  Cardinal's  arm 
and  smiled.  Madame  Patoux  gazed  at  him  in  fascinated 
silence, — gazed  and  gazed, — till  she  found  her  eyes  suddenly 
full  of  tears.  Then  she  turned  away  to  hide  them, — but  not 
before  Cardinal  Bonpre  had  observed  her  emotion. 

"  Well,  good  mother^''  he  said  with  gentle  emphasis  on  the 
word, — "  Would  you  have  me  forsake  this  child  that  I  have 
found  ?  " 

"No,  Monseigneur, — no  !"  said  Madame  Patoux  very  softly 
and  tremulously--"  It  is  almost  as  if  he  were  a  little  lost  Angel 
sent  to  comfort  you  !  " 

A  curious  thrill  went  through  the  Cardinal.  An  angel  to 
comfort  him  !  He  looked  down  at  Manuel  who  still  clung 
caressingly  to  his  arm,  and  who  met  his  earnest  scrutiny  with 
a  sweet  candid  smile. 

"  Where  did  you  come  from,  Manuel  ? "  asked  Bonpre 
suddenly. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,"  the  boy  answered,  straightly,  yet 
simply. 

The  Cardinal  paused  a  moment,  his  keen  penetrating  eyes 
dwelling  kindly  on  the  noble  young  face  beside  him. 

"You  do  not  wish  to  tell  me, — is  that  so?  "  he  pursued. 

"  Yes,"  said  Manuel  quietly — "  I  do  not  wish  to  tell  you. 
And  if,  because  of  this,  you  regret  your  kindness  to  me,  my 
lord  Cardinal,   I  will  go  away  at  once  and  trouble  you  no 


more." 
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But  at  these  words  the  Cardinal  felt  such  a  sharp  conscious- 
ness of  pain  and  loss  that  his  nerves  ached  with  positive  fear. 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  child  ! "  he  said  anxiously  — "  I  cannot  let  you 
go  !  It  shall  be  as  you  please, — I  will  not  think  that  you  could 
do  yourself  or  me  a  wrong  by  concealing  what  would  be  right 
for  you  to  tell.     It  is  true  that  you  are  alone  in  the  world  ?  " 

"  Quite,  quite  alone  !  "  answered  Manuel,  a  faint  shadow 
darkening  the  serenity  of  his  eyes — "  No  one  was  ever  more 
alone  than  I  !  " 

Madame  Patoux  drew  nearer  and  listened. 

"  And  there  is  no  person  living  who  has  the  right  to  claim 
you?" 

"  None  ! ' 

"And  is  it  not  strange,  Monseigneur,"  murmured  Madame 
Patoux  at  this  juncture — "  The  little  lad  does  not  speak  as  if 
he  were  ignorant !  It  is  as  though  he  had  been  well  taught 
and  carefully  nurtured." 

Manuel's  deep  eyes  dwelt  upon  her  with  a  meditative  sweet- 
ness. 

"  I  have  taught  myself ; "  he  said  simply — "  Not  out  of  books, 
perhaps,  but  out  of  nature.  The  trees  and  rivers,  the  flowers 
and  birds  have  talked  to  me  and  explained  many  things ; — I 
have  learned  all  I  know  from  what  God  has  told  me." 

His  voice  was  so  gentle  and  tender  that  Madame  Patoux 
was  infinitely  touched  by  its  soft  plaintiveness. 

"  Poor  child  ! "  she  murmured, — "  He  has  no  doubt  been 
wandering  through  the  country,  without  a  soul  to  help  him. 
Alas,  that  troubles  should  begin  for  one  so  young  !  Perhaps 
he  does  not  even  know  a  prayer  ! " 

"  Oh  yes  !  "  said  Manuel  quickly — "  Prayer  is  like  thought, — 
God  is  so  good  that  it  is  only  natural  to  thank  and  praise  Him. 
Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  It  should  be  natural,  my  boy,"  answered  the  Cardinal 
slowly  and  with  a  slight  accent  of  melancholy, — "  But  for  many 
of  us  in  these  days  I  fear  it  is  more  natural  still  to  forget  than 
to  remember.  Too  often  we  take  gifts,  and  ignore  the  giver. 
But  come  now,  and  breakfast  in  my  room  ; — for  the  present 
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you  shall  remain  with  me,  and  I  will  see  what  can  best  be  clone 
for  your  future  welfare." 

And  turning  to  Madame  Patoux,  he  added  smilingly — "You, 
my  daughter,  with  children  of  your  own  to  care  for,  will  no 
longer  blame  me  for  my  interest  in  this  child,  who  is  without 
jirotection  in  a  somewhat  rough  world.  We  of  the  Church 
dare  not  '  offend  one  of  these  little  ones.'" 

"Ah,  Monseigneur ! "  murmured  Madame, — "If  all  in  the 
Church  were  like  you,  some  poor  folks  would  believe  in  God 
more  willingly  !  But  when  people  are  starving  and  miserable, 
it  is  easy  to  understand  that  often  they  will  curse  the  priests 
and  even  religion  itself,  for  making  such  a  mock  of  them  as  to 
keep  on  telling  them  about  the  joys  of  heaven,  when  they  are 
tormented  to  the  very  day  of  their  death  on  earth,  and  are  left 
without  hope  or  rescue  of  any  kind " 

But  the  Cardinal  had  disappeared  with  his  young  charge, 
and  Madame's  speech  was  lost  upon  him.  She  had  therefore 
to  content  herself  with  relating  the  story  of  "  Monseigneur's 
foundling "  to  her  husband,  who  just  then  came  into  the 
kitchen  to  take  his  breakfast  before  starting  off  to  work  in  his 
market-garden.     He  listened  with  interest  and  attention. 

" A  boy  is  always  a  trouble,"  he  said  sententiously — "And 
it  is  likely  that  so  Monseigneur  will  find  it.  How  old  would 
the  child  be?" 

"About  twelve,  I  should  say,"  answered  Madame — "But 
beautiful  as  a  little  angel,  Jean  !  " 

"  That's  a  pity  !  "  and  Patoux  shook  his  head  ominously — 
"  'Tis  bad  enough  when  a  girl  is  beautiful,- — but  a  boy  ! 
Well,  well !  Monseigneur  is  a  wise  man,  and  a  saint  they  say, 
— he  knows  best, — but  I  fear  he  has  taken  a  burden  upon  him- 
self which  he  will  very  soon  regret !  What  dost  thou  think  of 
\\,  petite  V 

Madame  hesitated  a  moment  before  replying. 

"Truly,  I  do  not  know  what  to  think," she  answered — "  For 
myself,  I  have  not  spoken  to  the  child.  I  have  seen  him, — 
yes  ! — and  at  the  sight  of  him,  a  something  in  my  throat  rose 
up  and  choked  me  as  it  were, — and  stopped  me  from  saying  a 
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rough  word.  Such  a  lonely  gentle  lad ! — one  could  not  be 
harsh  with  him,  and  yet ■" 

"  Yet, —  !  Oh,  yes,  I  know  ! "  said  Patoux,  finishing  his  coffee 
at  a  gulp  and  smiling, — "Women  will  always  be  women, — and 
a  handsome  face  in  girl  or  boy  is  enough  to  make  fools  of  them 
all.     Where  are  the  children ?     Are  they  gone  to  school?" 

"Yes — they  went  before  the  Cardinal  was  up.  'Tis  a 
Saturday,  and  they  will  be  back  early, — they  are  going  to  bring 
little  Fabien  Doucet  to  Monseigneur." 

"What  for?"  enquired  Patoux,  his  round  eyes  opening 
widely  in  amazement. 

"  Oh,  for  a  strange  fancy  !  That  he  may  bless  the  child  and 
pray  Our  Lady  to  cure  him  of  his  lameness.  It  was  Babette's 
whim.  I  told  her  the  Cardinal  was  a  saint, — and  she  said, — 
well !— she  said  she  would  never  believe  it  unless  he  worked 
a  miracle !  The  wicked  mischief  that  girl  is  !  —  as  bad  as 
Henri,  who  puts  a  doubt  on  everything  !  " 

"'Tis  the  school,"  said  Jean  gloomily — "I  must  speak  to 
Pere  Laurent." 

"Truly  that  would  be  well,"  said  Madame  —  "He  may- 
explain  what  we  cannot.  All  the  same,  you  may  be  sure  the 
children  wi/l  bring  Fabien  Doucet  to  Monseigneur; — they 
have  made  up  their  minds  about  it, — and  if  the  little  miser- 
able's  lameness  gets  no  better,  we  shall  have  work  enough  in 
future  to  make  the  saints  respected  ! " 

Patoux  muttered  something  inaudible,  and  went  his  way. 
Life  was  in  his  opinion,  a  very  excellent  thing, — nevertheless 
there  were  a  few  details  about  it  which  occasionally  troubled 
him,  and  one  of  these  details  was  decidedly  the  "national 
education  "  question.  It  struck  him  as  altogether  remarkable 
that  the  State  should  force  him  to  send  his  children  to  school 
whether  he  liked  it  or  no  ;  and  moreover  that  the  system  of 
instruction  at  the  said  school  should  be  totally  opposed  to  his 
own  ideas.  He  would  have  certainly  wished  his  son  to  learn 
to  read  and  write,  and  then  to  have  been  trained  as  a  thorough 
florist  and  gardener ; — while  for  his  daughter  he  also  desired 
reading  and  writing  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  then  a  complete 
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education  in  cooking  and  domestic  economy,  so  that  she 
might  be  a  useful  and  efficient  wife  and  mother  when  the 
proper  time  for  such  duties  came.  Astronomy  he  felt  they 
could  both  do  without,  and  most  of  the  "physical  sciences." 
Religion  he  considered  an  absolute  necessity,  and  this  was  the 
very  thing  that  was  totally  omitted  from  the  national  course 
of  education.  He  was  well  aware  that  there  are  countless 
numbers  of  unhappy  people  nowadays,  who  despise  religion 
and  mock  at  the  very  idea  of  a  God.  Every  day  he  saw 
certain  works  exposed  for  sale  on  the  out-of-door  bookstalls- 
which  in  their  very  titles  proclaimed  the  hideous  tone  of 
blasphemy  which  in  France  is  gradually  becoming  universal, — 
but  this  did  not  affect  his  own  sense  of  what  was  risrht  and 
just.  He  was  a  very  plain  common  man,  but  he  held  holy 
things  in  reverence,  and  instinctively  felt  that,  if  the  world  were 
in  truth  a  bad  place,  it  was  likely  to  become  much  worse  if 
all  faith  in  God  were  taken  out  of  it.  And  when  he  reached 
his  plot  of  ground  that  morning,  and  set  to  work  as  usual,  he 
was,  for  a  non-reflective  man,  very  much  absorbed  in  thought. 
His  heavy  tramping  feet  over  the  soil  startled  some  little  brown 
birds  from  their  hidden  nests,  and  sent  them  flying  to  and  fro 
through  the  clear  air  uttering  sharp  chirrups  of  terror, — and, 
leaning  on  his  spade,  he  paused  and  looked  at  them  medita- 
tively. 

"  Everything  is  afraid  ! "  he  said, — "  Birds,  beasts,  and 
men, — all  are  afraid  of  something  and  cannot  tell  what 
it  is  that  frightens  them.  It  seems  hard  sometimes  that 
there  should  be  so  much  trouble  and  struggle  just  to  live — 
however,  the  good  God  knows  best, — and  if  we  could  not 
think  and  hope  and  believe  He  knew  best,  we  might  just  as 
well  light  up  a  charcoal  fire,  shut  all  the  doors  and  windows, 
and  say  '  Bon  jour  !  Bon  jour,  Monsieur  le  bon  Dieu  ! — for 
if  you  do  not  know  your  business,  it  is  evident  we  do  not 
know  ours,  and  therefore  'tis  best  for  both  our  sakes  to  make 
an  end  of  sheer  Stupidity  ! '  " 

He  chuckled  at  his  own  reasoning,  and  moistening  his 
hands  vigorously,  seized  his  spade  and  began  to  bank  up  a 
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ridge  of  celery,  singing  "  Bon  jour,  Monsieur  le  bon  Dieu  ! " 
under  his  breath  without  the  shghtest  idea  of  irreverence. 
And  looking  up  at  the  bright  sky  occasionally,  he  wished  he 
had  seen  the  stray  boy  rescued  from  the  streets  by  Cardinal 
Bonpre. 

"That  he  will  be  a  trouble,  there  is  no  doubt,"  he  said  as 
he  turned  and  patted  the  rich  dark  earth — "  Never  was  there 
a  boy  born  yet  into  the  world  that  was  not  a  trouble  except 
our  Lord,  and  even  in  His  case  His  own  people  did  not  know 
what  to  make  of  Him  !  " 

Meantime,  while  Jean  Patoux  dug  in  his  garden,  and  sang 
-and  soliloquized,  his  two  children,  Henri  and  Babette,  their 
school  hours  being  ended,  had  run  off  to  the  market,  and 
were  talking  vivaciously  with  a  big  brown  sturdy  woman,  who 
was  selling  poultry  at  a  stall,  under  a  very  large  patched  red 
umbrella.  She  was  Martine  Doucet,  reported  to  have  the 
worst  temper  and  most  vixenish  tongue  in  all  the  town, 
though  there  were  some  who  said  her  sourness  of  humour 
only  arose  from  the  hardships  of  her  life,  and  the  many 
troubles  she  had  been  fated  to  endure.  Her  husband,  a  fine 
handsome  man,  earning  good  weekly  wages  as  a  stone-mason, 
had  been  killed  by  a  fall  from  a  ladder,  while  engaged  in 
helping  to  build  one  of  the  new  houses  on  the  Boulevards, 
and  her  only  child  Fabien,  a  boy  of  ten,  had,  when  a  baby, 
tumbled  from  the  cart  in  which  his  mother  was  taking  her 
poultry  to  market,  and  though  no  injury  was  apparent  at  the 
time,  had,  from  the  effects  of  the  fall,  grown  into  a  poor  little 
twisted  mite  of  humanity  with  a  bent  spine,  and  one  useless 
leg  which  hung  limply  from  his  body,  while  he  could  scarcely 
hobble  about  on  the  other,  even  with  the  aid  of  a  crutch. 
He  had  a  soft,  pretty,  plaintive  face  of  his  own,  the  little 
Fabien,  and  very  gentle  ways, — but  he  was  sensitively  con- 
scious of  his  misfortune,  and  in  his  own  small  secret  soul 
he  was  always  praying  that  he  might  die  while  he  was  yet 
a  child,  and  not  grow  up  to  be  a  burden  to  his  mother. 
Martine  however,  adored  him  ;  and  it  was  through  her  intense 
love  for  this  child  of  hers  that  she  had,  in  a  strange  vengeful 
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sort  of  mood  abandoned  God,  and  flung  an  open  and 
atheistical  defiance  in  the  face  of  her  confessor,  who,  missing 
her  at  mass,  had  ventured  to  call  upon  her  and  seriously 
reproach  her  for  neglecting  the  duties  of  her  religion. 
Martine  had  whirled  round  upon  him, — a  veritable  storm 
in  petticoats. 

"  Religion  ! "  she  cried — "  Oh-he  !  What  good  has  it 
done  for  me,  if  you  please  !  When  I  said  my  prayers  night 
and  morning,  went  to  mass  and  confession,  and  told  my 
rosary  every  Mary- Feast,  what  happened  ?  Was  not  my  man 
killed  and  my  child  crippled?  And  then, — (not  to  lose 
faith — )  did  I  not  give  the  saints  every  chance  of  behaving 
themselves  ?  For  my  child's  sake  did  I  not  earn  good  money 
and  pay  it  to  the  Church  in  special  masses  that  he  might  be 
cured  of  his  lameness  ?  And  Novenas  in  plenty,  and  candles 
in  plenty  to  the  Virgin,  and  fastings  of  my  own  and 
penitences?  And  is  the  child  not  as  lame  as  ever?  Look 
at  him  ! — the  dear  angel ! — with  never  an  evil  thought  or  a 
wicked  way, — and  will  you  try  to  make  me  believe  there  is 
a  good  God,  when  He  will  not  help  a  poor  little  creature  like 
that,  to  be  happy,  though  He  is  prayed  to  night  and  morning 
for  it  !  No — no  !  Churches  are  kept  up  for  priests  to  make 
a  fat  living  out  of, — but  there  is  never  a  God  in  them  that  I 
can  see ; — and  as  for  the  Christ,  who  had  only  to  be  asked,  in 
order  to  heal  the  sick,  there  is  not  so  much  as  a  ghost  of  Him 
anywhere!  If  what  your  priests  tell  us  were  true,  poor  souls 
such  as  I  am  would  get  comfort  and  help  in  our  sorrows ; 
but  it  is  all  a  lie ! — the  whole  thing ! — and  when  we  are  in 
trouble,  we  have  got  to  bear  it  as  best  we  can,  without  so 
much  as  a  kind  word  from  our  neighbours,  let  alone  any 
pity  from  the  saints.  Go  to  mass  again  ?  Not  I ! — nor  to 
confession  either ! — and  no  more  of  my  earnings  will  click 
into  your  great  brass  collection  plate,  mon  reverend  !  Ah  no  ! 
— I  have  been  a  foolish  woman  indeed,  to  trust  so  long  in  a 
God  who  for  all  my  tears  and  prayers  never  gives  me  a  sign  or 
a  hope  of  an  answer, — and  though  I  suppose  this  wretched 
world  of  ours  was  made  by  somebody,  whoever  it  is  that  has 
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•done  it  is  a  cruel  creature  at  best,  so  /  say, — without  as  much 
good  feehng  as  there  is  in  the  heart  of  an  ordinary  man,  and 
without  the  sense  of  the  man  either  !  For  who  that  thinks 
twice  about  it  would  make  a  world  where  everything  is  only 
born  to  die  ? — and  for  no  other  use  at  all !  Bah  !  It  is  sheer 
folly  and  wickedness  to  talk  to  me  of  a  God  !— a  God,  if  there 
were  one,  would  surely  be  far  above  torturing  the  creatures 
He  has  made,  all  for  nothing  ! " 

And  the  priest  who  heard  this  blasphemous  and  savage 
tirade  on  the  part  of  Martine  Doucet,  retreated  from  her  in 
amazement  and  horror,  and  presently  gave  out  that  she  was 
possessed  of  a  devil,  and  was  unfit  to  be  admitted  to  the  Holy 
Sacrament.  Whereat,  when  she  heard  of  it,  Martine  laughed 
loudly  and  ferociously. 

"  Look  you  ! — what  a  charitable  creature  a  priest  is  !  "  she 
-cried — "  If  you  don't  do  the  things  he  considers  exactly  right 
and  fitting,  he  tells  your  neighbours  that  the  devil  has  got 
you ! — and  so  little  does  he  care  to  pick  you  out  of  the 
clutches  of  this  same  devil,  that  he  refuses  you  the  Sacrament, 
though  that  is  said  to  drive  away  Satan  by  the  mere  touch  of 
it !  But  wait  till  I  ask  to  have  the  Sacrament  given  to  me  ! — 
it  will  be  time  enough  then  to  refuse  it !  Many  a  fat  chicken 
■of  my  stock  has  the  reverend  father  had  as  a  free  gift  to  boil 
in  his  soup  maigre!''^  and  again  she  laughed  angrily — "But 
no  more  of  them  does  he  get  to  comfort  his  stomach  while 
doing  penance  for  his  soul ! — the  hypocrite  !  He  must  find 
another  silly  woman  to  cheat  with  his  stories  of  a  good  God 
who  never  does  anything  but  kill  and  curse  us  every  one  ! — 
he  has  had  all  that  he  will  ever  get  out  of  Martine  Doucet ! " 

It  was  to  this  redoubtable  virago  that  Henri  and  Babette 
had  betaken  themselves  in  the  market-place  directly  school 
was  over.  She  always  held  the  same  stall  in  the  same 
position  on  market-days, — and  she  sat  under  her  red  umbrella 
on  a  rough  wooden  bench,  knitting  rapidly,  now  keeping  an 
eye  on  her  little  lame  son,  coiled  up  on  a  piece  of  matting 
beside  her,  and  anon  surveying  her  stock-in-trade  of  ducks 
and  geese  and  fowls,  which  were  heaped  on  her  counter,  their 
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•wrung  necks  drooping  limply  from  the  board,  and  their  yellow 
feet  tied  helplessly  together  and  shining  like  bits  of  dull  gold 
in  the  warm  light  of  the  September  sun.  She  listened  with 
an  impassive  countenance  while  Babctte  poured  out  her  story 
of  the  great  Cardinal, — the  Cardinal  Felix  Bonpre,  who, 
people  said,  was  a  saint, — how  he  had  come  unexpectedly  to 
stay  two  nights  at  the  Hotel  Poitiers, — how  "petite  maman" 
had  declared  he  was  so  good  that  even  angels  might  visit 
him, — how  kind  and  gentle  and  grand  he  seemed, — "Yes," 
said  Babette  somewhat  eagerly,  "there  was  no  doubt  that  he 
looked  good, — and  we  have  told  him  all  about  Fabien,  and 
he  has  promised  to  bless  him  and  ask  our  Lord  to  cure  his 
lameness ! " 

"Well,  and  of  what  use  is  that,  mignonne?"  demanded 
Martine,  clicking  her  knitting-needles  violently  and  stooping 
over  her  work  to  wink  away  the  sudden  tears  that  had  risen 
in  her  bold  brown  eyes  at  Babette's  enthusiastic  desire  to 
benefit  her  afflicted  child,  —  "Asking  our  Lord  is  poor 
business,  —  you  may  ask  and  ask,  but  you  never  get 
answered  ! " 

Babette  hung  her  curly  brown  head  despondingly,  and 
looked  appealingly  at  her  brother.  Now  Henri  was  a  decided 
cynic; — but  his  sister  exercised  a  weird  fascination  over  him, 
— a  sort  of  power  to  command  which  he  always  felt  more  or 
less  constrained  to  obey.  He  stared  solemnly  at  Martine, 
and  then  at  the  little  Fabien,  who,  half-rising  from  his  mat, 
had  listened  with  a  visibly  painful  interest  to  Babette's 
story. 

"  I  think  you  might  let  us  take  Fabien  and  see  if  a  Cardinal 
can  do  anything,"  he  said  with  a  kind  of  judicial  air,  as  of  one 
who,  though  considering  the  case  hopeless,  had  no  objection 
to  try  a  last  desperate  remedy.  "This  one  is  a  very  old  man, 
and  he  must  know  a  good  deal.  He  could  not  do  any  harm. 
And  I  am  sure  Babette  would  like  to  find  out  if  there  is  any 
use  at  all  in  a  Cardinal.  I  should  like  it  too.  You  see  we 
went  into  Notre  Dame  last  night, — Babette  and  I, — and 
everything  was  dark, — all  the  candles  were  out  at  Our  Lady's 
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statue — and  we  had  only  ten  centimes  between  us.  And  the 
candles  are  ten  centimes  each.  So  we  could  only  light  one. 
But  we  lit  that  one,  and  said  an  Ave  for  Fabien.  And  the 
candle  was  all  by  itself  in  the  Cathedral.  And  now  I  think 
we  ought  to  take  him  to  the  Cardinal." 

Martine  shook  her  head,  pursed  up  her  lips,  and  knitted 
more  violently  than  ever. 

"It  is  all  no  use — no  use!"  she  muttered — "There  is  no 
God, — or  if  there  is.  He  must  be  deaf  as  well  as  blind  ! " 

But  here  suddenly  the  weak  plaintive  voice  of  Fabien 
himself  piped  out — ■ 

"  Oh,  mother,  let  me  go  ! " 

Martine  looked  down  at  him. 

"Let  thee  go?  To  see  the  Cardinal?  Why,  he  is  nought 
but  an  old  man,  child,  as  helpless  as  any  of  us.  What  dost 
thou  think  he  can  do  for  thee  ?  " 

"Nothing!"  and  the  boy  clambered  up  on  his  crutch,  and 
stood  appealingly  before  his  mother,  his  fair  curls  blowing 
back  in  the  breeze, — -"But  I  should  like  to  see  him  !  Oh,  do 
let  me  go  !" 

Babette  caught  him  by  the  hand. 

"Yes,  oh  yes,  Martine!"  she  exclaimed — "Let  him  come 
with  us  ! " 

Martine  hesitated  a  moment  longer,  but  she  could  never 
altogether  resist  an  imploring  look  in  her  boy's  eyes,  or  refuse 
any  request  he  made  of  her, — and  gradually  the  hard  lines  of 
her  mouth  relaxed  into  a  half  smile.  Babette  at  once  perceived 
this,  and  eagerly  accepted  it  as  a  sign  that  she  had  gained  her 
point. 

"  Come,  Fabien  !  "  she  exclaimed  delightedly — "  Thy  mother 
says  yes  !  We  will  not  be  long  gone,  Martine  !  And  perhaps 
we  will  bring  him  home  quite  well ! " 

Martine  shook  her  head  sorrowfully,  and  paused  for  a  while 
in  her  knitting  to  watch  the  three  children  crossing  the  market- 
place together,  Henri  supporting  her  little  son  on  one  side, 
Babette  on  the  other,  both  carefully  aiding  his  slow  and 
halting  movements   over   the   rough   cobbles  of  the  uneven 
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pavement.  Then  as  they  all  turned  a  corner  and  disappeared, 
she  sighed,  and  a  couple  of  bright  tears  splashed  down  on  her 
knitting.  But  the  next  moment  her  eyes  were  as  bold  and 
keen  and  defiant  as  ever  while  she  stood  up  to  attend  to  two 
or  three  customers  who  just  then  approached  her  stall,  and 
her  voice  was  as  shrill  and  sharp  as  any  woman's  voice  could 
be  in  the  noisy  business  of  driving  a  bargain.  Having  dis- 
posed of  three  or  four  fat  geese  and  fowls  at  a  good  profit,  she 
chinked  and  counted  the  money  in  her  apron  pockets,  hummed 
a  tune,  and  looked  up  at  the  genial  sky  with  an  expression  of 
disfavour. 

"  Oh,  yes,  'tis  a  fine  day  ! "  she  muttered,  —  "  And  the 
heavens  look  as  if  the  saints  lived  in  them  ;— but  by  and  by 
the  clouds  will  come,  and  the  cold  ! — the  sleet,  the  snow,  the 
frost  and  the  bitterness  of  winter  ! — and  honest  folk  will  starve 
while  thieves  make  a  good  living ! — that  is  the  way  the  wise 
God  arranges  things  in  this  world  ! " 

She  gave  a  short  laugh  of  scorn,  and  resumed  the  clicking 
of  her  needles,  not  raising  her  eyes  from  her  work  even  when 
her  neighbour,  the  old  woman  who  sold  vegetables  at  the  next 
stall,  ventured  to  address  her. 

"Where  is  thy  unfortunate  boy  gone  to,  Martine?"  she 
inquired, — "  Is  it  wise  to  let  him  be  with  the  Patoux  children  ? 
They  are  strong  and  quick  and  full  of  mischief, — they  might 
do  him  fresh  injury  in  play  without  meaning  it." 

"I  will  trust  them,"  answered  Martine  curtly — "They  have 
taken  him  to  see  a  Cardinal." 

"A  Cardinal!"  and  the  old  woman  craned  her  withered 
neck  forward  in  amazement  and  began  to  laugh  feebly, — 
^'■Noni  de Jesus !  That  is  strange!  What  does  the  Cardinal 
want  with  him?" 

" Nothing,"  said  Martine  gruffly — "It  seems  that  he  is  an 
old  man  who  is  kind  to  children,  and  the  girl  Babette  has  a 
fancy  to  get  his  blessing  for  my  Fabien, — that  is  all." 

"And  that  is  little  enough,"  responded  the  old  vegetable- 
vendor,  still  laughing,  or  rather  chuckling  hoarsely — "  A 
blessing  is   not  worth    much   nowadays,    is    it,  Martine?     It 
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never  puts  an  extra  ounce  of  meat  in  \h&  pot-au-feu, — and  yet 
it  is  all  one  gets  out  of  the  priests  for  all  the  prayers  and  the 
praise.  Last  time  I  went  to  confession  I  accused  myself  of 
the  sin  of  envy.  I  said  '  Look  here,  my  father,  I  am  a  widow 
.and  very  old ;  and  I  have  rheumatism  in  all  my  bones,  and  I 
have  only  a  bit  of  matting  to  sleep  on  at  home,  and  if  I  have 
a  bad  day  with  the  market  I  can  buy  no  food.  And  there  is  a 
•woman  living  near  me  who  has  a  warm  house,  with  a  stove  in 
it, — and  blankets  to  cover  her,  and  a  bit  of  money  put  by, 
and  I  envy  her  her  blankets  and  her  stove  and  her  house  and 
her  money.  Is  that  a  sin  ? '  And  he  said  it  was  a  sin ;  but 
that  he  would  absolve  me  from  it  if  I  said  ten  Paters  and  ten 
Aves  before  Our  Lady  of  Bon-Secours.  And  then  he  gave  me 
his  blessing, — but  no  blankets  and  no  stove  and  no  money. 
And  I  have  not  said  the  ten  Paters  and  Aves  yet,  because  my 
bones  have  ached  too  much  all  the  week  for  me  to  walk  up  the  hill 
to  Bon-Secours.    x\nd  the  blessing  has  been  no  use  to  me  at  all." 

"  Nor  is  it  likely  to  be  !"  scoffed  Martine — "  I  thought  you 
had  given  up  all  that  Church-nonsense  long  ago." 

"  Nay — nay— not  altogether,"— murmured  the  old  woman 
timidly — "I  am  very  old, — and  one  never  knows — there  may 
be  truth  in  some  of  it !  It  is  the  burning  and  the  roasting  in 
hell  that  I  think  of, — you  know  that  is  very  likely  to  happen, 
Martine ! — because  you  see,  in  this  life  we  have  nothing  but 
trouble, — so  whoever  made  us  must  like  to  see  us  suffering; — 
it  must  be  a  pleasure  to  God ;  and  so  it  is  sure  to  go  on  and 
on  always.  And  I  am  afraid ! — and  if  a  candle  now  and  then 
to  St.  Joseph  would  help  matters,  I  am  not  the  one  to  grudge 
it,— it  is  better  to  burn  a  candle  than  burn  one's  self ! " 

Martine  laughed  loudly,  but  made  no  answer.  She  could 
not  waste  her  time  arguing  against  the  ridiculous  superstitions 
of  an  old  creature  who  was  so  steeped  in  ignorance  as  to  think 
that  a  votive  candle  could  rescue  her  soul  from  a  possible  hell. 
She  went  on  knitting  in  silence  till  a  sudden  shadow  came 
between  her  and  the  sunlight,  and  a  girl's  voice,  harsh,  yet 
•with  a  certain  broken  sweetness  in  it,  said — 

"A  fine  morning's  killing,  ay!     All  their  necks  wrung, — 
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all  dead  birds  !  Once  they  could  fly — fly  and  swim  !  Fly  and 
swim  !     All  dead  now — and  sold  cheap  in  the  open  market ! " 

A  shrill  laugh  finished  this  outburst,  but  Martine  knew  who 
it  was  that  spoke,  and  maintained  her  equanimity. 

"Is  that  you  again,  Marguerite?"  she  said,  not  unkindly — 
"  You  will  tire  yourself  to  death  wandering  about  the  streets 
all  day." 

Marguerite  Valmond,  "la  folle"  as  she  was  called  by  the 
townsfolk,  shook  her  head  and  smiled  cunningly.  She  was  a 
tall  girl,  with  black  hair  disordered  and  falling  loosely  about 
her  pale  face — her  eyes  were  dark  and  lustrous,  but  wild,  and 
with  a  hunted  expression  in  them, — and  her  dress  was  com- 
posed of  the  strangest  remnants  of  oddly  assorted  materials 
and  colours  pinned  about  her  without  any  order  or  symmetry, 
the  very  idea  of  decent  clothing  being  hardly  considered,  as 
her  bosom  was  half  exposed,  and  her  legs  were  bare.  She 
wore  no  head-covering,  and  her  whole  aspect  was  that  of  one 
who  had  suddenly  awakened  from  a  hideous  dream  and  was 
striving  to  forget  its  horrors. 

"  I  shall  never  be  tired  !  "  she  said — "  If  I  could  be  tired  I 
should  sleep, — but  I  never  sleep  !  I  am  looking  for  him,  you 
know  ! — it  was  at  the  fair  I  lost  him — you  remember  the 
great  fair  ?  And  when  I  find  him  I  shall  kill  him  !  It  is 
quite  easy  to  kill — you  take  a  sharp  glittering  thing,  so  !  "  and 
she  snatched  up  a  knife  that  lay  on  Marline's  counter — "And 
you  plunge  it — so  1 "  and  she  struck  it  down  with  singular  fury 
through  the  breast  of  one  of  the  "dead  birds"  which  were 
Martine's  stock-in-trade.  Then  she  threw  the  knife  on  the 
ground — rubbed  her  hands  together,  tossed  her  head,  and 
laughed  again — "  That  is  how  I  shall  do  it  when  I  meet 
him!" 

Martine  said  nothing.  She  simply  removed  the  one  stabbed 
bird  from  among  the  others,  and  setting  it  aside,  picked  up  the 
knife  from  the  ground  and  went  on  knitting  as  calmly  as  ever. 

"  I  am.  going  to  seethe  Archbishop,"  proceeded  Marguerite, 
tossing  back  her  dishevelled  locks,  and  making  one  or  two 
fantastic  dance-steps  as  she  spoke — "The  great  Archbishop 
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of  this  wonderful  city  of  Rouen  !  I  want  to  ask  him  how  it 
happened  that  God  made  men.  It  was  a  mistake  which  He 
must  be  sorry  for  !  The  Archbishop  knows  everything ; — he 
will  tell  me  about  it.  Ah ! — what  a  beautiful  mistake  is  the 
Archbishop  himself! — and  how  soon  women  find  it  out! 
Bon  jour,  Martine  !" 

*'  Bon  jour,  Marguerite  !  "  responded  Martine  quietly. 

Singing  to  herself,  the  crazed  girl  sauntered  off.  Several  of 
the  market-women  looked  after  her. 

"She  killed  her  child,  they  say,"  muttered  the  old 
vegetable-seller—"  But  no  one  knows " 


't>^ 


"Sh-sh-sh!"  hissed  Martine  angrily — "What  one  does 
not  know,  one  should  not  say.  Mayhap  there  never  was  a 
child  at  all.  Whatever  the  wrong  was,  she  has  suffered  for 
it ; — and  if  the  man  who  led  her  astray  ever  comes  nigh  her, 
his  life  is  not  worth  a  centime  ! " 

"  Rough  justice  !  "  said  one  of  the  market-porters,  who  had 
just  paused  close  by  to  light  his  pipe. 

"  Ay,  rough  justice  ! "  echoed  Martine — "  When  justice  is 
not  given  to  the  people,  the  people  take  it  for  themselves  !  And 
if  a  man  deals  ill  by  a  woman,  he  has  murdered  her  as  surely 
as  if  he  had  put  a  knife  through  her ; — and  'tis  but  even 
payment  when  he  gets  the  knife  into  himself.  Things  in  this 
life  are  too  easy  for  men  and  too  hard  for  women  ;  men 
make  the  laws  for  their  own  convenience,  and  never  a  thought 
of  us  at  all  in  the  making.     They  are  a  selfish  lot ! " 

The  porter  laughed  carelessly,  and  having  lit  his  pipe  to  his 
satisfaction  went  his  way. 

A  great  many  more  customers  now  came  to  Martine's  stall, 
and  for  upwards  of  an  hour  there  was  shrill  argument  and 
driving  of  bargains  till  she  had  pretty  well  cleared  her  counter 
of  all  its  stock.  Then  she  sat  down  again  and  looked  to  right 
and  left  of  the  market-place  for  any  sign  of  the  Patoux 
children  returning  with  her  little  son,  but  there  was  not  a 
glimpse  of  them  anywhere. 

"I  wonder  what  they  are  doing!"  she  thought — "And  I 
Y/onder  what  sort  of  a  Cardinal  it  is  they  have  taken  the  child 
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to  see  !  These  great  princes  of  the  Church  care  nothing  for 
the  poor, — the  very  Pope  allows  half  Italy  to  starve  while  he 
shuts  himself  up  with  his  treasures  in  the  Vatican ; — what 
should  a  great  Cardinal  care  for  my  poor  little  Fabien  !  If 
the  stories  of  the  Christ  were  true,  and  one  could  only  take 
the  child  to  Him,  then  indeed  there  might  be  a  chance  of 
cure  ! — but  it  is  all  a  lie, — and  the  worst  of  the  lie  is  that  it 
■would  give  us  all  so  much  comfort  and  happiness  if  it  were 
only  true  !  It  is  like  holding  out  a  rope  to  a  drowning  man 
and  snatching  it  away  again.  And  when  the  rope  goes,  the 
sooner  one  sinks  under  the  waves  the  better  ! " 


VI 


THE  Cardinal  was  still  in  his  room  alone  with  the  boy 
Manuel,  when  Madame  Patoux,  standing  at  her  door 
under  the  waving  tendrils  of  the  "creeping  jenny"  and 
shading  her  eyes  from  the  radiance  of  the  sun,  saw  her 
children  approaching  with  Fabien  Doucet  between  them. 

"Little  wretches  that  they  are!"  she  murmured — "Once 
let  them  get  an  idea  into  their  heads  and  nothing  will  knock  it 
out !  Now  I  shall  have  to  tell  Monseigneur  that  they  are  here, 
— what  an  impertinence  it  seems  ! — and  yet  he  is  so  gentle,  and 
has  such  a  good  heart  that  perhaps  he  will  not  mind  .  .  .  " 

Here  she  broke  off  her  soliloquy,  as  the  children  came  up, 
Babette  eagerly  demanding  to  know  where  the  Cardinal  was. 
Madame  Patoux  set  her  arms  akimbo  and  surveyed  the  little 
group  of  three  half-pityingly,  half-derisively. 

"The  Cardinal  has  not  left  his  room  since  breakfast,"  she 
answered — "  He  is  playing  Providence  already  to  a  poor  lad 
lost  in  the  streets,  and  for  that  matter  lost  in  the  world, 
without  father  or  mother  to  look  after  him,— he  was  found 
in  Notre  Dame  last  night, — " 

"Why,  mother,"  interrupted  Henri — "how  could  a  boy  get 
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into  Notre  Dame  last  night?  When  Babette  and  I  wenr 
there,  nobody  was  in  the  church  at  all, — and  we  left  one 
candle  burning  all  alone  in  the  darkness, — and  when  we 
came  out  the  Suisse  swore  at  us  for  having  gone  in,  and 
then  locked  the  door." 

"Well,  if  one  must  be  so  exact,  the  boy  was  not  found 
actually  in  Notre  Dame,  obstinate  child,"  returned  his 
mother  impatiently — "  It  happened  at  midnight, — the  good 
Cardinal  heard  someone  crying  and  went  to  see  who  it  was. 
And  he  found  a  poor  boy  outside  the  Cathedral  weeping  as  if 
his  heart  were  breaking,  and  leaning  his  head  against  the  hard 
door  for  a  pillow.  And  he  brought  him  back  and  gave  him  his 
own  bed  to  sleep  in ; — and  the  lad  is  with  him  now." 

Little  Fabien  Doucet,  leaning  on  his  crutch,  looked  up  with 
interest. 

"  Is  he  lame  like  me  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,  child,"  replied  Madame  compassionately — "  He  is 
straight  and  strong.     In  truth  a  very  pretty  boy." 

Fabien  sighed.     Babette  made  a  dash  forward. 

"  I  will  go  and  see  him  ! "  she  said — "  And  I  will  call 
Monseigneur." 

"  Babette  !     How  dare  you  !     Babette  !  " 

But  Babette  had  scurried  defiantly  past  her  mother,  and 
breathless  with  a  sense  of  excitement  and  disobedience 
intermingled,  had  burst  into  the  Cardinal's  room  without 
knocking.  There  on  the  threshold  she  paused, — somewhat 
afraid  at  her  own  boldness, — and  startled  too  at  the  sight  of 
IManuel,  who  was  seated  near  the  window  opposite  the 
Cardinal,  and  who  turned  his  deep  blue  eyes  upon  her 
with  a  look  of  enquiry.  The  Cardinal  himself  rose  and 
turned  to  greet  her,  and  as  the  wilful  little  maid  met  his 
encouraging  glance  and  noted  the  benign  sweetness  of  his 
expression  she  trembled,- — and  losing  nerve,  began  to  cry. 

"  Monseigneur  .  .  .  Monseigneur  ..."  she  stammered. 

"  Yes,  my  child, — what  is  it  ?  "  said  the  Cardinal  kindly — 
"  Do  not  be  afraid, — I  am  at  your  service.  You  have  brought 
the  little  friend  you  spoke  to  me  of  yesterday  ?  " 
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Babette  peeped  shyly  at  him  through  her  tears,  and  drooping 
her  head,  answered  with  a  somewhat  smothered  "Yes." 

"  That  is  well, — I  will  go  to  him  at  once," — and  the  Cardinal 
paused  a  moment  looking  at  Manuel,  who  as  if  responding 
to  his  unuttercd  wish,  rose  and  approached  him — "  And  you, 
Manuel— you  will  also  come.  You  see,  my  child," — went  on 
the  good  prelate  addressing  Babette,  the  while  he  laid  a  gently 
caressing  hand  on  her  hair — "Another  little  friend  is  here 
who  is  also  very  sad, — and  though  he  is  not  crippled  or  ill, 
he  is  all  alone  in  the  world,  which  is,  for  one  so  young,  a 
great  hardship.  You  must  be  sorry  for  him  too,  as  well  as 
for  your  own  poor  playmate  ! " 

But  Babette  was  seized  with  an  extraordinary  timidity,  and 
had  much  ado  to  keep  back  the  tears  that  rose  in  her  throat 
and  threatened  to  break  out  in  a  burst  of  convulsive  sobbing. 
She  did  not  know  in  the  least  what  was  the  matter  with  her, 
— she  was  only  conscious  of  an  immense  confusion  and  shy- 
ness which  were  quite  new  to  her  ordinarily  bold  and  care- 
less nature.  Manuel's  face  frightened  yet  fascinated  her ;  he 
looked,  she  thought,  like  the  beautiful  angel  of  the  famous- 
stained-glass  "Annunciation"  window  in  the  crumbling  old 
church  of  St.  Maclou.  She  dared  not  speak  to  him,  — she 
could  only  steal  furtive  glances  at  him  from  under  the  curling 
length  of  her  dark  tear-wet  lashes, — and  when  the  Cardinal 
took  her  by  the  hand  and  descended  the  staircase  with  her 
to  the  passage  where  the  crippled  Fabien  waited,  she  could 
not  forbear  glancing  back  every  now  and  then  over  her 
shoulder  at  the  slight,  supple,  almost  aerial  figure  of  the  boy, 
who,  noiselessly,  and  with  a  light  gliding  step,  followed.  And 
now  Madame  Patoux  came  forward ; — a  bulky,  anxious  figure 
of  gesticulation  and  apology. 

"Alas,  Monseigneur ! "  she  began  plaintively — "It  is  too 
shameful  that  your  quiet  should  be  disturbed  in  this  way, 
but  if  you  could  only  know  the  obstinacy  of  these  children ! 
Ah  yes  ! — if  you  knew  all,  you  would  pity  their  parents  I — you 
would  indeed  !  And  this  is  the  unhai)py  little  creature  they 
have  brought  to   you,    !Monseigneur,  —  a   sad  sight  truly  ! — 
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and  afflicted  sorely  by  the  will  of  God, — though  one  could 
hardly  say  that  God  was  anywhere  about  when  he  fell,  poor 
baby,  from  his  mother's  cart  and  twisted  his  body  awry, — 
one  would  rather  think  the  devil  was  in  the  business,  asking 
your  pardon,  Monseigneur ;  for  surely  the  turning  of  a  human 
creature  into  a  useless  lump  has  little  of  good,  or  divine  kind- 
ness in  it !  Now  make  thy  best  bow  to  the  Cardinal,"  went 
on  Madame  with  a  gasp  for  breath  in  her  voluble  speech, 
addressing  the  little  cripple — "And  it  is  a  pity  thou  hadst  no 
time  to  confess  thy  sins  and  take  the  Sacrament  before  so  holy 
a.  man  lay  hands  on  thee  !  " 

But  at  these  words  Cardinal  Bonpre  turned  to  her  with  a 
reproving  gesture. 

"  I  pray  you  do  not  call  me  holy,  my  daughter,"  he  said 
earnestly,  the  old  shadows  of  pain  and  protest  gathering  in 
his  eyes.  "  Nothing  can  make  me  more  sorrowful  than  to 
hear  such  an  epithet  applied  to  one  who  is  so  full  of  errors 
and  sins  as  myself.  Try  to  look  upon  me  just  as  I  am, — 
merely  an  old  man,  nearing  the  grave,  with  nothing  of  merit 
in  me  beyond  the  desire  to  serve  our  Lord  and  obey  His 
commands, — a  desire  which  is  far  stronger  than  the  practical 
force  to  obey  it.  Much  that  I  would  do,  I  cannot;  and  in 
much  that  I  attempt,  I  fail.     Coihe  to  me,  my  child  ! " 

Here,  interrupting  himself,  he  bent  down,  and  putting  his 
arms  tenderly  round  Fabien,  lifted  him  bodily,  crutch  and 
all,  and  carried  him  into  the  next  room,  and  as  he  did  so, 
the  young  Manuel  glided  in  before  him,  and  stood  beside 
his  chair,  his  blue  eyes  shining  with  a  soft  and  eager  light  of 
interest,  and  a  little  smile  lifting  the  delicate  upper  curve  of 
liis  lips  as  he  looked  on.  Fabien  meanwhile,  perched  on  the 
Cardinal's  knee,  and  held  close  in  the  Cardinal's  arms,  was 
not  at  all  frightened, — he  simply  sat,  contented,  gazing  up 
confidingly  at  the  pale  venerable  face  above  him.  Henri  and 
Babette,  having  as  they  considered,  got  their  way,  stayed  at 
the  door  half  afraid  to  enter,  and  their  mother  peered  over 
their  heads  at  the  little  scene  in  mingled  awe  and  curiosity. 

"  My  poor  child,"  then  said  the  Cardinal  gently — "I  want 
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you  to  understand  ciuite  clearly  how  sorry  I  am  for  you,  and 
how  willingly  I  would  do  anything  in  the  world  to  make  you 
a  strong,  well,  and  happy  boy.  But  you  must  not  fancy  that 
I  can  cure  you.  I  told  your  httle  friends  yesterday  that  I 
was  not  a  saint,  such  as  you  read  about  in  story-books,— and 
that  I  could  not  work  miracles,  because  I  am  not  worthy  to 
be  so  filled  with  the  Divine  Spirit  as  to  heal  with  a  touch 
like  the  better  servants  of  our  Blessed  Lord.  Nevertheless 
I  firmly  believe  that  if  God  saw  that  it  was  good  for  you  to 
be  strong  and  well,  He  would  find  ways  to  make  you  so. 
Sometimes  sickness  and  sorrow  are  sent  to  us  for  our  ad- 
vantage,— sometimes  even  death  comes  to  us  for  our  larger 
benefit,  though  we  may  not  understand  how  it  is  so  till 
afterwards.  But  in  heaven  everything  will  be  made  clear  ; 
and  even  our  griefs  will  be  turned  into  joys,  —  do  you 
understand?" 

"Yes,"  murmured  Fabien  gravely,  but  two  large  tears 
welled  up  in  his  plaintive  eyes  as  the  faint  glimmer  of  hope 
he  had  encouraged  as  to  the  possibility  of  his  being  miracul- 
ously cured  by  the  touch  of  a  saintly  Cardinal,  expired  in  the 
lonely  darkness  of  his  little  afflicted  soul, 

"That  is  well,"  continued  the  Cardinal  kindly — "And  now, 
since  it  is  so  difficult  for  you  to  kneel,  you  shall  stay  where 
you  are  in  my  arms, — so  ! — "  and  he  set  him  on  his  knee  in 
a  position  of  even  greater  comfort  than  before.  "You  shall 
simply  shut  your  eyes,  and  clasp  your  I'ittle  hands  together 
as  I  put  them  here,"  —  and  as  he  spoke  he  crossed  the 
child's  hands  on  his  silver  crucifix  —  "And  I  will  ask  our 
Lord  to  come  and  make  you  well, — for  of  myself  I  can  do 
nothing." 

At  these  words  Henri  and  Babette  glanced  at  each  other 
questioningly,  and  then  as  if  simultaneously  moved  by  some 
inexplicable  emotion,  dropped  on  their  knees, — their  mother, 
too  stout  and  unwieldy  to  do  this  with  either  noiselessness 
or  satisfaction  to  herself,  was  contented  to  bend  her  head  as 
low  as  she  could  get  it.  Manuel  remained  standing.  Leaning 
against  the  Cardinal's  chair,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  crippled 
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Fabien,  he  had  the  aspect  of  a  young  Angel  of  compassion> 
whose  sole  immortal  desire  was  to  lift  the  burden  of  sorrow 
and  pain  from  the  lives  of  suffering  humanity.  And  after  a 
minute  or  two  passed  in  silent  meditation,  the  Cardinal  laid 
his  hands  tenderly  on  Fabien's  fair  curly  head  and  prayed 
aloud. 

"Oh  merciful  Christ  !  Most  pitying  and  gentle  Redeemer! 
— to  Whom  in  the  days  of  Thy  sacred  life  on  earth,  the  sick 
and  suffering  and  lame  and  blind  were  brought,  and  never 
sent  away  unhealed  or  uncomforted ;  consider,  we  beseech 
Thee,  the  sufferings  of  this  Thy  little  child,  deprived  of  all 
the  joys  which  Thou  hast  made  so  sweet  for  those  who  are 
strong  and  straight  in  their  youth,  and  who  have  no  ailment 
to  depress  their  courage  or  to  quench  the  ardour  of  their 
aspiring  souls.  Look  compassionately  upon  him,  oh  gentle 
King  and  Master  of  all  such  children  ! — and  even  as  Thou 
wert  a  child  Thyself,  be  pleased  to  heal  him  of  his  sad 
infirmity.  For,  if  Thou  wilt.  Thou  canst  make  this  bent 
body  straight  and  these  withered  muscles  strong, — from  death 
itself  Thou  canst  ordain  life,  and  nothing  is  impossible  to 
Thee !  But  above  all  things,  gracious  Saviour,  we  do  pray 
Thee  so  to  lift  and  strengthen  this  child's  soul,  that  if  it  is 
destined  he  should  still  be  called  upon  to  bear  his  present 
pain  and  trouble,  grant  to  him  such  perfection  in  his  inward 
spirit  that  he  may  prove  worthy  to  be  counted  among  Thy 
angels  in  the  bright  Hereafter.  To  Thy  care,  and  to  Thy 
comfort,  and  to  Thy  healing,  great  Master,  we  commend  him, 
trusting  him  entirely  to  Thy  mercy,  with  perfect  resignation 
to  Thy  Divine  Will.  For  the  sake  and  memory  of  Thy  most 
holy  childhood  mercifully  help  and  bless  this  child  !     Amen  ! " 

A  deep  silence  ensued.  Only  the  slow  ticking  of  the  big 
old-fashioned  clock  in  Madame  Patoux's  kitchen,  which  was 
next  door  to  the  room  they  were  all  in,  could  be  distinctly 
heard.  Henri  and  Babette  were  the  first  to  stir.  They  got 
up  from  their  knees,  brushed  the  dust  of  the  floor  from  their 
clothes,  and  stared  curiously  at  Fabien.  Was  a  miracle  going 
to   happen  ?      Fabien,    however,  —  still    resting    against    the 
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Cardinal's  breast,  with  his  meagre  little  hands  clasped  tight  on 
the  Cardinal's  crucifix,  kept  his  eyes  solemnly  shut  and  gave 
no  sign,  till  the  Cardinal  himself  gently  moved  him  and  set 
him  down.  Then  he  glanced  around  him  bewilderedly, 
tottered,  and  would  have  fallen  had  he  not  been  given  his. 
little  crutch  for  support.  Very  pathetic  was  the  smile  which 
then  quivered  on  his  pale  lips, — very  doleful  was  the  shake  of 
his  head  as  he  prepared  to  hobble  away. 

"Thank  you  very  much,  Monseigneur,"  he  murmured 
gently — "  I  felt  almost  cured  while  you  were  praying, — but  I 
am  afraid  it  is  no  use  !  You  see  there  are  so  many  miserable 
people  in  the  world, — many  cripples,  too, — I  am  not  the  only 
one.  Our  Lord  must  have  enough  to  do  if  He  is  asked  to 
heal  them  all !  But  I  am  sure  you  have  done  everything 
you  can  for  me,  and  I  am  grateful  to  you,  Monseigneur  1 
Good-bye ! " 

"  Good-bye,  my  child ! "  and  the  Cardinal,  strongly  moved 
by  the  sight  of  the  little  helpless  twisted  figure,  and  painfully 
impressed  too  by  the  sense  of  his  own  entire  powerlessness  to 
remove  the  cause  of  the  trouble,  bent  down  and  kissed  him — 
"Believe  me,  if  the  giving  of  my  own  life  could  make  you 
strong,  you  should  have  that  life  willingly  !  May  God  bless 
and  heal  you  !  " 

At  that  moment  Manuel  moved  from  the  place  he  had 
kept  near  the  Cardinal's  chair.  With  a  light,  eager  step 
he  went  up  to  the  little  cripple,  and  putting  his  arms  round 
him  kissed  him  on  the  forehead. 

"Good-bye,  dear  little  brother  !"  he  said  smiling — "Do  not 
be  sad  !  Have  patience  !  In  all  the  universe,  among  all  the 
millions  and  millions  of  worlds,  there  is  never  a  pure  and 
unselfish  prayer  that  the  great  good  God  does  not  answer  I 
Be  sure  of  that !  Take  courage,  dear  little  brother !  You 
will  soon  be  well ! " 

Fabien  stared,  half  amazed,  at  the  gentle  young  face  that 
shone  upon  him  with  such  an  e.xpression  of  hope  and 
tenderness. 

"You  are  very  kind!"  he  said — "And  you  are  just  a  boy 
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yourself, — so  you  can  perhaps  guess  how  it  must  feel  not  to  be 
like  other  boys  who  can  run  and  leap  and  walk  for  miles  and 
miles  through  the  fields  and  the  green  shady  forests  where  the 
birds  sing,^ — and  where  there  is  so  much  to  see  and  think 

about, when  one  is  lame  onecannotgofaryouknow! and 

then  there  is  my  mother — she  is  very  sad  about  me, and  it 

will  be  hard  for  her  if  I  live  to  be  a  man  and  still  can  do 
nothing  to  help  her  ..." 

His  weak  voice  broke,  and  two  large  tears  filled  his  eyes 
and  brimmed  over,  trickling  slowly  down  his  pale  cheeks. 
Manuel  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it  encouragingly. 

"Do  not  cry!"  he  said  gently — "  Believe  in  what  I  say — 
that  you  will  soon  be  quite  well !  The  Cardinal  has  prayed  for 
you  as  only  good  men  can  pray, — without  one  selfish  thought, 
in  faith  and  deep  humility, — such  prayers  draw  angels  down  ! 
Be  patient — -be  brave  !  Believe  in  the  best  and  the  best  will 
come ! " 

His  voice  rang  out  with  a  sweet  convincing  clearness,  and 
even  Cardinal  Bonpre  felt  a  sense  of  comfort  as  he  listened. 
The  little  cripple  smiled  through  his  tears. 

"  Oh  yes,"  he  murmured — "  I  will  hope  and  I  will  believe  1 
I  am  always  sure  God  is  near  us,  though  my  mother  thinks 
He  must  be  very  far  away.  Yes, — I  will  be  as  brave  as  I  can  ! 
You  are  very  good  to  me,— I  know  you  understand  just  how 
I  feel,  and  I  thank  you  very  much  !  I  hope  you  will  be  happy 
yourself  some  day.  Good-bye  !  "  Then,  turning  to  Henri 
and  Babette  he  asked,  "Shall  we  go  now?" 

Henri's  brows  were  drawn  together  in  a  dark  frown. 

"I  suppose  so!"  he  replied — "I  suppose  there's  nothing 
more  to  be  done  ?  "  This,  with  a  somewhat  sarcastic  air  of 
enquiry  directed  at  the  Cardinal,  who  met  his  bold  bright 
glance,  mildly  and  half  compassionately. 

"  Nothing  more,  my  child" — he  answered — "  Did  you  expect 
a  miracle  ?  I  told  you  from  the  first  that  I  was  no  saint, — I 
can  do  no  good  unless  our  Lord  wills  it." 

"The  Pope  believes  in  miracles "^ — said  Henri,  flushing  as 
he  .spoke  with  the  heat  of  a  sudden  angry  emotion — "  But 
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only  those  that  are  performed  on  his  own  behalf!  He  thinks 
that  God's  chief  business  is  to  look  after  him  /" 

A  silence  ensued, — whether  of  horror  or  embarrassment 
could  hardly  be  determined.  The  Cardinal  said  nothing, — 
Babette  trembled  a  little, — what  a  dreadful  boy  Henri  really 
was,  she  thought ! — Madame  Patoux  shut  up  her  eyes  in 
horror,  crossed  herself  devoutly  as  against  some  evil  spirit^ 
and  was  about  to  speak,  when  Henri,  nothing  daunted,  threw 
himself  into  the  breach  again,  and  turned  with  a  fiery 
vehemence  of  appeal  towards  the  young  and  thoughtful- 
looking  Manuel. 

"  It's  just  as  I  say  !  "  he  declared  hotly — "The  Pope  is  taken 
as  much  care  of  as  if  he  were  a  peach  wrapped  in  wadding  I  Was 
Christ  taken  care  of?  No, — He  suffered  all  sorts  of  hardships 
and  at  last  was  crucified  !  The  Pope  shuts  himself  up  in  the 
Vatican  with  millions  and  millions  of  money's  worth,  while 
thousands  of  people  around  him  in  Italy  alone,  are  starving 
and  miserable.  Christ  would  not  have  allowed  such  a  thing. 
Christ  said  'Sell  half  that  thou  hast  and  give  to  the  poor' — 
now  the  Pope  doesn't  sell  half,  nor  a  quarter,  nor  a  bit  of  a. 
quarter !  He  takes  all  he  can  get  and  keeps  it !  And  yet 
God  is  supposed  to  work  miracles  for  an  old  man  like  that ! 
Oh  I  know  all  about  it !  Boys  read  the  newspapers  as  well 
as  grown  men  ! " 

"  Henri ! "  gasped  Madame  Patoux,  extending  a  fat  arm 
and  hand  with  a  solemn  gesture  of  reproach — "Henri,  thou 
art  mad !  .  .  .  wicked  .   !  .  " 

But  Henri  went  on  unheedingly,  still  addressing  Manuel. 

"  Now  you  are  a  boy,  and  I  daresay  you  can  read  and  think, 
— you  are  about  my  age  I  suppose.  And  you  are  left  all 
alone  in  the  world,  with  nobody  to  care  for  you, — well,  do 
you  think  that  is  well-arranged?  And  do  you  think  there 
is  any  sense  in  believing  in  a  God  who  does  such  a 
lot  of  cruel  things?  And  when  He  won't  help  us  ever 
so  little  ?  How  can  people  be  good  if  they  keep  on  praying 
and  praying,  and  hoping  and  hoping,  and  working  and 
working — and   yet   nothing   comes  of  it  all  but  trouble  and 
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pain  and  loss  ..."     He  stopped  for  sheer  lack  of  breath  to 
go  on. 

Manuel  looked  at  him  quietly,  full  in  the  eyes. 

"Yes,  it  is  hard!"  he  said— "Very  hard!  But  it  is  not 
God  who  does  any  cruel  thing.  God  is  Love, — and  the  Spirit 
of  Love  cannot  be  cruel !  It  is  the  people  of  the  world  them- 
selves,— the  people  who  injure  each  other  in  thought,  word 
and  deed, — and  who  have  no  spirit  of  love  in  them, — these 
invite  sorrow  and  pain,  and  rush  upon  misfortune.  Then 
they  blame  God  for  it !  Ah,  it  is  easy  to  blame  God  !— so 
much  easier  than  to  blame  one's  self!  And  if  you  ask  me 
if  it  is  well  for  those  who  suffer  cruel  things  to  still  believe  in 
God,  I  say  yes,  I  do  think  it  well,— for  it  is  the  only  chance 
they  have  of  finding  the  right  way  of  life  after  much  wandering 
in  the  wrong  !  " 

His  sweet  voice  fell  on  the  silence  like  a  soft  chime, 
and  Henri,  for  no  particular  reason  that  he  could  give,  felt 
suddenly  abashed.  Cardinal  Bonpre  listened  to  the  words  of 
his  strange  foundling  with  a  singular  emotion, — an  emotion 
too  deep  to  find  any  outlet  in  speech.  Babette  raised  her 
brown  trustful  eyes,  and  timidly  ventured  to  put  in  her 
opinion. — • 

"Yes" — she  said— "I  am  sure  that  is  true!  You  see, 
Henri" — with  a  wise  glance  at  her  brother— "you  see  it  is 
always  the  same, — when  anyone  suffers  something  unfortunate, 
there  is  certain  to  be  some  cause  for  it.  Now  everybody  says 
that  if  poor  Martine  had  not  put  Fabien  in  the  cart  to  save 
herself  the  trouble  of  holding  him  on  her  knee,  he  would  not 
have  tumbled  out  and  been  hurt.  That  was  the  beginning  of 
it.  And  that  was  not  God's  fault.  Come,  Fabien  ! — we'll 
take  you  back  now." 

At  this,  Madame  Patoux  started  from  her  stricken  condition 
of  horrified  dumbness  into  speech  and  action. 

"Ah  yes,  it  is  indeed  time!"  she  exclaimed —  "  Enough 
trouble  has  been  given,  I  am  sure,  to  Monseigneur,  and  if 
such  a  prayer  as  his  does  not  reach  Heaven,  why  then  there 
is  no  Heaven  at  all,  and  it  is  no  good  bothering  ourselves 
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about  it.  And  what  things  have  been  said  by  my  son  ! — 
my  son  ! — against  the  Holy  Father !  Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  The 
wickedness  of  it !  The  horror !  And  if  thou  learnest  such 
blasphemy  from  newspapers,  Henri,  thou  shall  not  read 
them " 

"Who  is  to  prevent  me?"  demanded  Henri,  his  eyes 
sparkling  defiantly. 

"  Hush — hush,  my  child  !  "  interposed  the  Cardinal  quietly. 
"  Nothing  indeed  can  prevent  thee  ;  no  one  can  hinder  thee 
from  walking  the  world  according  to  thine  own  will  and 
direction.  Thou  must  take  good  and  evil  as  they  come,  and 
strive  thy  best  to  discern  between  them — and  if  the  love  of 

-God  cannot  help  thee well .' — perchance  the  love  of  thy 

mother  may  !  "  v 

There  was  a  pause.  Henri's  head  drooped,  and  quick  tears 
filled  his  eyes.  He  said  nothing  further,  but  turned  to  assist 
Babette  in  guiding  the  little  Fabien's  hesitating  steps  as  he 
hobbled  from  the  room.  The  emotional  IMadame  Patoux 
choked  back  a  rising  sob. 

"(Jod  bless  you,  Monseigneur ! "  she  murmured — "Henri 
will  not  forget  those  words — the  lad  has  a  hasty  temper,  but 
a  good  heart — yes,  believe  me — a  good  heart " 

"That  I  am  sure  of!" — responded  the  Cardinal — "He  is 
quick  and  intelligent — and  seeks  to  know  the  truth.  If  he 
could  feel  an  asserted  '  truth '  to  be  really  true,  I  am  confident 
he  would  frame  his  life  upon  it,  and  be  a  good,  brave  man. 
Yes — he  is  a  clever  lad, — and  our  modern  system  of  educa- 
tion pushes  the  brain  to  a  precocity  exceeding  bodily  years, — 
his  impatience  and  anger  only  come  from  puzzling  over  what 

he  finds  it  difficult  to  understand.     It  is  all  a  puzzle  to  him 

all  a  puzzle  ! as  it  is  to  most  of  us  ! "     He  sighed — then 

added  in  a  lighter  tone — "I  shall  want  nothing  more  at  your 
kindly  hands,  my  daughter.  I  have  decided  to  leave  Rouen 
for  Paris  to-day,  and  will  take  an  early  afternoon  train. 
Manuel  —  "and  he  hesitated  a  moment  —  "Manuel  will  go 
■with  me." 

Madame  was  scarcely  surprised  at  this  announcement.     She 
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had  indeed  expected  it.  She  glanced  at  Manuel  himself  ta 
see  how  he  accepted  this  sudden  change  in  his  fortunes,  but 
he  was  entirely  absorbed  in  watching  Henri  and  Babette  lead 
their  little  crippled  friend  away.  After  all,  there  was  nothing 
to  be  said.  The  Cardinal  was  a  free  agent, — he  had  a  perfect 
right  to  befriend  a  homeless  boy  and  give  him  sustenance  and 

protection   if  he  chose.     And   such  a  gentle   boy  too  ! he 

would  make,  thought  Madame,  a  perfect  acolyte,  and  would 
look  like  a  young  angel  in  his  little  white  surplice.  And  so 
the  good  woman,  deciding  in  her  own  mind  that  such  was  the 
simple  destiny  for  which  the  Cardinal  intended  him,  smiled, 
murmured  something  deferential  and  approving,  and  hastened 
from  the  room,  to  prepare  for  Monseigneur,  whether  he  asked 
for  it  or  not,  a  dish  of  her  most  excellent  soup,  to  strengthen 
and  support  him  before  starting  on  his  journey.  And  ere  four 
o'clock  had  chimed  from  all  the  towers  of  the  city,  the  Hotel 
Poitiers  was  deprived  of  its  honoured  guest, — the  Cardinal, 
accompanied  by  his  foundling,  had  departed,  and  the  black, 
smoky,  snake-like  train  had  rushed  with  them  through  the 
smiling  peace  of  the  Normandy  pasture-lands  on  towards  the 
brilliant  "  city  enthroned  in  wickedness,"  which  sparkles  like 
a  jewel  on  the  borders  of  the  Seine  as  gloriously  as  ever 
Babylon  sparkled  on  the  shores  of  Euphrates.  As  godless,  as 
hollow  to  the  very  core  of  rottenness,  as  her  sister  of  ancient 
days,  wanton  "Lutetia"  shines, — with  a  ghastly  and  un- 
natural lustre  as  of  phosphorescent  luminance  arising  from 
old  graves; — and  as  divinely  determined  as  the  destruction 
of  the  old-time  city  splendid,  is  the  approaching  downfall  of 
the  modern  capital.  To  the  inhabitants  of  Rouen,  the  very 
name  of  Paris  carries  with  it  a  kind  of  awe, — it  excites  various 
emotions  of  wonder,  admiration,  longing,  curiosity  and  even 
fear, — for  Paris  is  a  witches'  cauldron  in  which  Republicanism, 
Imperialism,  Royalism,  Communism  and  Socialism,  are  all 
throv/n  by  the  Fates  to  seethe  together  in  a  hellish  broth  of 
conflicting  elements — and  the  smoke  of  it  ascends  in  reeking 
blasphemy  to  Heaven.  Not  from  its  church-altars  does  the 
cry  of  "How  long,  O  Lord,  how  long!"  ascend  nowadays,— 
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for  its  priests  are  more  skilled  in  the  use  of  the  witty  l>on-mof 
or  the  polished  sneer  than  in  the  power  of  the  prophet's 
appeal, — it  is  from  the  Courts  of  Science  that  the  warning 
note  of  terror  sounds, — the  cold  vast  courts  where  reasoning 
thinkers  wander,  and  learn,  and  deeply  meditate,  knowing 
that  all  their  researches  but  go  to  prove  the  fact,  that  apart 
from  all  creed  and  all  forms  of  creed.  Crime  carries  Punish- 
ment as  surely  as  the  seed  is  born  with  the  flower, — thinkers 
who  are  fully  aware  that  not  all  the  forces  of  all  mankind, 
working  with  herculean  insistence  to  support  a  Lie,  can 
drive  back  the  storm-cloud  of  the  wrath  of  that  "  Unknown 
Quantity"  called  God,  whose  thunders  do  most  terribly 
declare  the  truth  "  with  power  and  great  glory."  "  How  long, 
O  Lord,  how  long ! "  Not  long,  we  think,  O  friends  ! — not 
long  now  shall  we  wait  for  the  Divine  Pronouncement  of  the 
End.  Hints  of  it  are  in  the  air, — signs  and  portents  of  it 
are  about  us  in  our  almost  terrific  discoveries  of  the  invisible 
forces  of  Light  and  Sound, — we  are  not  given  such  tremendous 
powers  to  play  with  in  our  puny  fashion  for  the  convenience 
of  making  our  brief  lives  easier  to  live  and  more  interesting, 
— no,  there  is  some  deeper  reason,  one,  which  in  our  heedless 
way  of  dancing  over  our  own  Earth-grave,  we  never  dream  of. 
And  we  go  on  making  our  little  plans,  building  our  ships  and 
making  loud  brag  of  our  armies,  and  our  skill,  and  our 
prowess  both  by  land  and  sea,  and  our  amazing  importance 
to  ourselves  and  to  others, — which  importance  has  reached 
such  a  height  at  the  present  day  as  to  make  of  us  a  veritable 
spectacle  for  Olympian  laughter, — and  we  draw^  out  our  little 
sums  of  life  from  the  Eternal  exchequer,  and  add  them  up 
and  try  to  obtain  the  highest  interest  for  them,  always  for- 
getting to  calculate  that  in  making  up  the  sum  total,  that 
mysterious  "  Unknown  Quantity "  will  have  to  come  in,  and 
(unless  it  has  been  taken  into  due  counting  from  the  first) 
will  be  a  figure  likely  to  swamp  the  whole  banking  business  ! 
And  in  this  particular  phase  of  speculation  and  exchange, 
Paris  has  long  been  playing  a  losing  game.  So  steadily  has 
she  lost, — in  honour,  in  prestige,  in  faith,  in  morals,  in  justice^ 
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in  honesty  and  in  cleanly  living,  that  it  does  not  seem 
possible  she  can  ever  retrieve  herself.  Her  men  are  dissolute, 
— her  women  shameless — her  youth  of  both  sexes  depraved, — 
her  la^vs  are  corrupt — her  arts  decadent — her  religion  dead. 
What  next  can  be  expected  of  her  ? — or  rather  to  what  extent 
will  Destiny  permit  her  to  go  before  the  bolt  of  destruction 
falls?  "Thus  far,  and  no  farther"  has  ever  been  the 
Principle  of  Nature  —  and  Paris  has  almost  touched  the 
"Thus  far." 

Sitting  quietly  in  her  tidy  kitchen  near  the  open  window, 
after  the  Cardinal's  departure,  Madame  Patoux  knitted  busily, 
her  thoughts  flying  faster  than  her  glittering  needles.  A 
certain  vague  impression  of  solemnity  had  been  left  on  her 
mind  by  the  events  of  the  morning, — she  could  not  quite 
reason  out  the  why  or  the  wherefore  of  it — and  yet — it  was  a 
fact  that  after  Monseigneur  had  gone,  she  had,  when  entering 
the  rooms  he  had  vacated,  felt  a  singular  sense  of  awe. 

"  Almost  as  if  one  were  in  the  Cathedral  at  the  ringing  of 
the  '  Sanctus,' "  she  murmured  under  her  breath,  glancing 
about  timidly  at  the  plain  furniture  and  bare  walls.  And 
after  putting  everything  in  order,  she  closed  and  locked  the 
doors  jealously,  with  a  determination  that  she  would  not  let 
those  rooms  to  the  first  chance-comer  for  a  long  time, — ■ 
no,  though  she  might  have  to  lose  money  by  her  refusal. 
And  now,  as  she  sat  actively  employed  in  knitting  socks  for 
Henri,  whom  she  could  see  sitting  with  his  sister  outside  on 
the  bench  under  the  house  porch,  reading  or  pretending  to 
read,  she  began  to  wonder  what  opinion  those  two  young 
miscreants  had  formed  in  their  minds  respecting  the  Cardinal, 
and  also  what  they  thought  of  the  boy  who  had  been  taken  so 
suddenly  under  his  protection.  She  was  almost  tempted  to 
call  Henri  and  ask  him  a  few  questions  on  the  subject, — but 
she  had  learnt  to  value  peace  and  quietness  when  she  could 
secure  those  rare  blessings  at  the  hands  of  her  children,  and 
Vv'hen  they  were  employed  with  a  book  and  visibly  out  of 
mischief  she  thought  it  wisest  to  leave  them  alone.  And 
so  she  left  them  in  the  present  instance,  pushing  her  window 
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open  as  she  sat  and  knitted,  for  the  air  was  warm  and  balmy, 
and  the  long  rays  of  sunshine  streaming  across  the  square  were 
of  the  hue  of  a  ripe  nectarine  just  gathered,  and  the  delicate 
mouldings  and  traceries  and  statues  on  the  porch  of  the 
Cathedral  appeared  like  so  many  twinings  of  grey  gossamer 
web  glistening  in  a  haze  of  gold.  Now  and  then  neighbours 
passed,  and  nodded  or  called  a  greeting,  which  Madame 
Patoux  answered  cheerily,  still  knitting  vivaciously ;  and  the 
long  shafts  of  sunshine  grew  longer,  casting  deeper  shadows 
as  the  quarters  chimed.  All  at  once  there  was  a  cry, — a 
woman's  figure  came  rushing  precipitately  across  the  square, — 
Madame  Patoux  sprang  up,  and  her  children  ran  out  of  the 
porch  as  they  recognised  Martine  Doucet. 

"Martine!  ]\Iartine !  What  is  it!"  they  all  cried  simul- 
taneously. 

Martine,  breathless,  dishevelled,  laughing  and  sobbing  alter- 
nately, tried  to  speak,  but  could  only  gesticulate  and  throw 
up  her  hands  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy,  but  whether  of  despair 
or  joy  could  not  be  guessed.  Madame  Patoux  shook  her 
by  the  arm. 

"  Martine  ! — speak — what  is  it ! " 

Martine  made  a  violent  effort. 

"  Fabien  !— Fabien "  she  gasped,  flinging  herself  to  and 

fro  and  still  sobbing  and  laughing. 

"  Mon  Dieu!"  cried  Madame  in  horror.  ''Is  the  child 
dead?" 

"  No,  no  ! "  and  Martine  again  tossed  her  arms  aloft 

in  a  kind  of  frenzy.  "No — but  look  you! — there  t's  a  God! 
Yes  ! — we  thought  He  was  an  invention  of  the  priests — but 
no  —  He  is  a  real  God  after  all !— Oh  mes  enfants  ! "  and 
she  tried  to  grasp  the  amazed  Henri  and  Babette  in  her 
arms,  "You  are  two  of  His  angels! — you  took  my  boy  to 
the  Cardinal " 

The  children  glanced  at  each  other. 

"  Yes — yes  !  "  they  murmured  breathlessly. 

"  Well !    and   see  what  has   happened  ! See  !  —  Here 

comes  Fabien  ! — " 
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And,  as  she  spoke  exultantly,  with  an  excitement  that 
seemed  to  inspire  every  nerve  of  her  body,  a  little  figure 
came  running  lightly  towards  them, — the  light  strong  figure 
of  a  boy  with  fair  curls  flying  in  the  wind,  and  a  face  in 
which  the  large,  grey,  astonished  eyes  flashed  with  an  almost 
divine  joy. 

"  Mother  !     Mother  !  "  he  cried. 

Tvladame  Patoux  felt  as  though  the  heavens  had  suddenly 
opened  to  let  the  angels  down.  Was  this  Fabien  ?  Fabien, 
who  had  hobbled  painfully  upon  crutches  all  his  life,  and 
had  left  her  house  in  his  usual  condition  an  hour  or  so  ago  ? 
This  straight-limbed  child,  running  with  the  graceful  and 
easy  movement  of  a  creature  who  had  never  known  a  day's 
pain? 

"Fabien,  is  it  thou?"  almost  screamed  Henri,  "Speak,  is 
it  thou  ?  " 

"  It  is  I,"  said  Fabien,  and  he  stopped,  panting  for  breath, 
— then  threw  his  arms  round  his  mother's  neck,  and  faced 

them, — "  It  is  I ! — strong  and  well ! thanks  to  God,  and 

the  prayer  of  the  Cardinal !  " 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  dead  silence,  —  a  silence  of 
stupefied  amazement,  unbroken  save  by  the  joyful  weeping 
of  Martine.  Then  suddenly  a  deep-toned  bell  rang  from 
the  topmost  tower  of  Notre  Dame — and  in  the  flame-red 
of  the  falling  sun,  the  doves  that  make  their  homes  among 
the  pinnacles  of  the  great  Cathedral,  rose  floating  in  cloudy 
circles  towards  the  sky.  One  bell — and  then  another — yet 
another ! 

"The  Angelus ! "  cried  Babette  dropping  on  her  knees 
and  folding  her  hands,  "The  Angelus!  Mother! — Martine! 
Henri ! — Fabien  !     The  Angelus  ! — " 

Down  they  all  knelt,  a  devotional  group,  in  the  porch 
through  which  the  good  Cardinal  had  so  lately  passed,  and 
the  bells  chimed  sweetly  and  melodiously  as  Fabien  reverently 
repeated  the  "Angelic  Salutation,"  amid  responses  made 
with  tears  and  thanksgiving ; — and  neighbours  and  townsfolk 
hearing  of  the  miracle,  came  hastening  to  the  Hotel  Poitiers 
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to  enquire  into  its  truth,  and  pausing  as  they  saw  the  cluster 
of  kneeling  figures  in  the  porch,  instinctively  and  without 
question  knelt  also, — then,  as  the  news  spread,  all  the  people 
came  running  and  gathering  together,  and  dropping  on  their 
knees  amazed  and  awe-struck, — till  the  broad  square  showed 
but  one  black  mass  of  a  worshipping  congregation  under 
the  roseate  sky, — their  voices  joining  in  unison  with  the 
clear  accents  of  one  little  happy  child ;  while  behind  them 
rose  the  towers  of  Notre  Dame,  and  over  their  heads  the 
white  doves  flew  and  the  bells  of  the  Angelus  rang  !  And 
the  sun  dropped  slowly  into  the  west,  crimson  and  glorious, 
like  the  shining  rim  of  a  Sacramental  Cup  held  out,  and 
then  drawn  slowly  back  again  by  angel  hands  within  the 
Veil  of  Heaven. 


VII 


MEANWHILE,  unconscious  of  the  miracle  his  prayer 
had  wrought.  Cardinal  Bonpre  and  his  young  charge 
Manuel,  arrived  in  Paris,  and  drove  from  the  station  direct 
to  a  house  situated  near  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  where  the 
Cardinal's  niece,  Angela  Sovrani,  only  daughter  of  Prince 
Sovrani,  and  herself  famous  throughout  Europe  as  a  painter 
of  the  highest  promise,  had  a  suite  of  rooms  and  studio, 
reserved  for  her  occasional  visits  to  the  French  capital. 
Angela  Sovrani  was  a  rare  type  of  her  sex, — unlike  any  other 
woman  in  the  world,  so  those  who  knew  her  best  were  wont 
to  declare.  Without  being  actually  beautiful,  according  to 
the  accepted  lines  and  canons  of  physical  perfection,  she 
created  around  her  an  effect  of  beauty,  which  was  dazzling 
and  exciting  to  a  singular  degree — people  who  came  once 
within  the  charmed  circle  of  her  influence  could  never  forget 
her,  and  always  spoke  of  her  afterwards  as  a  creature  apart; 
— a  "woman  of  genius, — yes! — "  they  said,  "But  something 
more  even  than  that."      And   this   "something  more,"  was 
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just  the  inexplicable  part  of  her  which  governed  her  whole 
being,  and  rendered  her  so  indescribably  attractive.  And 
she  was  not  without  beauty— or  perhaps  it  should  be  termed 
loveliness  rather, — of  an  exquisitely  suggestive  kind,  which 
provoked  the  beholder  into  questioning  where  and  how  the 
glamour  of  it  fell.  In  her  eyes,  perhaps,  the  secret  lay, — they 
were  violet-grey  in  hue,  and  drowsy-lidded,  with  long  lashes 
that  swept  the  delicate  pale  cheeks  in  a  dark  golden  fringe 
of  shadow,  through  which  the  sparkle  of  vision  gleamed, — 
now  warningly,  now  tenderly, — and  anon,  these  same  half- 
shut  and  deep-fringed  lids  would  open  wide,  letting  the  full 
brilliance  of  the  soul  behind  the  eyes  pour  forth  its  luminance, 
in  flashes  of  such  lightning-like  clearness  and  compelling  force, 
that  it  was  impossible  not  to  recognise  something  higher  than 
mere  woman  in  the  dazzle  of  that  spiritual  glory.  In  figure 
she  was  wonderfully  slight, — so  slight  indeed  that  she  suggested 
a  delicate  willow-withe  such  as  can  be  bent  and  curved  with 
one  hand — yet  this  slightness  stood  her  in  good  stead,  for 
being  united  with  extreme  suppleness,  it  gave  her  a  grace 
of  movement  resembling  that  of  some  skimming  mountain 
bird  or  sea-swallow,  which  flies  with  amazing  swiftness  yet 
seeming  slowness.  Angela  never  moved  quickly, — no  one 
had  ever  seen  her  in  what  is  termed  a  "rush,"  or  a  vulgar 
hurry.  She  did  everything  she  had  to  do  without  haste, 
without  noise,  without  announcement  or  assertion  of  any 
kindj — and  all  that  she  did  was  done  as  perfectly  as  her 
ability  could  warrant.  And  that  ability  was  very  great  indeed, 
and  displayed  itself  in  small  details  as  well  as  large  attempts. 
Whether  she  merely  twisted  her  golden-brown  hair  into  a 
knot,  or  tied  a  few  flowers  together  and  fastened  them  on  her 
dress  with  a  pearl  pin,  either  thing  was  perfectly  done — with- 
out a  false  line  or  a  discordant  hue.  Her  face,  form,  voice 
and  colouring  were  like  a  chord  of  music,  harmonious, — and 
hence  the  impression  of  satisfaction  and  composure  her 
presence  always  gave.  In  herself  she  was  a  creature  of 
remarkable  temperament  and  character  ; — true  womanly  in 
every  delicate  sentiment,  fancy  and  feeling,  but  with  some- 
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thing  of  the  man-hero  in  her  scorn  of  petty  aims,  her  delight 
in  noble  deeds,  her  courage,  her  ambition,  her  devotion  to 
duty  and  her  unflinching  sense  of  honour.  Full  of  rare  per- 
ceptions and  instinctive  knowledge  of  persons  and  motives, 
she  could  only  be  deceived  and  blinded  where  her  deepest 
affections  were  concerned,  and  there  she  could  certainly  be 
fooled  and  duped  as  completely  as  the  wisest  of  us  all.  Look- 
ing at  her  now  as  she  stood  awaiting  her  uncle's  arrival  in 
the  drawing-room  of  her  "suite,"  the  windows  of  which  faced 
the  Bois,  she  expressed  to  the  air  and  surroundings  the 
personality  of  a  thoughtful,  charming  young  woman, — no 
more.  Her  black  silk  gown,  cut  simply  in  the  prevailing 
mode  of  definitely  outlining  the  figure  from  throat  to  hips, 
and  then  springing  out  in  pliant  folds  of  trailing  drapery,  had 
nothing  remarkable  about  it  save  its  Parisian  perfection  of 
fit, — the  pale  "  Gloire  de  France "  rose  that  rested  lightly 
amongst  the  old  lace  at  her  neck,  pinned,  yet  looking  as  though 
it  had  dropped  there  merely  out  of  a  languid  desire  to  escape 
from  further  growing,  was  her  only  ornament.  Her  hair,  full 
of  curious  lights  and  shades  running  from  brown  to  gold  and 
gold  to  brown  again,  in  a  rippling  uncertain  fashion,  clustered 
thickly  over  her  brow  and  was  caught  back  at  the  sides  in 
a  loose  twist  after  the  style  of  the  Greek  vestals, — and  her 
fine,  small  white  hands  and  taper  fingers,  so  skilled  in  the 
use  of  the  artist's  brush,  looked  too  tiny  and  delicate  to  be 
of  any  service  save  to  receive  the  kisses  of  a  lover's  lips, — or 
to  be  raised,  folded  pure  and  calm,  in  a  child-hke  appeal  to 
Heaven.  Certainly  in  her  fragile  appearance  she  expressed 
nothing  save  indefinable  charm — no  one,  studying  her  physiog- 
nomy, would  have  accredited  her  with  genius,  power,  and  the 
large  conceptions  of  a  Murillo  or  a  Raphael ; — yet  within  the 
small  head  lay  a  marvellous  brain — and  the  delicate  body 
was  possessed  by  a  spirit  of  amazing  potency  to  conjure  with. 
While  she  watched  for  the  first  glimpse  of  the  carriage  which 
was  to  bring  her  uncle  the  Cardinal,  whom  she  loved  with 
a  rare  and  tender  devotion,  her  thoughts  were  occupied  with 
a  letter  she  had  received  that  morning  from  Rome, — a  letter 
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"writ  in  choice  Italian,"  which  though  brief,  contained  for 
her  some  drops  of  the  essence  of  all  the  world's  sweetness, 
and  was  worded  thus — 

"  My  own  Love  !  A  century  seems  to  have  passed  away 
since  you  left  Rome.  The  hours  move  slowly  without  you — 
they  are  days, — even  years ! — but  I  feel  your  spirit  is  always 
with  me !  Absence  for  those  who  love,  is  not  absence  after 
all !  To  the  soul,  time  is  nothing,  —  space  is  nothing,  — 
and  my  true  and  passionate  love  for  you  makes  an  invisible 
bridge,  over  which  my  thoughts  run  and  fly  to  your  sweet 
presence,  carrying  their  delicious  burden  of  a  thousand  kisses  ! 
— a  thousand  embraces  and  blessings  to  the  Angela  and  angel 
of  my  life  !     From  her  devoted  lover,  Florian." 

Her  devoted  lover,  Florian  !  Yes ;  Florian  Varillo — her 
comrade  in  art,  was  her  lover, — a  genius  himself,  who  had 
recognised  her  genius  and  had  bowed  before  it,  conquered 
and  subdued.  Florian,  the  creator  of  exquisitely  delicate 
landscapes  and  seascapes,  with  nymphs  and  cupids  and  nereids 
and  syrens,  all  daintily  portrayed  therein, — pictures  so  ethereal 
and  warm  and  bright  in  colour  that  they  were  called  by  some 
of  the  best  Italian  critics,  the  "amoretti"  of  painting,— he, 
this  wonderful  man,  had  caught  her  soul  and  heart  by  storm, 
in  a  few  sudden,  quickly-whispered  words  one  night  when  the 
moon  was  at  the  full,  hanging  high  over  the  gardens  of  the 
Pincio, — and,  proud  of  her  security  in  the  love  she  had  won, 
Angela  had  risen  by  leaps  and  bounds  to  a  magnificence  of 
creative  effort  and  attainment  so  far  beyond  him,  that  old 
and  wise  persons,  skilled  in  the  wicked  ways  of  the  world, 
would  sometimes  discourse  among  themselves  in  dubious 
fashion  thus—"  Is  it  possible  that  he  is  not  jealous  ?  He  must 
surely  see  that  her  work  is  superior  to  his  own  ! "  And  others 
would  answer  "Oh  no!  No  man  was  ever  known  to  admit, 
even  in  thought,  that  a  woman  can  do  better  things  in  art 
than  himself!  If  a  masculine  creature  draws  a  picture  on  a 
paving-stone  he  will  assure  himself  in  his  own  Ego,  that  it  is 
really  much  more  meritorious,  simply  as  'man's  work'  than 
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the  last  triumph  of  a  Rosa  Bonheur.  Besides,  you  have  to 
remember  that  in  this  case  the  man  is  the  woman's  lover — 
he  could  soon  kill  her  genius  if  he  chose.  He  has  simply  to 
desert  her, — such  an  easy  thing  ! — so  often  done  ! — and  she 
will  paint  no  more.  Women  are  all  alike, — they  rest  on  love, 
— when  that  fails,  then  everything  fails,  and  they  drop  into  old 
age  without  a  groan."  And  then  perhaps  a  stray  cynic  would 
say,  "But  Angela  Sovrani  need  not  depend  on  one  lover 
surely? — "  and  he  would  get  for  answer  "No,  she  need  not — 
but  it  so  happens  that  she  does," — which  to  everybody  seemed 
extraordinary,  more  particularly  in  Italy,  where  morals  are  so 
lax,  that  a  woman  has  only  to  be  seen  walking  alone  in  the 
public  gardens  or  streets  with  one  of  the  opposite  sex,  and  her 
reputation  is  gone  forever.  It  is  no  use  to  explain  that  the 
man  in  question  is  her  father,  her  brother  or  her  uncle, — he 
simply  could  not  be!  He  is  THE  man,  the  one  inevitable. 
Few  Italians  (in  Italy)  believe  in  the  chastity  of  English 
women, — their  reasons  for  doubt  being  because  they  see 
the  fair  and  free  ones  going  to  parties,  theatres  and  other 
places  of  amusement  with  their  friends  of  the  other  sex  in 
perfect  ease  and  confidence.  And  in  the  case  of  Angela 
Sovrani,  though  she  was  affianced  to  Horian  Varillo  with  her 
father's  consent,  (reluctantly  obtained,)  and  the  knowledge  of 
all  the  Roman  world  of  society,  she  saw  very  little  of  him, — 
and  that  little,  never  alone.  Thus  it  was  very  sweet  to  receive 
such  consoling  words  as  those  she  had  had  from  him  that  day, 
— "Time  is  nothing, — space  is  nothing, — and  my  true  and 
passionate  love  for  you  makes  an  invisible  bridge  over  which 
my  thoughts  run  and  fly  to  your  sweet  presence ! "  The 
letter  lay  warm  in  her  bosom  just  under  the  "Gloire  de 
France"  rose;  she  pressed  it  tenderly  with  her  little  hand 
now  simply  for  the  childish  pleasure  of  hearing  the  paper 
rustle,  and  she  smiled  dreamily. 

"Florian!"  she  murmured  half  aloud — "  J/y  Florian  J  " 
And  she  recalled  certain  lines  of  verse  he  had  written  to  her, 
— for  most  Italians  write  verse  as  easily  as  they  eat  macaroni; 
— and  there  are  countless  rhymes  to  "amor"  in  the  dulcet 
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Dante-tongue,  whereas  our  rough  English  can  only  supply  for 
the  word  "love"  some  three  or  four  similar  sounds, — which 
is  perhaps  a  fortunate  thing.     Angela  spoke  English  and  French 
as  easily  and  fluently  as  her  native  Tuscan,  and  had  read  the 
most  notable  books  in  all  three  languages,  so  she  was  well 
aware  that  of  all  kinds  of  human  speech  in  the  world  there  is 
none  so  adapted  for  making  love  and  generally  telling  lies  in, 
as  the  "lingua  Toscaiia  ift  bocca  Romaria."'     And  this  particular 
'^lingua"  Florian  possessed  in  fullest  perfection  of  sweetness, 
so  far  as  making  love  was  concerned ; — of  the  telling  of  lies 
he  was,  according  to  Angela's  estimate  of  him,  most  nobly 
ignorant.       She   had    not   many   idle   moments   however   for 
meditation  on  her  love-matters,  or  for  dreamy  study  of  the 
delicate  beginnings  of  the  autumnal  tints  on  the  trees  of  the 
Bois,  for  the  carriage  she  had  been  awaiting  soon  made  its 
appearance,    and   bowling    rapidly   down    the   road   drew   up 
sharply  at  the  door.     She  had  just  time  to  perceive  that  her 
uncle  had  not  arrived  alone,  when  he  entered, — and  with  a 
pretty  grace  and  reverence  for  his  holy  calling,  she  dropped 
on  one  knee  before  him  to  receive  his  benediction,  which  he 
gave  by  laying  a  hand  on  her  soft  hair  and  signing  the  cross 
on  her  brow.     After  which  he  raised  her  and  looked  at  her 
fondly. 

"  My  dear  child  ! " — he  said,  tenderly, — and  again  "  My 
dear  child  ! " 

Then  he  turned  towards  Manuel,  who  had  followed  him, 
and  was  now  standing  quietly  on  the  threshold  of  the 
apartment. 

"Angela,  this  is  one  of  our  Lord's  'little  ones,'"  he  said, — 
'•He  is  alone  in  the  world,  and  I  have  made  myself  his 
guardian  and  protector  for  the  present.  You  will  be  kind  to 
him — yes! — as  kind  as  if  you  were  his  sister,  will  you  not? — 
for  we  are  all  one  family  in  the  sight  of  Heaven,  and  sorrow 
and  loneliness  and  want  should  but  strengthen  the  love  which 
must  knit  us  all  together." 

Raising  her  candid  eyes,  and  fixing  them  on  Manuel,  Angela 
smiled.     The  thoughtful  face  and  pathetic  expression  of  the 
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boy  greatly  attracted  her,  and  in  her  heart  she  secretly 
wondered  where  her  uncle  had  found  so  intelligent  and 
inspired-looking  a  creature.  But  one  of  her  «;^feminine 
attributes  was  a  certain  lack  of  curiosity  concerning  other 
people's  aiTairs,  and  an  almost  fastidious  dislike  of  asking 
questions  on  matters  which  did  not  closely  concern  her.  So 
she  contented  herself  with  giving  him  that  smile  of  hers 
which  in  itself  contained  all  sweetness,  and  saying  gently, — 

"  You  are  very  welcome  !  You  must  try  to  feel  that  wher- 
ever my  uncle  is, — that  is  'home.'" 

"  I  have  felt  that  from  the  first," — replied  Manuel  in  his  soft 
musical  voice,  "  I  was  all  alone  when  the  Cardinal  found  me, 
— but  with  him  the  world  seems  full  of  friends." 

Angela   looked    at   him    still    more    attentively;    and    the 
fascination  of  his   presence   became  intensified.     She  would 
have  liked  to  have  continued  the  conversation,  but  her  uncle 
was  fatigued  by  his  journey,  and  expressed  the  desire  for  an 
hour's  rest.     She  therefore  summoned  a  servant  to  show  him 
to  the  rooms   prepared  for  his  reception,   whither  he  went, 
Manuel  attending  him, — and  when,  after  a  little  while,  Angela 
followed  to  see  that  all  was  arranged  suitably  for  his  comfort, 
she  found  that  he  had  retired  to  his  bed-chamber,  and  that 
just  outside  his  door  in  a  little  anteroom  adjoining,  his  "waif 
and   stray "  was   seated,   reading.     There  was   something  in- 
describable about  the  boy  even  in  this  reposeful  attitude  of 
study, — and  Angela  observed  him  for  a  minute  or  two,  herself 
unseen.     His   face  reminded  her  of  one  of  Fra   Angelico's 
seraphs, — the  same  broad  brow,  deep  eyes  and  sensitive  lips, 
which  seemed  to  suggest  the  utterance  of  wondrous  speech  or 
melodious  song, — the  same  golden  hair  swept  back  in  rich 
clusters, — the  same  eager,  inspired,  yet  controlled  expression. 
A  curious  fluttering  of  her  heart  disturbed  the  girl  as  she 
looked  ; — an  indefinable  dread — a  kind  of  wonder,  that  almost 
touched    on    superstitious   awe.     Manuel  himself,  apparently 
unconscious  of  her  observation,  went  on  reading,— -his  whole 
attitude  expressing  that  he  was  guarding  the  door  to  deter 
anyone  from  breaking  in  upon  the  Cardinal's  rest,  and  Angela 
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at  last  turned  away  reluctantly,  questioning  herself  as  to  the 
cause  of  the  strange  uneasiness  which  thrilled  her  mind. 

"  It  is  foolish,  of  course," — she  murmured,  "but  I  feel  just 
as  if  there  were  a  supernatural  presence  in  the  house,  .  .  . 
however, — I  always  do  have  that  impression  with  Uncle 
Felix,  for  he  is  so  good  and  noble-minded, — almost  a  saint, 

as  everyone    says — but   to-day   there   is   something  else 

something  quite  unusual " 

She  re-entered  the  drawing-room,  moving  slowly  with  an 
abstracted  air,  and  did  not  at  once  perceive  a  visitor  in  the 
room ; — a  portly  person  in  clerical  dress,  with  a  somewhat 
large  head  and  strongly  marked  features, — a  notable  character 
of  the  time  in  Paris,  known  as  the  Abbe  Vergniaud.  He  had 
seated  himself  in  a  low  fauteuil,  and  was  turning  over  the 
pages  of  the  month's  "Revue  de  Deux  Mondes,"  humming  a 
little  tune  under  his  breath  as  he  did  so, — but  he  rose  when 
he  saw  Angela,  and  advanced  smilingly  to  greet  her  as  she 
'Stopped  short,  with  a  little  startled  exclamation  of  surprise  at 
the  sight  of  him. 

"  Forgive  me ! "  he  said,  with  an  expressively  apologetic 
-gesture, — "Have  I  come  at  an  inopportune  moment?  I  saw 
your  uncle  arrive,  and  I  was  extremely  anxious  to  see  him  on 
a  little  confidential  matter — I  ventured  to  persuade  your 
servant  to  let  me  enter " 

"  No  apologies  are  necessary,  Monsieur  I'Abbe,"  said 
Angela,  quickly,  "My  uncle  Felix  is  indeed  here,  but  he  is 
tired  with  his  journey  and  is  resting " 

"Yes,  I  understand!"  And  Monsieur  I'Abbe  showing 
no  intention  to  take  his  leave  on  account  of  the  Cardinal's 
non-presence,  bowed  low  over  the  extended  hand  of  "  the 
Sovrani"  as  she  was  sometimes  called  in  the  world  of  art, 
where  her  name  was  a  bone  for  envious  dogs-in-the-manger  to 
fight  over — "But  if  I  might  wait  a  little  while " 

"Your  business  with  my  uncle  is  important  ?"  questioned 
Angela  with  slightly  knitted  brows. 

"  My  dear  child,  all  business  is  important, — "  declared  the 
Abbd,    with   a   smile   which   spread   the   light   of    a   certain 
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satirical  benevolence  all  over  his  plump  clean-shaven  face,  "  or 
so  we  think — we  who  consider  that  we  have  any  business, — 
which  is  of  course  a  foolish  idea, — but  one  that  is  universal 
to  human  nature.  We  all  imagine  we  are  busy — which  is  so 
curious  of  us!  Will  you  sit  here?  Permit  me!"  And  he 
dexterously  arranged  a  couple  of  cushions  in  an  arm-chair  and 
placed  it  near  the  window.  Angela  half-reluctantly  seated 
herself,  watching  the  Abbe  under  the  shadow  of  her  long 
lashes  as  he  sat  down  opposite  to  her.  "Yes, — the  emmets, 
the  flies,  the  worms  and  the  men,  are  all  of  one  equality  in 
the  absurd  belief  that  they  can  do  things — things  that  will  last. 
Their  persistent  self-credulity  is  astonishing, — considering  the 
advance  the  world  has  made  in  science,  and  the  overwhelming 
proofs  we  are  always  getting  of  the  fact  that  we  are  only  One 
of  an  eternal  procession  of  many  mighty  civilizations,  all  of 
vrhich  have  been  swept  away  with  everything  they  have  ever 
learnt,  into  silence, — so  that  really  all  we  do,  or  try  to  do, 
amounts  to  doing  nothing  in  the  end  ! " 

"That  is  your  creed  I  know,"  said  Angela  Sovrani  with  a 
faint  sigh,  "  But  it  is  a  depressing  and  a  wretched  one." 

"  I  do  not  find  it  so,"  responded  the  Abbe,  complacently 
looking  at  a  fine  diamond  ring  that  glittered  on  the  little 
finger  of  his  plump  white  hand,  "It  is  a  creed  which  impresses 
upon  us  the  virtue  of  being  happy  during  the  present  moment, 
no  matter  what  the  next  may  bring.  Let  each  man  enjoy 
himself  according  to  his  temperament  and  capabilities.  Do 
not  impose  bounds  upon  him — give  him  his  liberty  !  Let  him 
alone  !  Do  not  try  to  bamboozle  him  with  the  idea  that  there 
is  a  God  looking  after  him.  So  will  he  be  spared  m.uch 
disappointment  and  useless  blasphemy.  If  he  makes  his  own 
affairs  unpleasant  in  this  world,  he  will  not  be  able  to  lift  up 
his  hands  to  the  innocent  skies,  which  are  only  composed  of 
ether,  and  blame  an  impossible  Large  Person  sitting  up  there 
who  can  have  no  part  in  circumstances  which  are  entirely 
unknown  outside  the  earth's  ridiculously  small  orbit." 

He  smiled  kindly  as  he  spoke,  and  looked  paternally  at 
"the  Sovrani,"  who  flushed  with  a  sudden  warmth  that  sent 
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a  wave  of  pale  rose  over  her  face,  and  made  her  cheeks  the 
colour  of  the  flower  she  wore. 

"How  cruel  you  are!"  she  said,  "How  cold  —  how 
didactic !  You  would  give  each  man  his  freedom  according 
to  habit  and  temperament, — no  matter  whether  such  habit 
and  temperament  led  to  crime  or  otherwise, — you  would 
impose  upon  him  no  creed, — no  belief  in  anything  higher  than 
himself, — and  yet- — you  remain  in  the  Church  !  " 

The  Abbe  laughed  softly. 

"Chere  Sovrani!  You  are  angry  —  deliciously  angry! 
Impulsively,  enthusiastically,  beautifully  vexed  with  me !  I 
like  to  see  you  so, — you  are  a  woman  of  remarkable  genius, 
and  yet  you  are  quite  a  little  child  in  heart — a  positive  child, 
with  beliefs  and  hopes  !  I  should  not  wonder  if  you  even 
believed   that  love   itself  is   eternal ! — that  most   passing   of 

phantoms  1 yes — and    you    exclaim    against    me   because 

I  venture  to  think  for  myself?  It  is  appalling  that  I  should 
think  for  myself  and  yet  remain  in  the  Church  ?  My  dear 
lady,  you  might  just  as  well,  after  unravelling  the  dirty 
entanglement  of  the  Dreyfus  case,  have  turned  upon  our 
late  friend  Faure  and  exclaimed  'And  yet  you  remained 
President!'" 

Angela's  violet  eyes  glowed. 

"  He  was  not  allowed  to  remain  President,"  she  said. 

"No,  he  was  not.  He  died.  Certainly!  And  I  know 
you  think  he  would  not  have  died  if  he  had  done  his  best  to 
clear  the  character  of  an  innocent  man.  To  women  of  your 
type,  it  always  seems  as  if  God — the  Large  Person  up  above — 
stepped  in  exactly  at  the  right  moment.  It  would  really 
appear  as  if  it  were  so  at  times.  But  such  things  are  mere 
coincidences." 

"I  do  not  believe  in  coincidences,"  said  Angela  decisively, 
"I  do  not  believe  in  'chance'  or  'luck,'  or  what  you  call 
'fortuitous'  haphazard  arrangements  of  any  sort.  I  think 
everything  is  planned  by  law  from  the  beginning;  even  to  the 
particular  direction  in  which  a  grain  of  dust  floats  through 
space.     It  is  all  mathematical  and  exact.     And  the  moving 
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Spirit — the  Divine  Centre  of  things,  whom  I  call  God, — 
cannot  dislodge  or  alter  one  particle  of  the  majestic  system 
without  involving  the  whole  in  complete  catastrophe.  It  is 
our  mistake  to  'chance'  things — at  least,  so  I  think.  And  if 
I  exclaim  against  you  and  say, — 'why  do  you  remain  in 
the  Church?'  it  is  because  I  cannot  understand  a  man  of 
conscience  and  intellect  outwardly  professing  one  thing  while 
inwardly  he  means  another.  Because  God  will  take  him  in 
the  end  at  his  own  interior  valuation,  not  at  his  outward 
seeming." 

"  Uncomfortable,  if  true,"  said  the  Abb($,  still  smiling. 
"When  one  has  been  at  infinite  pains  all  one's  life  to  present 
a  charmingly  virtuous  and  noble  aspect  to  the  world,  it  would 
be  indeed  distressing  if  at  the  last  moment  one  were  obliged 
to  lift  the  mask  ..." 

"Sometimes  one  is  not  given  the  chance  to  lift  it," 
interposed  Angela,  "It  is  torn  off  ruthlessly  by  a  force 
greater  than  one's  own.  'Call  no  man  happy  till  his  death,' 
you  know." 

"Yes,  I  know,"  and  the  Abbt^  settled  himself  in  his  chair 
more  comfortably ; — he  loved  an  argument  with  "  the  Sovrani," 
and  was  wont  to  declare  that  she  was  the  only  woman  in  the 
world  who  had  ever  made  him  wish  to  be  a  good  man, — "But 
that  maxim  can  be  taken  in  two  ways.  It  may  mean  that  no 
man  is  happy  till  his  death, — which  I  most  potently  believe, — 
or  it  may  mean  that  a  man  is  only  judged  after  his  death,  in 
which  case  it  cannot  be  said  to  affect  his  happiness,  as  he  is 
past  caring  whether  people  think  ill  or  well  of  him.  Besides, 
after  death  it  must  needs  be  all  right,  as  every  man  is  so 
particularly  fortunate  in  his  epitaph  ! " 

Angela  smiled  a  little. 

"  That  is  witty  of  you,"  she  said,  "  but  the  fact  of  every 
man  having  a  kindly-worded  epitaph,  only  proves  goodness  of 
heart  and  feeling  in  his  relatives  and  friends " 

"  Or  gratitude  for  a  fortune  left  to  them  in  his  will," 
declared  the  Abbe  gaily,  "  or  a  sense  of  relief  that  the  dear 
creature  has  gone  and  will  never  come  back  !     Either  motive, 
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would  I  know,  inspire  me  to  write  most  pathetic  verses  !  Now 
you  bend  your  charming  brows  at  me, — inea  adpa !  I  have 
said  something  outrageous  ?  " 

"  Not  from  the  point  of  view  at  which  yon  take  hfe,"  said 
Angela  quietly,  "but  I  was  just  then  thinking  of  a  cousin  of 
mine, — a  very  beautiful  woman  ;  her  husband  treated  her  with 
every  possible  sort  of  what  I  should  term  civil  cruelty, — polite 
torture— refined  agony.  If  he  had  struck  her,  or  shot  her 
dead,  it  would  have  been  far  kinder.  But  his  conduct  was 
worse  than  murder.  He  finally  deserted  her,  and  left  her 
penniless  to  fight  her  own  way  through  the  world.  Then  he  died 
suddenly ;  and  she  forgot  all  his  faults,  spoke  of  him  as  though 
he  had  been  a  model  of  goodness,  and  lives  now  for  his 
memory,  ever  mourning  his  loss.  In  her  case  the  feeling  of 
regret  had  nothing  to  do  with  money,  for  he  spent  all  her 
fortune  and  left  her  nothing  even  of  her  own.  She  has  to 
work  hard  for  her  living  now, — but  she  loves  him  and  is  as 
true  to  him  as  if  he  were  still  alive.  What  do  you  say 
to  that?" 

"  I  say  that  the  lady  in  question  must  be  a  charming 
person  !  "  replied  the  Abbe,  "  Perfectly  charming  !  But  of 
course  she  is  deceiving  herself;  and  she  takes  pleasure  in  the 
self-deception.  .She  knows  that  the  man  had  deserted  her  and 
was  quite  unworthy  of  her  devotion  ;— but  she  pretends  to 
herself  that  she  does  7iot  know.  And  it  is  charming  of  course  ! 
But  women  will  do  that  kind  of  thing.  It  is  extraordinary, — 
but  they  will !  They  all  deceive  themselv'es  in  matters  of  love. 
EvenjVOT*;  deceive  yourself." 

Angela  started. 

"  I  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 

"Yes — you — why  not?"  And  the  Abbe  treated  her  to 
one  of  his  particularly  paternal  smiles.  "  You  are  betrothed 
to  Florian  Varillo, — but  no  man  ever  had  or  ever  could  have 
all  the  virtues  with  which  you  endow  this  excellent  Florian. 
He  is  a  delightful  creature, — a  good  artist — unique  in  his 
own  particular  line,  —  but  you  think  him  something  much 
greater  than  even  artist  or   man — a  sort  of  god,  (though  the 
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gods  themselves  were  not  impeccable)  only  fit  to  be  idealised. 
Now  I  am  not  a  believer  in  the  gods, — but  of  course  it  is 
delightful  to  me  to  meet  those  who  are." 

"  Signor  Varillo  needs  neither  praise  nor  defence,"  said 
Angela  with  a  slight  touch  of  hauteur,  "  All  the  world  knows 
what  he  is  ! " 

"  Yes,  precisely  !  That  is  just  it, — all  the  world  knows 
what  he  is, — "  and  the  Abbe  rubbed  his  forehead  with  an  air 
of  irritation,  "  And  I  am  vexing  you  by  my  talk,  I  can  see  ! 
Well,  well !  You  must  forgive  my  garrulity  ; — I  admit  my 
faults — I  am  old — I  am  a  cynic — I  talk  too  much — I  have  a 
bad  opinion  of  man,  and  an  equally  bad  opinion  of  the  Forces 
that  evolved  him.  By  the  way,  I  met  that  terrible  reformer 
and  Socialist  Aubrey  Leigh  at  the  Embassy  the  other  day — 
the  man  who  is  making  such  a  sensation  in  England  with  his 
'  Addresses  to  the  People.'  He  is  quite  an  optimist,  do  you 
know?  He  believes  in  everything  and  everybody, — even  in 
me!" 

Angela  laughed,  and  her  laughter  sweet  and  low,  thrilled  the 
air  with  a  sense  of  music. 

"  That  is  wonderful !  "  she  said  gaily, — "  Even  in  you  !  And 
how  does  he  manage  to  believe  in  you,  Monsieur  I'Abbe? 
Do  tell  me  ! " 

A  little  frown  wrinkled  the  Abba's  brow. 

"  Well!  In  a  strange  way,"  he  responded.  "You  know  he 
is  a  very  strange  man,  and  believes  in  very  strange  things. 
When  I  treat  humanity  as  a  jest — which  is  really  how  it 
should  be  treated  —  he  looks  at  me  with  a  grand  air  of 
tolerance,  '  Oh,  you  will  progress  ; '  he  says,  '  You  are  passing 
through  a  phase.'  '  My  dear  sir,'  I  assure  him,  '  I  have 
lived  in  this  "  phase,"  as  you  call  it,  for  forty  years.  I  used  to 
pray  to  the  angels  and  saints  and  to  all  the  difterent  little 
Madonnas  that  live  in  different  places,  till  I  was  twenty.  Then 
I  dropped  all  the  pretty  heaven-toys  at  once ; — and  since 
then  I  have  believed  in  nothing — myself,  least  of  all.  Now  I 
am  sixty — and  yet  you  tell  me  I  am  only  passing  through  a 
phase.'     '  Quite  so,'  he  answers  me  with  the  utmost  coolness. 
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'  Your  forty  years — or  your  sixty  years,  are  a  Moment  merely  ; 
— the  Moment  will  pass — and  you  will  find  another  Moment 
coming  which  will  explain  the  one  which  has  just  gone. 
Nothing  is  simpler  ! '  And  when  I  ask  him  which  will  be  the 
best  Moment,— the  one  that  goes,  or  the  one  that  comes — he 
says  that  I  am  making  the  coming  Moment  for  myself — '  which 
is  so  satisfactory '  he  adds,  with  that  bright  smile  of  his, 
*  because  of  course  you  will  make  it  pleasant ! '  '  Ilfaut  que 
tout  hotnme  trouve  pour  lui  meme  une  possibilite  particuliere  de 
vie  superieiire  dans  fhumble  et  inevitable  realite  guotidienfie.' 
I  do  not  find  the  ^possibilite  particuliere ' — but  this  man  tells 
me  it  is  because  I  do  not  trouble  to  look  for  it.  What  do  you 
think  about  it?" 

Angela's  eyes  were  full  of  dreamy  musing. 

"  I  think  Mr.  Leigh's  ideas  are  beautiful,"  she  said,  slowly, 
"  I  have  often  heard  him  talk  on  the  subject  of  religion — and 
of  art,  and  of  work, — and  all  he  says  seems  to  be  the  expres- 
sion of  a  noble  and  sincere  mind.    He  is  extraordinarily  gifted." 

"  Yes, — and  he  is  becoming  rather  an  alarming  personage  in 
England,  so  I  hear, — •"  returned  the  Abbe  — "  He  writes 
books  that  are  distinctly  dangerous,  because  true.  He  wants 
to  upset  shams  like  our  Socialist  writer  Gys  Grandit.  Gys 
Grandit,  you  know,  will  never  be  satisfied  till,  like  Rousseau, 
he  has  brought  about  another  French  Revolution.  He  is  only 
a  peasant,  they  say,  but  he  writes  with  the  pen  of  a  prophet. 
And  this  Englishman  is  of  the  same  calibre, — only  his  work  is 
■directed  against  religious  hypocrisies  more  than  social  ones.  I 
daresay  that  is  why  I  always  feel  so  uneasy  in  his  presence  !  " 
And  Vergniaud  laughed  lightly.  "  For  the  rest,  he  is  a 
brilliant  creature  enough,  and  thoroughly  manly.  The  other 
evening  at  the  Club,  that  little  Vicomte  de  Lorgne  was 
chattering  in  his  usual  offensive  manner  about  women,  and 
Leigh  astonished  everyone  by  the  way  in  which  he  pulled  him 
up.  There  was  almost  a  very  pretty  quarrel, — but  a  stray  man 
happened  to  mention  casually, — that  Leigh  was  considered 
one  of  the  finest  shots  in  England.  After  that  the  dear 
Vicomte  vanished,  and  did  not  return  ! " 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  107 

Angela  laughed. 

"Poor  de  Lorgne  !  Yes — I  have  heard  that  Mr.  Leigh 
excels  in  everything  that  is  distinctly  English— riding,  shooting, 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing.     He  is  not  effeminate." 

"  Few  Englishmen  are,"  said  the  Abbe, — "  And  yet  to  my 
mind  there  is  something  not  altogether  English  in  this  man. 
He  has  none  of  the  heavy  British  mental  and  physical  stolidity. 
He  is  strong  and  muscular  certainly,  —  but  also  light  and 
supple, — and  with  that  keen,  intellectual  delicate  face  of  his, 
he  is  more  of  the  antique  Greek  type  than  like  a  son  of  Les 
Isles  Sans-Soleil." 

"  Sans-Soleil,"  echoed  Angela,  "But  there  is  plenty  of 
sunshine  in  England!" 

"Is  there?  Well,  I  have  been  unfortunate, — I  have  never 
seen  any  !  — "  and  the  Abb^  gave  a  shrug  of  half  regret,  half 
indifference.  "It  is  very  curious  the  effect  that  this  so  brave 
England  has  upon  me  !  In  crossing  to  its  shores  I  suffer  of 
course  from  the  mal  de  fner, — then  when  I  arrive  exhausted 
to  the  white  cliffs,  it  is  generally  raining — then  I  take  train  to 
London,  where  it  is  what  is  called  black  fog ;  and  I  find  all 
the  persons  that  I  meet  either  with  a  cold,  or  going  to  have  a 
cold,  or  just  recovering  from  a  cold  !  It  is  not  lively — the  very 
funerals  are  dull !     And  you — this  is  not  your  experience  ?  " 

"No — frankly  I  cannot  say  it  is,"  replied  Angela,  "I  have 
seen  rain  and  fog  in  Rome  that  cannot  be  surpassed  for 
wretchedness  anywhere.  Italy  is  far  more  miserable  in  cold 
weather  than  England.  I  passed  a  summer  once  in  England, 
and  it  was  to  me  like  a  glimpse  of  Paradise.  I  never  saw  so 
many  flowers — I  never  heard  so  many  birds — (you  know  in 
Italy  we  kill  all  the  singing  birds  and  eat  them),  and  I  never 
met  so  many  kind  and  gentle  people." 

"Well ! — perhaps  the  religious  sects  in  England  are  respons- 
ible for  the  general  feeling  of  depression  in  the  English  atmos- 
phere," said  the  Abbd  with  a  light  laugh,  "They  are  certainly 
foggy  !  The  one  round  Sun  of  one  Creed  is  unknown  to  them. 
I  assure  you  it  is  best  to  have  one  light  of  faith,  even  though 
it  be  only  a  magic  lantern, — a  toy  to  amuse  the  children  of 
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this  brief  life  before  their  everlasting  bedtime  comes — "  He 
broke  off  abruptly  as  a  slow  step  was  heard  approaching  along 
the  passage,  and  in  another  moment  Cardinal  Bonpre  entered 
the  room. 

"Ah,  le  bien  aime  Felix!"  cried  Vergniaud,  hastening  to 
meet  him  and  clasp  his  outstretched  hand,  bowing  slightly 
over  it  as  he  did  so,  "I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  wait  for  you, 
cher  Monseigneur,  being  anxious  to  see  you — and  I  understand 
your  stay  in  Paris  will  not  be  long  ?  " 

"A  few  days  at  most,  my  dear  Abbe,"- — replied  the  Cardinal, 
gently  pressing  the  hand  of  Vergniaud  and  smiling  kindly. 
"  You  are  well  ?  But  surely  I  need  not  ask — you  seem  to  be 
in  the  best  of  health  and  spirits." 

"Ah,  my  seeming  is  always  excellent !"  returned  the  Abbe, 
"  However,  I  do  not  fare  badly,  I  have  thrown  away  all  hard 
thinking !" 

"And  you  are  happier  so?" 

"Well,  I  am  not  quite  sure!  There  is  undoubtedly  a 
pleasure  in  analysing  the  perplexities  of  one's  own  mind. 
Still,  on  the  whole,  it  is  perhaps  better  to  enjoy  the  present 
hour  without  any  thought  at  all." 

"  Like  the  butterflies  !"  laughed  Angela. 

"  Yes — if  butterflies  do  enjoy  their  hour, — which  I  am  not  at 
all  prepared  to  admit.  In  my  opinion  they  are  very  dissatisfied 
creatures,- — no  sooner  on  one  flower  than  off  they  go  to 
another.  Very  like  human  beings  after  all !  But  I  imagine 
they  never  worry  themselves  with  philosophical  or  religious 
questions." 

"  And  do  you  ?  "  enquired  Bonpre,  smiling,  as  he  sat  down 
in  the  easy-chair  his  niece  placed  for  him. 

"Not  as  a  rule!"  answered  Vergniaud  frankly,  with  a 
light  laugh — "But  I  confess  I  have  done  a  little  in  that  way 
lately.  Some  of  the  new  sciences  puzzle  me, — I  am  surprised 
to  find  how  closely  they  approach  to  the  fulfilment  of  old 
prophecies.  One  is  almost  inclined  to  believe  that  there  must 
be  a  next  world  and  a  future  life." 

"I    think    such    belief  is   now   placed    beyond    mere    in- 
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cHnation,"  said  the  Cardinal — "There  is  surely  no  doubt 
of  it." 

Vergniaud  gave  him  a  quick  side-glance  of  earnest  scrutiny. 

"With  you,  perhaps  not — "  he  replied — "But  with  me, — 
well ! — it  is  a  different  matter.  However  it  is  really  no  use 
worrying  one's  self  with  the  question  of  'To  be,  or  not  to  be.' 
It  drove  Hamlet  mad,  just  as  the  knotty  point  as  to  whether 
Hamlet  himself  was  fat  or  lean,  nearly  killed  our  hysterical 
little  boy  Catullus  Mendes.  It  is  best  to  leave  eternal  subjects 
like  God  and  Shakspeare  alone." 

He  laughed  again,  but  the  Cardinal  did  not  smile. 

"I  do  not  agree  with  you,  Vergniaud,"  he  said — "I  fear  it 
is  because  we  do  not  think  sutificiently  for  ourselves  on  the 
One  eternal  subject,  that  so  much  mischief  threatens  us  at 
the  present  time.  To  take  gifts  and  ignore  the  Giver  is  surely 
the  blackest  ingratitude,  yet  that  is  what  the  greater  part  of 
humanity  is  guilty  of  in  these  days.  Never  was  there  so  much 
beholding,  and  yet  ignoring  of  the  Divine  as  now.  Science  is 
searching  for  God,  and  is  getting  closer  to  Him  every  day ; — 
the  Church  remains  stationary  and  refuses  to  look  out  beyond 
her  own  pale  of  thought  and  conventional  discipline.  I 
know, — "  and  the  Cardinal  hesitated  a  moment,  "  I  know  I 
can  speak  quite  plainly  to  you,  for  you  are  what  is  called  a 
freethinker — yet  I  doubt  whether  you  are  really  as  free  as  you 


imagme 


!" 


The  Abbe  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"I  imagine  nothing!"  he  declared  airily,  "Everything  is 
imagined  for  me  nowadays, — and  imagination  itself  is  like  a 
flying  Geni  which  overtakes  and  catches  the  hair  of  some 
elusive  Reality  and  turns  its  face  round,  full-shining  on  an 
amazed  world  ! " 

"  A  pretty  simile  ! "  said  Angela  Sovrani,  smiling. 

"  Is  it  not  ?  Almost  worthy  of  Paul  Verlaine  who  was  too 
'inspired '  to  keep  either  his  body  or  his  soul  clean.  Why  was 
I  not  a  poet !  Helas  ' — fact  so  much  outweighs  fancy  that  it 
is  no  longer  any  use  penning  a  sonnet  to  one's  mistress's 
eyebrow.     One  needs  to  write  with  thunderbolts  in  characters 
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of  lightning,  to  express  the  wonders  and  discoveries  of  this 
age.  When  I  find  I  can  send  a  message  from  here  to  London 
across  space,  without  wires  or  any  visible  means  of  communi- 
cation,— and  when  I  am  told  that  probably  one  of  these  days 
I  shall  be  able  at  will  to  see  the  person  to  whom  I  send  the 
message,  reflected  in  space  while  the  message  is  being  delivered, 
— I  declare  myself  so  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  fairy  prodigies 
revealed  to  me,  that  I  have  really  no  time,  and  perhaps  no 
inclination  to  think  of  any  other  world  than  this  one." 

"You  are  wrong  then,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "Very  wrong, 
Vergniaud  !  To  me,  these  discoveries  of  science,  this  apparent 
yielding  of  invisible  forces  into  human  hands,  are  signs  and 
portents  of  terror.  You  remember  the  line  'the  powers  of 
heaven  shall  be  shaken '  ?  Those  powers  are  being  shaken 
now  !  We  cannot  hold  them  back  ; — -they  are  here,  with  us  ; — 
but  they  mean  much  more  than  mere  common  utility  to  our 
finite  selves.  They  are  the  material  declarations  of  what  is 
spiritual.  They  are  the  scientific  proofs'  that  Christ's  words  to 
'  this  generation,'  namely,  this  particular  phase  of  creation, — 
are  true.  '  Blessed  are  they  which  have  not  seen  and  yet 
believed '  He  said ; — and  many  there  are  who  have  passed 
away  from  us  in  rapt  faith  and  hope,  believing  not  seeing,  and 
with  whom  we  may  rejoice  in  spirit,  knowing  that  all  must  be 
well  with  them.  But  now — now  we  are  come  upon  an  age  of 
doubt  in  the  world — doubt  which  corrodes  and  kills  the  divine 
spirit  in  man,  and  therefore  we  are  being  forced  to  see  that  we 
may  believe, — but  the  seeing  is  terrible  !  " 

"Why?" 

"  Because  in  the  very  beholding  of  things  we  remain  blind  !  " 
answered  the  Cardinal,  "  Our  intense  selfishness  obscures  the 
true  light  of  every  fresh  advance.  We  accept  new  marvels  of 
knowledge,  as  so  much  practical  use  to  us,  and  to  the  little 
planet  we  live  on, — but  we  do  not  see  that  they  are  merely 
reflections  of  the  Truth  from  which  they  emanate.  The  toy 
called  the  biograph,  which  reflects  pictures  for  us  in  a  dazzling 
and  moving  continuity,  so  that  we  can  see  scenes  of  human 
life  in  action,  is  merely  a  hint  to  us  that  every  scene  of  every 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  iii 

life  is  reflected  in  a  ceaseless  moving  panorama  So7newhert  in 
the  Universe,  for  the  beholding  of  Soffieone, — yes  ! — there  must 
be  Someone  who  so  elects  to  look  upon  everything,  or  such 
possibilities  of  reflected  scenes  would  not  be, — inasmuch  as 
nothing  exists  without  a  Cause  for  existence.  The  wireless 
telegraphy  is  a  stupendous  warning  of  the  truth  that  'from 
God  no  secrets  are  hid,'  and  also  of  the  prophecy  of  Christ 
'there  is  nothing  covered  that  shall  not  be  revealed' — and, 
'  whatsoever  ye  have  spoken  in  darkness  shall  be  revealed  in 
light.'  The  latter  words  are  almost  appalling  in  their  absolute 
accord  with  the  latest  triumphant  discoveries  of  science  !" 

Abbe  Vergniaud  looked  at  the  Cardinal,  and  slightly  raised 
his  eyebrows  in  a  kind  of  wondering  protest. 

"  Tres-saint  Felix  ! "  he  murmured,  "  Are  you  turning  into 
a  mystic?  One  of  those  doubtful  personages  who  are  seeking 
to  reconcile  science  with  the  Church  ? " 

"  Stop  !"  interposed  the  Cardinal,  raising  his  hand  with  an 
eloquent  gesture,  "  Science  is,  or  should  be,  the  Church  ! — 
science  is  Truth,  and  Truth  is  God  !  God  cannot  be  found 
anywhere  in  a  lie  ;  and  the  Church  in  many  ways  would  make 
our  Divine  Redeemer  Himself  a  lie  were  it  not  that  His  words 
are  every  day  taking  fresh  meaning,  and  bringing  new  and 
solemn  conviction  to  those  who  have  eyes  to  see,  and  ears  to 
hear ! " 

He  spoke  as  if  carried  beyond  himself, — his  pale  cheeks 
glowed, — his  eyes  flashed  fire, — and  the  combined  eftect  of  his 
words  and  manner  was  startling  to  the  Abbe,  and  in  a  way 
stupefying  to  his  niece  Angela.  She  had  never  heard  him  give 
utterance  to  such  strong  sentiments  before,  and  she  shrank  a 
little  within  herself,  wondering  whether  as  a  Cardinal  of  the 
Roman  Church  he  had  not  been  too  free  of  speech.  She 
glanced  apprehensively  at  Vergniaud,  who  however  only 
smiled  a  little. 

"If  you  should  be  disposed  to  express  yourself  in  such 
terms  at  the  Vatican, — "  he  began. 

The  Cardinal  relapsed  into  his  usual  calm,  and  met  the 
Abbe's  questioning,  half-cynical  glance  composedly.     "  I  have 
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many  things  to  speak  of  at  the  Vatican,"  he  answered, — "  This 
matter  will  probably  be  one  of  them." 

"  Then "     But  whatever  Vergniaud  was  about  to  say  was 

interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  boy  Manuel,  who  at  that 
moment  came  into  the  room  and  stood  beside  the  Cardinal's 
chair.  The  Abbe  gave  him  an  upward  glance  of  surprise  and 
admiration. 

"Whom  have  we  here?"  he  exclaimed,  "One  of  your 
acolytes,  Monseigneur  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  the  Cardinal,  his  eyes  resting  on  the  fair  face 
of  the  lad  with  a  wistful  affection,  "A  little  stray  disciple  of 
our  Lord, — to  whom  I  have  ventured  to  offer  protection. 
There  is  none  to  question  my  right  to  do  so,  for  he  is  quite 
alone  in  the  world." 

And  in  a  few  words  he  related  how  he  had  discovered  the 
boy  on  the  previous  night,  weeping  outside  the  Cathedral  in 
Rouen.  Angela  Sovrani  listened  attentively,  her  violet  eyes 
darkening  and  deepening  as  she  heard, — now  and  then  she 
raised  them  to  look  at  the  youthful  waif  who  stood  so  quietly 
while  the  story  of  his  troubles  was  told  in  the  gentle  and 
sympathetic  way  which  was  the  Cardinal's  usual  manner  of 
speech,  and  which  endeared  him  so  much  to  all.  "And  for 
the  present,"  finished  Bonpre,  smiling — "  he  stays  with  me, 
and  already  I  have  found  him  skilled  in  the  knowledge  of 
many  things, — he  can  read  Scripture  with  a  most  musical  and 
clear  emphasis, — and  he  is  a  quick  scribe,  so  that  he  will  be 
valuable  to  me  in  more  ways  than  one." 

"  Ah  ! "  and  the  Abbe  turned  himself  round  in  his  chair  to 
survey  the  boy  more  attentively,  "  You  can  read  Scripture  ?  But 
can  you  understand  it  ?     If  you  can,  you  are  wiser  than  I  am  ! " 

Manuel  regarded  him  straightly. 

"Was  it  not  once  said  in  Judaea  that  'it  is  the  Spirit  that 
quickeneth '  ?  "  he  asked. 

"True! — And  from  that  you  would  infer  .  .  .  ?" 

"That  when  one  cannot  understand  Scripture,  it  is  perhaps 
for  the  reason  that '  the  letter  killeth,  because  lacking  the  Spirit 
that  giveth  life.' " 
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The  boy  spoke  gently  and  with  grace  and  modesty, — but 
something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  had  a  strange  effect  on  the 
cynical  temperament  of  Abbd  Vergniaud. 

"  Here,"  he  mused,  "  is  a  lad  in  whom  the  principle  of  faith 
is  strong  and  pure, — shall  I  drop  the  poison  of  doubt  into  the 
open  flower  of  his  mind,  or  leave  it  uncontaminated  ?  "  Aloud 
he  said,  kindly, 

"  You  speak  well, — you  have  evidently  thought  for  yourself. 
Who  taught  you  to  recognise  '  the  Spirit  that  giveth  life '  ?  " 

Manuel  smiled. 

"  Does  that  need  teaching  ?  "  he  asked. 

Radiance  shone  in  his  eyes, — the  look  of  purity  and  candour 
on  his  young  face  was  infinitely  touching  to  the  two  men  who 
beheld  it, — the  one  worn  with  age  and  physical  languors,  the 
other  equally  worn  in  mind,  if  not  in  body.  In  the  brief 
silence  which  followed, — a  silence  of  unexpressed  feeling, — a 
soft  strain  of  organ-music  came  floating  deliciously  towards 
them ; — a  delicate  thread  of  grave  melody  which  wove  itself  in 
and  out  the  air-spaces,  murmuring  suggestions  of  tenderness 
and  appeal.     Angela  smiled,  and  held  up  one  finger,  listening. 

"That  is  Mr.  Leigh,"  she  said,  "Ke  is  in  my  studio 
improvising." 

"  Happy  Mr.  Leigh  !  "  said  the  Abbe  with  a  little  malicious 
twinkle  in  his  eyes,  "To  be  allowed  to  improvise  at  all  in  the 
studio  of  the  Sovrani !  " 

Angela  flushed,  and  lifted  her  fair  head  with  a  touch  of 

pride. 

"Mr.  Leigh  is  a  friend,"  she  said,  "He  is  welcome  in  the 
studio  always.  His  criticism  of  a  picture  is  valuable, — besides 
— he  is  a  celebrated  Englishman ! "  She  laughed,  and  her 
eyes  flashed. 

"Ah!  To  a  celebrated  Englishman  all  things  are  con- 
ceded! "said  the  Abbe  satirically,  "Even  the  right  to  enter 
the  sanctum  of  the  most  exclusive  lady  in  Europe  !  Is  it  not 
a  curious  thing  that  the  good  Britannia  appears  to  stick  her 
helmet  on  the  head,  and  put  her  sceptre  in  the  hand  of  every 
one  of  her  sons  who  condescends  to  soil  his  boots  by  walking 
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on  foreign  soil?  With  the  helmet  he  defies  the  gendarme, — 
with  the  sceptre  he  breaks  open  every  door, — we  prostrate 
ourselves  before  his  face  and  curse  him  behind  his  back, — 
c'est  drole ! — yet  we  are  all  alike,  French,  Germans,  Austrians, 
and  Italians; — we  hate  the  Englishman,  but  we  black  his 
boots  all  the  same, — which  is  contemptible  of  us, — mais,  que 
faire  !  He  is  so  overwhelming  in  sheer  impudence  !  With 
culture  and  politeness  we  might  cross  swords  in  courtly  duel, 
— but  in  the  presence  of  absolute  bluff,  or  what  is  called 
'cheek,'  we  fall  flat  in  sheer  dismay  !  What  delicious  music  ! 
I  see  that  it  charms  our  young  friend, — he  is  fond  of  music." 

"Yes,"  said  Manuel,  speaking  for  himself  before  any 
question  could  be  put  to  him,  "  I  love  it !  It  is  like  the  fresh 
air, — full  of  breath  and  life  !  " 

"Come  then  with  me,"  said  Angela,  "Come  into  the  studio 
and  we  will  hear  it  more  closely.  Dearest  uncle,"  and  she 
knelt  for  a  moment  by  the  Cardinal's  chair,  "Will  you  come 
there  also  when  Monsieur  I'Abbe  has  finished  talking  with 
you?" 

Cardinal  Bonpre's  hand  rested  lovingly  on  her  soft  hair. 

"Yes,  my  child,  I  will  come."  And  in  a  lower  tone  he 
added, — "  Do  not  speak  much  to  Manuel, — he  is  a  strange 
lad  ;  more  fond  of  silence  and  prayer  than  other  things, — and 
if  such  is  his  temperament  I  would  rather  keep  him  so." 

Angela  bowed  her  head  in  acquiescence  to  this  bidding, — 
then  rising,  left  the  room,  with  a  gentle  gesture  of  invitation  to 
the  boy,  who  at  once  followed  her.  As  the  two  disappeared 
a  chill  and  a  darkness  seemed  to  fall  upon  the  air,  and  the 
Cardinal  sank  back  among  the  cushions  of  his  fauteuil  with 
a  deep  sigh  of  utter  exhaustion.  Abbe  Vergniaud  glanced  at 
him  inquisitively. 

"You  are  very  tired,  I  fear?"  he  said. 

"Physically,  no, — mentally,  yes.  Spiritually,  I  am  certainly 
fatigued  to  the  death." 

The  Abbd  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Helas !  There  is  truly  much  in  spiritual  matters  to 
engender  weariness  ! "  he  said. 
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With  a  sudden  access  of  energy  the  Cardinal  gripped  both 
arms  of  his  chair  and  sat  upright. 

"For  God's  sake  do  not  jest!"  he  said  earnestly,  "Do  not 
jest !  We  have  all  been  jesting  too  long,  and  the  time  is  near 
when  we  shall  find  out  the  bitter  cost  of  it !  Levity — careless- 
ness— doubt  and  final  heresy — I  do  not  mean  heresy  against 
the  Church,  for  that  is  nothing " 

*'  Nothing  ! "  exclaimed  the  Abbe,  "  i'ou  say  this  ?  " 

"  I  say  it !  "  And  Bonpre's  thin  worn  features  grew  trans- 
figured with  the  fervour  of  his  thought,  "  I  am  a  priest  of  the 
Church — but  I  am  also  a  man, — with  reason,  with  brain,  and 
with  a  love  of  truth  ;— and  I  can  faithfully  say  I  have  an  almost 
jealous  honour  for  my  Master — but  I  repeat,  heresy  against 
the  Church  is  nothing, — it  is  heresy  against  Christ  which  is 
the  crime  of  the  age, — and  in  that,  the  very  Church  is  heretic  t 
Heresy  against  Christ  1  Heresy  against  Christ !  A  whole 
system  of  heresy  !  '  I  never  knew  you, — depart  from  Me,  ye 
workers  of  iniquity,'  will  be  our  Lord's  words  at  the  Last 
Judgment !" 

The  Abbe's  wonderment  increased.  He  looked  down  a 
moment,  then  looked  up,  and  a  quizzical,  half-melancholy 
expression  filled  his  eyes. 

"  Well,  I  am  very  much  concerned  in  all  this,"  he  said,  "  I 
wanted  to  have  a  private  talk  with  you  on  my  own  account, 
principally  because  I  know  you  to  be  a  good  man,  while  I  am 
a  bad  one.  I  have  a  trouble  here, — "  and  he  touched  the 
region  of  his  heart,  "  which  the  wise  doctors  say  may  end  my 
days  at  any  moment ;  two  years  at  the  utmost  is  the  ultimatum 
of  my  life,  so  I  want  to  know  from  you,  whom  I  know  to  be 
intelligent  and  honest,  whether  you  believe  I  am  going  to 
another  existence, — and  if  so,  what  sort  of  a  one  you  think  is 
in  prospect  for  such  a  man  as  I  am  ?  Now  don't  pity  me,  my 
dear  Bonpre,  —  don't  pity  me  ! — "  and  he  laughed  a  little 
huskily  as  the  Cardinal  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it  with  a 
silent  sympathy  more  eloquent  than  words,  "We  must  all 
die, — and  if  I  am  to  go  somewhat  sooner  than  I  expected, 
that  is  nothing  to  compassionate  me  for.     But  there  is  just  a 
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little  uncertainty  in  my  mind, — I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  death 
is  the  end — I  wish  I  could  be  quite  positive  of  the  fact.  I 
was  once — quite  positive.  But  science,  instead  of  giving  me 
this  absolute  comfort,  has  in  its  later  progress,  upset  all  my 
former  calculations,  and  I  am  afraid  I  must  own  that  there 
is  indubitably  Something  Else, — which  to  my  mind  seems 
distinctly  disagreeable ! " 

Though  the  Abbe  spoke  lightly,  the  troubled  look  remained 
in  his  eyes  and  the  Cardinal  saw  it. 

"  My  dear  Vergniaud,"  he  began  gently,  "  I  am  grieved  at 
what  you  tell  me " 

"No,  don't  be  grieved," — interrupted  Vergniaud,  "because 
that  is  not  it.  Talk  to  me  !  Tell  me  what  you  truly  think. 
That  this  life  is  only  a  schoolroom  where  we  do  our  lessons 
more  or  less  badly  ?  That  death  is  but  the  name  for  another 
life  ?  Now  do  not  force  your  faith  for  me.  Tell  me  your 
own  honest  conviction.  Do  we  end  ? — or  do  we  begin  again  ? 
Be  frank  and  fair  and  true;  according  to  the  very  latest 
science,  remember !  —  not  according  to  the  latest  hocus- 
pocus  of  twelfth-century  mandate  issued  from  Rome.  You 
see  how  frank  I  am,  and  how  entirely  I  go  with  you.  But  I 
am  going  further  than  you, — I  am  bound  for  the  last  voyage, — 
so  you  must  not  offer  me  the  wrong  pass-word  to  the  shore ! " 

"  No,  I  will  give  you  the  right  pass-word,"  said  the  Cardinal, 
a  fervid  glow  of  enthusiasm  lighting  up  his  features.  "  It  is 
Christ  in  all,  and  through  all  !  Christ  only ;  —  Christ,  the 
friend  and  brother  of  man ; — the  only  Divine  Teacher  this 
world  has  ever  had,  or  ever  will  have  ! " 

"You  believe  in  Him  really, — truly, — then?"  exclaimed  the 
Abbe  wonderingly. 

"  Really — truly,  and  with  all  my  heart  and  soul ! "  responded 
the  Cardinal  firmly, — "Surely,  you  too,  believe?" 

"No,"  said  the  Abb^  firmly,  "I  do  not !  I  would  as  soon 
believe  that  the  lad  you  have  just  rescued  from  the  streets  of 
Rouen  is  divine,  as  that  there  is  any  divinity  in  the  Man  of 
Nazareth  ! " 

He  rose  up  as  he  spoke  in  a  kind   of  petulance,  —  then 
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started  slightly  as  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Manuel. 
The  boy  had  entered  noiselessly  and  stood  for  a  moment 
glancing  from  one  priest  of  the  Church  to  the  other.  A  faint 
smile  was  on  his  face, — his  blue  eyes  were  full  of  light. 

"Did  you  call  me,  my  lord  Cardinal?"  he  asked. 

The  Cardinal  looked  up. 

"  No,  my  child  ! " 

*'  I  thought  I  heard  you  !  If  you  should  need  me,  I  am  close 
at  hand." 

He  went  away  as  quietly  as  he  had  entered  ; and  the  same 

silence  followed  his  departure  as  before, — a  silence  which  was 
only  disturbed  by  the  occasional  solemn  and  sweet  vibrations 
of  the  distant  music  from  the  studio. 


VIII 

A  STRANGE  lad  ! "  said  Abbe  Vergniaud,  abruptly. 
"  Strange  ?     In  what  way  do  you  find  him  so  ? "' 
asked  the  Cardinal  with  a  touch  of  an.xiety. 

The  Abbe  knitted  his  brows  perplexedly,  and  took  a  short 
turn  up  and  down  the  room.     Then  he  laughed. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  cannot  tell  you  !  "  he  declared,  with  one  of 
those  inimitable  gestures  common  to  Frenchmen,  a  gesture 
which  may  mean  anything  or  nothing, — "  But  he  speaks  too  well, 
and  surely,  thinks  too  much  for  his  years.  Is  there  nothing 
further  to  tell  of  him  save  what  you  have  already  said  ?  Nothing 
that  you  know  of  him,  beyond  the  plain  bare  fact  of  having 
found  him  weeping  alone  outside  the  doors  of  the  Cathedral  ?  " 

"Nothing  indeed!"  replied  the  Cardinal  bewildered. 
"What  else  should  there  be?" 

The  Abbe  hesitated  a  moment,  and  when  he  spoke  again 
it  was  in  a  softer  and  graver  tone. 

"  Forgive  me  !  Of  course  there  could  be  nothing  else  with 
you.     You  are  so  different  to  all  other  Churchmen  I  have  ever 
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known.     Still,  the  story  of  your  foundling  is  exceptional ; 

you  will  own  that  it  is  somewhat  out  of  the  common  course 
of  things,  for  a  Cardinal  to  suddenly  constitute  himself  the 
protector  and  guardian  of  a  small  tramp — for  this  boy  is 
nothing  else.  Now,  if  it  were  any  other  Cardinal-Archbishop 
than  yourself,  I  should  at  once  say  that  His  Eminence  knew 
exactly  where  to  find  the  mother  of  his  protege  !  " 

"  Vergniaud  ! "  exclaimed  the  Cardinal. 

"  Forgive  me  !  I  said  '  forgive  me '  as  a  prelude  to  my 
remarks,"  resumed  Vergniaud,  "I  am  talking  profanely, 
sceptically,  and  cynically,  —  I  am  talking  precisely  as  the 
world  talks,  and  as  it  always  will  talk." 

"The  world  may  talk  itself  out  of  existence,  before  it  can 
hinder  me  from  doing  what  I  conceive  to  be  my  duty,"  said 
Felix  Bonpre,  calmly,  "  The  lad  is  alone  and  absolutely  friend- 
less,— it  is  but  fitting  and  right  that  I  should  do  what  I  can 
for  him." 

Abbe  Vergniaud  sat  down,  and  for  a  moment  appeared 
absorbed  in  thought. 

"You  are  a  curious  man;"  he  at  length  observed,  "And  a 
more  than  curious  priest!  Here  you  are,  assuming  the 
guardianship  of  a  boy  concerning  whom  you  know  nothing, — 
when  you  might  as  well  have  handed  him  over  to  one  of  the 
orphanages  for  the  poor,  or  have  paid  for  his  care  and  educa- 
tion with  some  of  the  monastic  brethren  established  near 
Rouen, — but  no ! — you,  being  eccentric,  feel  as  if  you  were 
personally  responsible  to  God  for  the  child,  simply  because 
you  found  him  lost  and  alone ;  and  therefore  you  have  him 
with  you.  It  is  very  good  of  you, — we  will  call  it  great  of 
you — but  it  is  not  usual.  People  will  say  you  have  a  private 
motive ; — you  must  remember  that  the  world  never  gives  you 
credit  for  doing  a  good  action  simply  for  the  pure  sake  of  doing 
it,—'  there  must  be  something  behind  it  all,'  they  say.  When 
the  worst  cocotte  of  the  age  begins  to  lose  her  beauty,  the 
prospect  is  so  alarming  that  she  thinks  there  may  be  a 
possible  hell  after  all,  and  she  straightway  becomes  charitable 
and  renowned  for  good  works; — precisely  in  the  same  way  as 
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our  famous  stage  'stars,'  knowing  their  lives  to  be  less  clean 
than  the  lives  of  their  horses  and  their  dogs,  give  subscriptions 
and  altar-cloths  and  organs  to  the  clergy.  It  is  all  very 
amusing  ! — I  assure  you  I  have  often  laughed  at  it.  It  is  as 
if  thoy  took  Heaven  by  its  private  ear  in  confidence,  and  said, 
'See  now,  I  want  to  put  things  straight  with  you  if  I  can  ! — 
and  if  a  few  church-ornaments,  and  candlesticks  will  pacify 
you,  why  take  them  and  hold  your  tongue  ! ' " 

He  paused,  but  the  Cardinal  was  silent. 

"I  know,"  went  on  the  Abbe,  "that  you  think  I  am 
indulging  in  the  worst  kind  of  levity  to  talk  in  this  way.  It 
sounds  horrible  to  you.  And  you  perhaps  think  I  cannot 
be  serious.  My  dear  Saint  Felix,  there  never  was  a  more 
serious  man  than  I.  I  would  give  worlds — universes — to 
believe  as  you  do  !  I  have  written  books  of  religious  dis- 
cussion,— not  because  I  wanted  the  notice  of  the  world  for 
them, — for  that  I  do  not  care  about, — but  for  the  sake  of 
wrestling  out  the  subject  by  myself,  and  making  my  pen  my 
confidant.  I  tell  you  I  envy  the  woman  who  can  say  her 
rosary  with  the  simple  belief  that  the  Virgin  Mary  hears  and 
takes  delight  in  all  those  repetitions.  Nothing  would  have 
given  me  greater  pleasure  than  to  have  composed  a  volume 
of  prayers, — a  'Garland  of  Flowers' — such  as  an  innocent 
girl  could  hold  in  her  hands,  and  bend  her  sweet  eyes  over. 
It  would  have  been  a  taste  of  the  sensual-spiritual,  or  the 
spiritual-sensual, — which  is  the  most  exquisite  of  all  human 
sensations." 

"There  is  no  taint  of  sensuality  in  the  purely  spiritual," 
said  the  Cardinal  reprovingly. 

"Not  for  your  nature, — no  !  You  have  made  your  body  a 
transparent  scabbard  through  which  the  glitter  of  the  Soul- 
sword  is  almost  visible.  But  I  am  different.  I  am  so  much 
of  a  materialist  that  I  like  to  pull  down  Heaven  to  the  warm 
bosom  of  Earth  and  make  them  mingle.  You  would  lift  up 
Earth  to  Heaven  !  Ah,  that  is  difiicult !  Even  Christ  came 
down !  It  is  the  chief  thing  I  admire  in  Him,  that  He 
*  descended  from  Heaven  and  was  made  Man.'    Tres  cher  Felix, 
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I  shall  bewilder  you  to  death  with  my  specious  and  frivolous 
reasoning,— and  after  all,  I  had  much  better  come  to  the 
main  fact  of  what  I  intended  to  tell  you,— a  sort  of  confession 
out  of  church.  You  know  I  have  already  told  you  I  am  going 
to  die  soon,  and  that  I  am  a  bad  man  confessedly  and 
hopelessly,— but  among  other  things  is  this,  (and  if  you  can 
give  me  any  advice  upon  it  I  will  take  it,)  that  for  the  last 
four  or  five  years  I  have  been  dodging  about  to  escape  being 
murdered, — not  because  I  particularly  mind  being  murdered, 
because  I  probably  deserve  it,— and  one  way  of  exit  is  as  good 
as  another, — but  because  I  want  to  save  the  would-be  murderer 
from  committing  his  crime.     Is  not  that  a  good  motive  ?  " 

Cardinal  Bonprd  gazed  at  him  in  astonishment.  Vergniaud 
appeared  to  him  in  an  entirely  new  light.  He  had  always 
known  him  as  a  careless,  cynical-tempered  man; — a  close 
thinker,— a  clever  writer,  and  a  brilliant  talker,— and  he  had 
been  inclined  to  consider  him  as  a  "society"  priest, — one  of 
those  amiable  yet  hypocritical  personages,  who,  by  the  most 
Jesuitical  flatteries  and  studied  delicacies  of  manner,  succeed 
in  influencing  weak-minded  persons  of  wealth  (especially 
women)  to  the  end  of  securing  vast  sums  of  money  to  the 
Church, — obtaining  by  these  means  such  rank  and  favour 
for  themselves  as  would  otherwise  never  have  been  granted 
to  them.  But  now  the  Abbe's  frank  admission  of  his  own 
sins  and  failings  seemed  a  proof  of  his  inherent  sincerity, 
— and  sincerity,  whether  found  in  orthodoxy  or  heterodoxy, 
always  commanded  the  Cardinal's  respect. 

"  Are  you  speaking  in  parables  or  in  grave  earnest  ?  "  he  asked, 
*'  Do  you  really  mean  that  you  are  shadowed  by  some  would-be 
assassin  ?    An  assassin  too,  whom  you  actually  wish  to  protect  ?  " 

"Exactly!"  And  Vergniaud  smiled  with  the  air  of  one 
who  admits  the  position  to  be  curious  but  by  no  means 
alarming.  "  I  want  to  save  him  from  the  guillotine ;  and  if 
he  murders  me  I  cannot !  It  is  a  question  of  natural  instinct 
merely.     The  would-be  assassin  is  my  son  !  " 

Cardinal  Bonpre  raised  his  clear  blue  eyes  and  fixed  them 
full  on  the  Abbe. 
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"This  is  a  very  serious  matter,"  he  said  gently,  "Surely  it 
is  best  to  treat  it  seriously?" 

"  Oh,  I  am  serious  enough,  God  knows !"  returned  Vergniaud 
with  a  heavy  but  impatient  sigh,  "  I  suppose  there  is,  there 
must  be,  some  terribly  exact  Mathematician  concerned  in  the 
working  of  things,  else  a  man's  past  sins  and  failings  being 
done  with  and  over,  would  not  turn  up  any  more.  But  they 
do  turn  up, — the  unseen  Mathematician  counts  every  figure ; 
— and  of  course  trouble  ensues.  My  story  is  simply  this ; — 
Some  twenty-five  years  ago  I  was  in  Touraine ;  I  was  a  priest 
as  I  am  now — Oh,  yes ! — the  sin  is  as  black  as  the  Church 
can  make  it ! — and  one  mid-summer  evening  I  strolled  into 
a  certain  quaint  old  church  of  a  certain  quaint  old  town — 
I  need  not  name  it — and  saw  there  a  girl,  as  sweet  as  an 
apple  blossom,  kneeling  in  front  of  the  altar.  I  watched  her, 
— I  see  her  now  ! — the  late  sunlight  through  the  stained  glass 
window  fell  like  a  glory  on  her  pretty  hair,  and  on  the  little 
white  kerchief  folded  so  daintily  across  her  bosom,  and  on 
her  small  hands  and  the  brown  rosary  that  was  twisted  round 
her  fingers.  She  was  praying,  so  she  told  me  afterwards,  to 
her  guardian  angel, — I  wonder  what  that  personage  was  about 
just  then,  Bonpre  !  Anyhow,  to  her  petition  came  no  answer 
but  a  devil, — a  devil  personified  in  me, — I  made  her  love  me, 
— I  tempted  her  by  every  subtle  and  hellish  persuasion  I  could 
think  of, — I  can  never  even  now  think  of  that  time  without 
wondering  where  all  the  eloquent  evil  of  my  tongue  came 

from and — well ! — she  never  was  able  to  ask  the  guardian 

angel  any  more  favours  !     And  I  ? 1  think  I  loved  her  for  a 

while, — but  no,  I  am  not  sure; — I  believe  there  is  no  such 
good  thing  as  absolute  love  in  my  composition.  Anyway,  I 
soon  left  Touraine,  and  had  almost  forgotten  her  when  she 
wrote  to  tell  me  of  the  birth  of  her  child — a  son.  I  gave  her 
no  reply,  and  then  she  wrote  again, — such  a  letter ! — such 
words!  At  the  moment  they  burnt  me, — stabbed  me — 
positively  hurt  me, — and  I  was  not  then  easily  hurt.  She 
swore  she  would  bring  the  boy  up  to  curse  his  father, — and 
to  put  it  quite  briefly, — she   did.     She   died   when  he   was 
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twenty,  and  it  now  appears  the  lad  took  an  oath  by  her  death- 
bed that  he  would  never  rest  till  he  had  killed  the  man  who 
had  dishonoured  his  mother,  and  broken  her  heart,  and 
brought  him  into  the  world  with  a  stigma  on  his  name.  No 
filial  respect  you  see ! "  And  Vergniaud  tried  to  force  a 
smile.  "  To  do  the  boy  justice,  he  apparently  means  to  keep 
his  oath, — he  has  not  rested ;  he  has  been  at  infinite  pains 
to  discover  me ;  he  has  even  been  at  the  trouble  to  write  me 
a  warning  letter,  and  is  now  in  Paris  watching  me.  I,  in  my 
turn,  take  care  to  protect  myself, — I  am  followed  by  detectives, 
and  am  at  enormous  pains  to  guard  my  life ;  not  for  my  own 
sake  but  for  his.  An  odd  complication  of  circumstances,  is 
it  not?  I  cannot  have  him  arrested  because  he  would  at 
once  relate  his  history,  and  my  name  would  be  ruined.  And 
that  would  be  quite  as  good  a  vengeance  for  him  as  the  other 
thing.     You  will  admit  that  it  is  a  very  dramatic  situation  !  " 

"It  is  a  retribution!"  said  the  Cardinal  in  a  low  voice, 
"And  a  terrible  one  !  " 

"Yes,  I  suppose  it  is.  I  imagined  you  would  consider  it 
in  that  light,"  and  Vergniaud  half  closed  his  eyes,  leaning 
back  in  his  chair  languidly,  "But  here  I  am,  willing  to  set 
things  as  straight  as  I  can,  and  it  really  seems  impossible  to 
arrange  matters.  I  am  to  die  soon,  according  to  the  doctors ; — 
and  so  I  have  made  my  will,  leaving  everything  I  possess  to 
this  ridiculous  boy  who  wishes  to  kill  me ;  and  it  is  more  than 
probable  that  he, — considering  how  he  has  been  brought  up 
and  educated — will  cast  all  the  money  into  the  dirt,  and  kick 
at  my  grave.     But  what  can  I  do  ?  " 

"Nothing,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "You  can  do  nothing, 
Vergniaud  !  That  is  the  worst  of  having  inflicted  a  wrong 
upon  the  innocent, — you  can  never  by  any  means  retrieve  it. 
You  can  repent, — -and  it  is  probable  that  your  very  repentance 
ensures  your  forgiveness  at  a  higher  tribunal  than  that  of 
earth's  judgment, — but  the  results  of  wrong  cannot  be  wiped 
out  or  done  away  with  in  this  life ; — they  continue  to  exist, 
and  alas  ! — often  multiply.  Even  the  harsh  or  unjust  word 
cannot  be  recalled,  and  however  much  we  may  regret  having 
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uttered  it,  somehow  it  is  never  forgotten.  But—"'  here  leaning 
forward,  he  laid  one  hand  gently  on  Vergniaud's  arm,  "My 
dear  friend — my  dear  brother — you  have  told  me  of  your 
sin  ; — it  is  a  great  sin, — but  God  forbid  that  I  should  presume 
to  judge  you  harshly  when  our  Lord  Himself  declared  that 
'  He  came  not  to  call  the  righteous  but  sinners  to  repentance.' 
It  may  be  that  I  can  fmd  a  way  to  help  you.  Arrange  for 
mc  to  see  this  misguided  son  of  yours, — and  I  will  endeavour 
to  fmd  a  means  of  restitution  to  him  and  to  the  memory  of 
his  mother  before  you  pass  away  from  us, — if  indeed  you  are 
to  pass  away  so  soon.  Under  the  levity  you  assume  I  perceive 
you  have  deep  feeling  on  this  matter; — you  shall  not  die  with 
a  wrong  on  your  soul,  Vergniaud ! — you  shall  not  if  I  can 
prevent  it !  For  there  undoubtedly  is  another  life ;  you  must 
go  into  it  as  purely  as  prayer  and  penitence  can  make  you  ! " 

"  I  thought,"  said  the  Abbe,  speaking  somewhat  unsteadily, 
"that  you  might  when  you  heard  all,  hurl  some  of  Rome's 
thunderous  denunciations  upon  me  ..." 

"What  am  I,  and  what  is  Rome,  compared  with  the 
Master's  own  word?"  said  the  Cardinal  gently.  "If  our 
brothers  sin  against  us  seventy  times  seven  we  are  still  to 
forgive,  and  they  are  still  our  brothers !  Denunciations, 
judgments  and  condemnations  of  one  another  are  not  any 
part  of  our  Lord's  commands." 

Vergniaud  rose  up  and  held  out  his  hand. 

"Will  you  take  it,"  he  said,  "as  a  pledge  that  I  will  faith- 
fully do  whatever  you  may  see  fitting  and  right  to  retrieve  the 
past? — and  to  clear  my  son's  soul  from  the  thirst  of  vengeance 
which  is  consuming  it  ?  " 

Cardinal  Bonpre  clasped  the  extended  hand  warmly. 

"There  is  your  answer!"  he  said,  with  a  smile  which 
irradiated  his  fine  countenance  with  an  almost  supernatural 
beauty  and  tenderness,  "You  have  sinned  against  Heaven, 
and  you  have  sinned  against  the  Church  and  your  own 
calling, — but  the  greatest  sinner  can  do  no  more  than  repent 
and  strive  to  make  amends.  For  I  see  you  fully  know  and 
comprehend  the  extent  of  your  sin." 
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"Yes,  I  know  it,"  and  Vergniaud's  eyes  were  clouded  and 
his  brows  knitted,  "I  know  it  only  too  well!  Greater  than 
any  fault  of  Church-discipline  is  a  wrong  to  human  life, — and 
I  wronged  and  betrayed  an  innocent  woman  who  loved  me  ! 
Her  soul  was  as  sweet  as  the  honey-cup  of  a  flower, — I  poisoned 
it !  That  was  as  bad  as  poisoning  the  Sacrament !  I  should 
have  kept  it  sweet  and  pure ;  I  should  have  let  the  Church  go, 
and  been  honest !  I  should  have  seen  to  it  that  the  child  of 
my  love  grew  up  to  honour  his  father, — not  to  merely  live  for 
the  murder  of  him  !     Yes ! — I  know  what  I  should  have  done 

1  know  what  I  have  not  done and  I  am  afraid  I  shall 

always  know  !  Unless  I  can  do  something  to  atone  I  have  a 
strange  feeling  that  I  shall  pass  from  this  world  to  the  next — 
and  that  the  first  thing  I  shall  see  will  be  her  face  !  Her  face 
as  I  saw  it  when  the  sunshine  made  a  halo  round  her  hair, 
and  she  prayed  to  her  guardian  angel." 

He  shuddered  slightly,  and  his  voice  died  away  in  a  half 
whisper,  and  the  Cardinal  pressed  his  hand  warmly  and 
tenderly. 

"Courage,  courage!"  he  said,  "It  is  true  we  cannot  do 
away  with  our  memories, — but  we  can  try  and  make  them 
sweet.  And  who  knows  how  much  God  may  help  us  in  the 
task?  Never  forget  the  words  that  tell  us  how  'the  angels 
rejoice  more  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth  than  over  ninety 
and  nine  just  persons.' " 

"Ah!"  and  the  Abbe  smiled,  recovering  somewhat  of  his 
usual  manner,  "And  that  is  so  faithfully  enforced  upon  us,  is 
it  not?  The  Churches  are  all  so  lenient?  And  Society  is 
so  kind?  —  so  gentle  in  its  estimate  of  its  friends?  Our 
Church,  for  example,  has  never  persecuted  a  sinner  ?  — 
—  has  never  tortured  an  unbeliever?  It  has  been  so 
patient,  and  so  unwearying  in  searching  for  stray  sheep 
and  bringing  them  back  with  love  and  tenderness  and 
pity  to  the  fold?  And  Churchmen  never  say  anything 
which  is  slanderous  or  cruel  ?  And  we  all  follow  Christ's 
teaching  so  accurately  ?  Yes  !  —  Ah  well  —  I  wonder  !  I 
wonder  what  will  be  the  end  !     I  wonder  why  we  came  into 
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life  at  all — I  wonder  why  we  go  !  Fortunately  for  me,  by 
and  by,  there  will  be  an  end  of  all  wondering,  and  you  can 
write  above  my  tomb,  '  Implora  pace  ' !  The  idea  of  commenc- 
ing a  new  life  is  to  me,  horrible, — I  prefer  *  Nirvana  '  or  nothing- 
ness.    Never  have  I  read  truer  words  than  those  of  Byron, 

'  Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen, 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguisli  free, 
And  know  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
'Tis  something  better  not  to  be. ' " 

"  I  cannot  think  that  is  either  true  or  good  philosophy," 
said  the  Cardinal,  "  It  is  merely  the  utterance  of  a  disappointed 
man  in  a  misanthropic  mood.  There  is  no  'not  to  be'  in 
creation.  Each  morning  that  lights  the  world  is  an  expression 
of  '  to  be ' !  And  however  much  we  may  regret  the  fact,  my 
dear  Vergniaud,  we  find  ourselves  in  a  state  of  '  being '  and  we 
must  make  the  best  of  it, — not  the  worst.     Is  that  not  so.-*" 

His  look  was  gentle  yet  commanding, — his  voice  soft  yet 
firm, — and  the  worldly  Abbe  felt  somewhat  like  a  chidden 
child  as  he  met  the  gaze  of  those  clear  true  eyes  that  were 
undarkcned  by  any  furtive  hypocrisies  or  specious  meanings. 

"  I  suppose  it  is,  but  unfortunately  I  have  made  the  worst 
of  it,"  he  answered,  "And  having  made  the  worst  I  see  no 
best.     Who  is  that  singing  ?  " 

He  lifted  his  hand  with  a  gesture  of  attention  as  a  rich 
soprano  rang  out  towards  them, — 

' '  Per  carita 

Mostrami  il  cielo ; 
TuLto  ^  un  velo, 
E  non  si  sa 
Dove  h  il  cielo. 
Se  si  sta 
Cosi  cola, 
Non  si  sa 
Se  non  si  va. 

Ahi  me  lontano  ! 

Tutto  e  in  vano  ! 

Prendimi  in  niano, 
Per  carita!" 
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"It  is  Angela,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "She  has  a  wonderfully 

sweet  voice ! " 

"'Prendimi  in  mano, 
Per  carita  ! ' '' 

murmured  Abbe  Vergniaud,  still  listening,  "  It  is  like  the  cry 
of  a  lost  soul !  " 

"  Or  a  strayed  one,"  interposed  the  Cardinal  gently,  and 
rising,  he  took  Vergniaud 's  arm,  and  leaned  upon  it  with  a 
kindly  and  familiar  grace,  an  action  which  implied  much  more 
than  the  mere  outward  expression  of  confidence, — "  Nothing  is 
utterly  lost,  my  dear  friend  !  '  The  very  hairs  of  our  head  are 
numbered,' — not  a  drop  of  dew  escapes  to  waste, — how  much 
more  precious  than  a  drop  of  dew  is  the  spirit  of  a  man  !  " 

"It  is  not  so  unsullied,"  declared  Vergniaud,  who  loved 
controversy, — "  Personally,  I  think  the  dew  is  more  valuable 
than  the  soul,  because  so  absolutely  clean  !  " 

"You  must  not  bring  every  line  of  discussion  to  a  pin's 
point,"  said  Bonpre  smiling,  as  he  walked  slowly  across  the 
room  still  leaning  on  the  Abbe's  arm,  "  We  can  reduce  our 
very  selves  to  the  bodiless  condition  of  a  dream  if  we  take 
sufiEicient  pains  first  to  advance  a  theory,  and  then  to  wear  it 
threadbare.  Nothing  is  so  deceptive  as  human  reasoning, — 
nothing  so  slippery  and  reversible  as  what  we  have  decided  to 
call  'logic'     The  truest  compass  of  life  is  spiritual  instinct." 

"  And  what  of  those  who  have  no  spiritual  instinct  ? " 
demanded  Vergniaud. 

"  I  do  not  think  there  are  any  such.  To  us  it  certainly 
often  seems  as  if  there  were  masses  of  human  beings  whose 
sole  idea  of  living  is  to  gratify  their  bodily  needs, — but  I  fancy 
it  is  only  because  we  do  not  know  them  sufficiently  that  we 
judge  them  thus.  Few,  if  any,  are  so  utterly  materialistic  as 
never  to  have  had  some  fleeting  intuition  of  the  Higher 
existence.  They  may  lack  the  force  to  comprehend  it,  or  to 
follow  its  teaching, — but  in  my  opinion,  the  Divine  is  revealed 
to  all  men  once  at  least  in  their  lives." 

They  had  by  this  time  passed  out  of  the  drawing-room, 
and    now,    ascending    three    steps,    they    went    through    a 
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curtained  recess  into  Angela  Sovrani's  studio, — a  lar^e  and 
lofty  apartment  made  beautiful  by  the  picturesque  disorder 
and  charm  common  to  a  great  artist's  surroundings.  Here, 
at  a  grand  piano  sat  Angela  herself,  her  song  finished,  her 
white  hands  straying  idly  over  the  keys, — and  near  her  stood 
the  gentleman  whom  the  Abb^  Vergniaud  had  called  "a 
terrible  reformer  and  Socialist"  and  who  was  generally 
admitted  to  be  something  of  a  remarkable  character  in 
Europe.  Tall  and  fair,  with  very  bright  flashing  eyes,  and 
a  wonderfully  high-bred  air  of  concentrated  pride  and 
resolution,  united  to  a  grace  and  courtesy  which  exhaled 
from  him,  so  to  speak,  with  his  every  movement  and  gesture, 
he  was  not  a  man  to  pass  by  without  comment,  even  in 
a  crowd.  A  peculiar  distinctiveness  marked  him, — out  of  a 
marching  regiment  one  would  have  naturally  selected  him 
as  the  commanding  officer,  and  in  any  crisis  of  particular 
social  importance  or  interest  his  very  appearance  would  have 
distinguished  him  as  the  leading  spirit  of  the  whole.  On 
perceiving  the  Cardinal  he  advanced  at  once  to  be  presented, 
and  as  Angela  performed  the  ceremony  of  introduction  he 
slightly  bent  one  knee,  and  bowed  over  the  venerable  prelate's 
extended  hand  with  a  reverence  which  had  in  it  something 
of  tenderness.  His  greeting  of  Abbe  Vergniaud  was,  while 
perfectly  courteous,  not  quite  so  marked  by  the  grace  of  a 
strong  man's  submission. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Leigh!  So  you  have  not  left  Paris  as  soon  as 
you  determined  ?  "  queried  the  Abb^  with  a  smile,  "  I  thought 
you  were  bound  for  Florence  in  haste?" 

"I  go  to  Florence  to-morrow,"  answered  Leigh  briefly. 

"So  soon!  I  am  indeed  glad  not  to  have  missed  you," 
said  Cardinal  Bonpre  cordially.  "Angela,  my  child,  let  me 
see  what  you  have  been  doing.  All  your  canvases  are 
covered,  or  turned  with  their  faces  to  the  wall  ;^are  we  not 
permitted  to  look  at  any  of  them  ?  " 

Angela  immediately  rose  from  the  piano,  and  wheeled  a 
large  oaken  chair  with  a  carved  and  gilded  canopy,  into  the 
centre  of  the  studio. 
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"Well,  if  you  want  to  see  my  sketches — and  they  are  only 
sketches,"  she  said, — "you  must  come  and  sit  here.  Now," 
as  her  uncle  obeyed  her,  "you  look  enthroned  in  state, — that 
canopy  is  just  fitted  for  you,  and  you  are  a  picture  in  yourself! 
Yes,  you  are,  dearest  uncle !  And  not  all  the  artists  in 
the  world  could  ever  do  you  justice !  Monsieur  I'Abbe, 
will  you  sit  just  where  you  please? — And  Mr.  Leigh,  you 
have  seen  everything,  so  it  does  not  matter ! " 

"It  matters  very  much,"  said  Leigh  with  a  smile,  "For  I 
want  to  see  everything  again.     If  I  may,  I  will  stand  here." 

And  he  took  up  his  position  close  to  the  Cardinal's  chair. 

"But  where  is  the  boy?"  asked  Vergniaud,  "Where  is  the 
foundUng  of  the  Cathedral?" 

"  He  left  us  some  minutes  ago,"  said  Angela,  "  He  went 
to  your  room,  uncle." 

"Was  he  pleased  with  the  music?"  asked  the  Cardinal. 

"I  think  he  enjoyed  every  note  of  it,"  said  Leigh,  "A 
thoughtful  child  !  He  was  very  silent  while  I  played, — but 
I  think  silence  is  often  the  most  eloquent  appreciation." 

"Are  we  to  be  silent  then  over  the  work  of  Donna 
Sovrani?"  enquired  the  Abbe  gaily,  "Must  we  not  express 
our  admiration?" 

"If  you  have  any  admiration  to  express,"  said  Angela 
carelessly,  setting  as  she  spoke,  an  easel  facing  the  Cardinal, 
"But  I  am  afraid  you  will  greatly  disapprove  of  me,  and 
condemn  all  my  work  this  year.  I  should  explain  to  you 
first  that  I  am  composing  a  very  large  picture, — I  began  it 
in  Rome  some  three  years  ago,  and  it  is  in  my  studio  there, — 
but  I  require  some  French  types  of  countenance  in  order  to 
quite  complete  it.  The  sketches  I  have  made  here  are 
French  types  only.  They  will  all  be  reproduced  in  the  larger 
canvas — but  they  are  only  roughly  done  just  now.  This  is 
the  first  of  them.  I  call  it  'A  Servant  of  Christ,  at  the 
Madeleine,  Paris.'" 

And  she  placed  the  canvas  she  held  on  the  easel  and  stood 
aside,  while  all  three  men  looked  at  it  with  very  different 
eyes, — one  with  poignant  regret  and  pain, — the  other  with 
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a  sense  of  shame, — and  the  third  with  a  thrill  of  strong 
delight  in  the  power  of  the  work,  and  of  triumph  in  the 
lesson  it  gave. 


IX 


Low  beetling  brows, — a  sensual  cruel  mouth  with  a 
loosely  projecting  under -lip, — eyes  that  appeared  to 
be  furtively  watching  each  other  across  the  thin  bridge  of 
nose, — a  receding  chin  and  a  narrow  cranium,  combined  with 
an  expression  which  was  hypocritically  humble,  yet  sly, — 
this  was  the  type  Angela  Sovrani  had  chosen  to  delineate, 
sparing  nothing,  softening  no  line,  and  introducing  no  re- 
deeming point, — a  type  mercilessly  true  to  the  life ;  the  face 
of  a  priest, — "A  Servant  of  Christ,"  as  she  called  him.  The 
title,  united  with  that  wicked  and  repulsive  countenance, 
was  a  terribly  significant  suggestion.  For  some  minutes 
no  one  spoke, — and  the  Cardinal  was  the  first  to  break  the 
silence. 

"Angela, — my  dear  child  !"  he  said,  in  low  strained  tones, 

"I  am  sorry  you  have   done  this!     It   is  powerful so 

powerful  that  it  is  painful  as  well.  It  cuts  me  to  the  heart 
that  you  should  find  it  necessary  to  select  such  an  example 
of  the  priesthood,  though  of  course  I  am  not  in  the  secret 
of  your  aims 1  do  not  understand  your  purpose  ..." 

He  broke  off, — and  Angela,  who  had  stood  silent,  looking 
as  though  she  were  lost  in  a  dream,  took  up  his  unfinished 
sentence. 

"You  do  not  understand  my  purpose?  Dearest  uncle, 
I  hardly  understand  it  myself!  Some  force  stronger  than  I 
am,  is  urging  me  to  paint  the  picture  I  have  begun,- — some 
influence  more  ardent  and  eager  than  my  own,  burns  like  a 
fever  in  me,  persuading  me  to  complete  the  design.  You 
blame  me  for  choosing  such  an  evil  type  of  priest  ?  But  there 
is  no  question  of  choice  !     These  faces  are  ordinary  among 
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our  priests !  At  all  the  churches,  Sunday  after  Sunday  I 
have  looked  for  a  good,  a  noble  face ; — in  vain !  For  an 
even  commonly  -  honest  face, — in  vain  !  And  my  useless 
search  has  ended  by  impressing  me  with  profound  sorrow 
and  disgust  that  so  many  low  specimens  of  human  intellect 
are  selected  as  servants  of  our  Lord.  Do  not  judge  me  too 
severely !  I  feel  that  I  have  a  work  to  do, — and  a  lesson  to 
give  in  the  work,  when  done.  I  may  fail; — I  may  be  told 
that  as  a  woman  I  have  no  force,  and  no  ability  to  make  any 
powerful  or  lasting  impression  on  this  generation; — but  at 
any  rate  I  feel  that  I  must  try  !  If  priests  of  the  Church 
were  like  you,  how  different  it  would  all  be  !  But  you  always 
forget  that  you  are  an  exception  to  the  rule, — you  do  not 
realize  how  very  exceptional  you  are  !  I  told  you  before  I 
showed  you  this  sketch  that  you  would  probably  disapprove 
of  it  and  condemn  me, — but  I  really  cannot  help  it.  In  this 
matter  nothing — not  even  the  ban  of  the  Church  itself,  can 
deter  me  from  fulfilling  what  I  have  designed  to  do  in  my 
own  soul !" 

She  spoke  passionately  and  with  ardour, — and  the  Cardinal 
looked  at  her  with  something  of  surprise  and  trouble.  The 
fire  of  genius  is,  as  he  knew,  a  consuming  one, — and  he  had 
never  entirely  realized  how  completely  it  filled  and  dominated 
this  slight  feminine  creature  for  whom  he  felt  an  almost 
paternal  tenderness.  Before  he  could  answer  her  the  Abbe 
Vergniaud  spoke. 

"  Donna  Sovrani  is  faithful  to  the  truth  in  her  sketch,"  he 
said,  "therefore,  as  a  lover  of  truth  I  do  not  see,  my  dear 
Bonpre,  why  you  should  object !  If  she  has, — as  she  says, — 
some  great  aim  in  view,  she  must  fulfil  it  in  her  own  way.  I 
quite  agree  with  her  in  her  estimate  of  the  French  priests, — 
they  are  for  the  most  part  despicable-looking  persons, — only 
just  a  grade  higher  than  their  brothers  of  Italy  and  Spain. 
But  what  would  you  have?  The  iron  hand  of  Rome  holds 
them  back  from  progress, — they  are  speaking  and  acting  lies  ; 
and  like  the  stage-mimes,  have  to  put  on  paint  and  powder  to 
make  the  lies  go  down.     But  when  the  paint  and  powder 
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comes  off,  the  religious  mime  is  often  as  ill-looking  as  the 
stage  one  !  Donna  Sovrani  has  caught  this  particular  example, 
before  he  has  had  time  to  put  on  holy  airs  and  turn  up  the 
foot-lights.     What  do  you  think  about  it,  Mr.  Leigh?" 

"  I  think,  as  I  have  always  thought,"  said  Leigh  quietly, 
^'that  Donna  Sovrani  is  an  inspired  artist, — and  that  being 
inspired,  it  follows  that  she  must  carry  out  her  own  convictions 
whether  they  suit  the  taste  of  others  or  not.  '  A  Servant  of 
Christ '  is  a  painful  truth,  boldly  declared." 

Angela  was  unmoved  by  the  compliment  implied.  She 
only  glanced  wistfully  at  the  Cardinal,  who  still  sat  silent. 
Then  without  a  word  she  withdrew  the  offending  sketch  from 
the  easel  and  set  another  in  its  place. 

"This,"  she  said  gently,  "is  the  portrait  of  an  Archbishop. 
I  need  not  name  his  diocese.  He  is  very  wealthy,  and 
excessively  selfish.  I  call  this,  '  Lord,  I  thank  thee  that  I  am 
not  as  other  men.' " 

Vergniaud  laughed  as  he  looked, — he  knew  the  pictured 
dignitary  well.  The  smooth  countenance,  the  little  eyes 
comfortably  sunken  in  small  rolls  of  fat,  the  smug  smiling 
lips,  the  gross  neck  and  heavy  jaw, — marks  of  high  feeding 
and  prosperous  living,  —  and  above  all,  the  perfectly  self- 
satisfied  and  mock-pious  air  of  the  man, — these  points  were 
given  with  the  firm  touch  of  a  master's  brush,  and  the  Abbe, 
after  studying  the  picture  closely,  turned  to  Angela  with  a 
light  yet  deferential  bow. 

"  Chere  Sovrani,  you  are  stronger  than  ever  !  Surely  you 
have  improved  much  since  you  were  last  in  Paris?  Your 
strokes  are  firmer,  your  grasp  is  bolder.  Have  your  French 
confreres  seen  your  work  this  year  ?  " 

"No,"  replied  Angela,  "I  am  resolved  they  shall  see 
nothing  till  my  picture  is  finished." 

"  ALiy  one  ask  why  ?  " 

A  flash  of  disdain  passed  over  the  girl's  face. 

"For  a  very  simple  reason!  They  take  my  ideas  and  use 
them, — and  then,  when  my  work  is  produced  they  say  it  is  / 
who  have  copied  from  them,  and  that  women  have  no  imagina- 
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tion  !  I  have  been  cheated  once  or  twice  in  that  way, — this 
time  no  one  has  any  idea  what  I  am  doing." 

"  No  one  ?     Not  even  Signor  Varillo  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Angela,  smiling  a  little,  "Not  even  Signor 
Varillo.     I  want  to  surprise  him." 

"In  what  way?"  asked  the  Cardinal,  rousing  himself  from 
his  pensive  reverie. 

Angela  blushed. 

"  By  proving  that  perhaps  after  all  a  woman  can  do  a  great 
thing  in  art, — a  really  great  thing  ! "  she  said,  "  Designed 
greatly,  and  greatly  executed." 

"Does  he  not  admit  that,  knowing  you?"  asked  Aubrey 
Leigh  suggestively. 

"Oh,  he  is  most  kind  and  sympathetic  to  me  in  my  work," 
explained  Angela  quickly,  vexed  to  think  that  she  had  perhaps 
implied  some  little  point  that  was  not  quite  in  her  beloved 
one's  favour.  "  But  he  is  like  most  men, — they  have  a  pre- 
conceived idea  of  women,  and  of  what  their  place  should  be 
in  the  world " 

"Unchanged  since  the  early  phases  of  civilization,  when 
women  were  something  less  valuable  than  cattle?"  said 
Leigh,  smiling. 

"Oh,  the  cattle  idea  is  not  exploded  by  any  means!"  put 
in  Vergniaud.  "In  Germany  and  Switzerland  for  example, 
look  at  the  women  who  are  ground  down  to  toil  and  hardship 
there  !  The  cows  are  infinitely  prettier  and  more  preferable, 
and  lead  much  pleasanter  lives.  And  the  men  for  whom 
these  poor  wretched  women  work,  lounge  about  in  cafes  all 
day,  smoking  and  playing  dominoes.  The  barbaric  arrange- 
ment that  a  woman  should  be  a  man's  drudge  and  chattel  is 
quite  satisfactory  I  think,  to  the  majority  of  our  sex.  It  is 
certainly  an  odd  condition  of  things  that  the  mothers  of  men 
should  suffer  most  from  man's  cruelty.  But  it  is  the  work  of 
an  all-wise  Providence  no  doubt;  and  you,  Mr.  Leigh,  will 
swear  that  it  is  all  right ! " 

"It  is  all  right,"  said  Leigh  quietly,  "or  rather  I  should 
say,  it  will  he.  all  right, — and  it  would  have  been  all  right  long 
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ago  if  we  had,  as  Emerson  puts  it,  '  accepted  the  hint  of  each 
new  experience.'  But  that  is  precisely  what  we  will  not  do. 
Woman  is  the  true  helpmate  of  man,  and  takes  a  natural  joy 
in  being  so  whenever  we  will  allow  it, — whenever  we  will  give 
her  scope  for  her  actions,  freedom  for  her  intelligence,  and 
trust  for  her  instincts.  But  for  the  present  many  of  us  still 
prefer  to  play  savage, — the  complete  savage  in  low  life,— the 
civilized  savage  in  high.  The  complete  savage  is  found  in 
the  dock-yard  labourer,  who  makes  a  woman  bear  his  children 
and  then  kicks  her  to  death, — the  savage  in  high  life  is  the 
man  who  equally  kills  the  mother  of  his  children,  but  in 
another  way,  namely,  by  neglect  and  infideUty,  while  he  treats 
his  numerous  mistresses  just  as  the  Turk  treats  the  creatures 
of  his  harem — merely  as  so  many  pretty  soft  animals,  requiring 
to  be  fed  with  sweets  and  ornamented  with  jewels,  and  then 
to  be  cast  aside  when  done  with.  All  pure  savagery  !  But 
we  are  slowly  evolving  from  it  into  something  better.  A  few 
of  us  there  are,  who  honour  womanhood, — a  few  of  us  believe 
in  women  as  guiding  stars  in  our  troubled  sky, — a  few  of  us 
would  work  and  climb  to  greatness  for  love  of  the  one  woman 
we  adore, — would  conquer  all  obstacles, — ay,  would  die  for 
her  if  need  be,  or  what  is  far  more  difficult,  would  live  for  her 
the  life  of  a  hero  and  martyr  !  Yes — such  things  are  done, — 
and  men  can  be  found  who  will  do  such  things — all  for  a 
woman's  sake." 

There  was  a  wonderful  passion  in  his  voice, — a  deep  thrill 
of  earnestness  which  carried  conviction  with  sweetness. 
Cardinal  Bonpre  looked  at  him  with  a  smile. 

"You  are  perhaps  one  of  those  men,  Mr.  Leigh?"  he  said. 

"  I  do  not  know, — I  may  be,"  responded  Leigh,  a  flush 
rising  to  his  cheeks  ; — "  though, — so  far,  no  woman  has  ever 
truly  loved  me,  save  my  mother.  But  apart  from  all  person- 
alities, I  am  a  great  believer  in  women.  The  love  of  a  good 
woman  is  a  most  powerful  lever  to  raise  man  to  greatness, — I 
do  not  mean  by  'good'  the  goody-goody  creature, — no,  for 
that  is  a  sort  of  woman  who  does  more  mischief  in  her  so- 
called  '  blameless '  life  than  a  very  Delilah.     I  mean  by  '  good,' 
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a  strong,  pure,  great  soul  in  woman, — sincere,  faithful,  patient,, 
full  of  courage  and  calm, — and  with  this  I  maintain  she  must 
prove  a  truly  God-given  helpmate  to  man.  For  we  are  rough 
creatures  at  best, — irritable  creatures  too  ! — you  see,"  and 
here  a  slight  smile  lighted  up  his  delicate  features,  "we  really 
do  try  more  or  less  to  reach  heights  that  are  beyond  us — we 
are  always  fighting  for  a  heaven  of  some  sort,  whether  we 
make  it  of  gold,  or  politics,  or  art ; — it  is  a  '  heaven '  or  a 
'  happiness '  that  we  want ; — we  would  be  as  gods, — we  would 
scale  Olympus, — and  sometimes  Olympus  refuses  to  be  scaled  ! 
And  then  we  tumble  down,  very  cross,  very  sore,  very  much 
ruffled ; — and  it  is  only  a  woman  who  can  comfort  us  then, 
and  by  her  love  and  tenderness  mend  our  broken  limbs  and 
put  salve  on  our  wounded  pride." 

"  Well  then  surely  the  Church  is  in  a  very  bad  way,"  said 
Vergniaud,  "  Think  of  the  vow  of  perpetual  celibacy  ! " 

"  Celibacy  cannot  do  away  with  woman's  help  or  influence," 
said  Leigh,  "There  are  always  mothers  and  sisters,  instead  of 
sweethearts  and  wives.  I  am  in  favour  of  celibacy  for  the 
clergy.  I  think  a  minister  of  Christ  should  be  free  to  work  for 
and  serve  Christ  only." 

"You  are  quite  right,  Mr.  Leigh;"  said  the  Cardinal, 
"There  is  more  than  enough  to  do  in  every  day  of  our  lives 
if  we  desire  to  truly  follow  His  commands.  But  in  this  present 
time,  alas  ! — religion  is  becoming  a  question  of  form — not  of 
heart." 

"  Dearest  uncle,  if  you  think  that,  you  will  not  judge  me  too 
severely  for  my  pictures,"  said  Angela  quickly,  throwing  her- 
self on  her  knees  beside  him.  "Do  you  not  see?  It  is  just 
because  the  ministers  of  Christ  are  so  lax  that  I  have  taken  to 
studying  them  in  my  way, — which  is,  I  know,  not  your  way ; — 
still,  I  think  we  both  mean  one  and  the  same  thing  ! " 

"You  are  a  woman,  Angela,"  said  the  Cardinal  gently,  "and 
as  a  woman  you  must  be  careful  of  offences " 

"Oh,  a  woman!"  exclaimed  Angela,  her  beautiful  eyes 
flashing  with  mingled  tenderness  and  scorn,  and  her  whole 
face  lighting  up  with  animation,  "Only  a  woman  !     She  must 
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not  give  a  grand  lesson  to  the  world  !  She  must  not,  by  means 
of  brush  or  pen,  point  out  to  a  corrupt  generation  the  way  it  is 
going  !  Why  ?  Because  God  has  created  her  to  be  the  help- 
mate of  man  !  Excellent  reason  !  Man  is  taking  a  direct 
straight  road  to  destruction,  and  she  must  not  stop  him  by  so 
much  as  lifting  a  warning  finger  !  Again,  why  ?  Only  because 
she  is  a  woman  !  But  I — were  I  twenty  times  a  woman, 
twenty  times  weaker  than  I  am,  and  hampered  by  every  sort 
of  convention  and  usage, — I  would  express  my  thoughts  some- 
how, or  die  in  the  attempt ! " 

'■'■  Bravissima .f^  exclaimed  Vergniaud,  "Well  said,  chcre 
Sovrani !  Well  said  !  But  I  am  the  mocking  demon  always, 
as  you  know — and  I  should  almost  be  tempted  to  say  that  you 
will  die  in  the  attempt !  I  do  not  mean  that  you  will  die 
physically, — no,  you  will  probably  live  to  a  good  old  age ;— - 
people  who  suffer  always  do ! — but  you  will  die  in  the  alle- 
gorical sense.  You  will  grow  the  stigmata  of  the  Saviour  in 
your  hands  and  feet, — you  will  bear  terrible  marks  of  the  nails, 
hammered  into  your  flesh  by  your  dearest  friends  !  You  will 
have  to  wear  a  crown  of  thorns,  set  on  your  brows  no  doubt 
by  those  whom  you  most  love  .  .  .  and  the  vinegar  and  gall 
will  be  very  quickly  mixed  and  offered  to  you  by  the  whole 
world  of  criticism  without  a  moment's  hesitation  !  And  you 
will  probably  have  to  endure  your  agony  alone, — as  nearly 
everyone  runs  away  from  a  declared  Truth,  or  if  they  pause  at 
all,  it  is  only  to  spit  upon  it  and  call  it  a  Lie  ! " 

"  Do  not  prophesy  so  cruel  a  fate  for  the  child  ! "  said  the 
Cardinal  tenderly,  taking  Angela's  hand  and  drawing  her 
towards  him,  "She  has  a  great  gift, — I  am  sure  she  will  use  it 
greatly.  And  true  greatness  is  always  acknowledged  in  the 
end." 

"Yes,  when  the  author  or  the  artist  has  been  in  the  grave 
for  a  hundred  years  or  more ; "  said  Vergniaud  incorrigibly, 
"  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would  not  be  better  for  Donna  Sovrani's 
happiness  to  marry  the  amiable  Florian  Varillo  at  once  rather 
than  paint  her  great  picture  !  Do  you  not  agree  with  me,  Mr. 
Leigh?" 
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Leigh  was  turning  over  an  old  volume  of  prints  in  a 
desultory  and  abstracted  fashion,  but  on  being  addressed, 
looked  up  quickly. 

"  I  would  rather  not  presume  to  give  an  opinion,"  he  said 
somewhat  coldly,  "  It  is  only  on  the  rarest  occasions  that  a 
woman's  life  is  balanced  between  love  and  fame, — and  the  two 
gifts  are  seldom  bestowed  together.  She  generally  has  to 
choose  between  them.  If  she  accepts  love  she  is  often  com- 
pelled to  forego  fame,  because  she  merges  herself  too  closely 
into  the  existence  of  another  to  stand  by  her  own  individuality. 
If  on  the  other  hand,  she  chooses  fame,  men  are  generally 
afraid  of  or  jealous  of  her,  and  leave  her  to  herself.  Donna 
Sovrani  however,  is  a  fortunate  exception, — she  has  secured 
both  fame — and  love." 

He  hesitated  a  moment  before  saying  the  last  words,  and  his 
brows  contracted  a  little.  But  Angela  did  not  see  the  slight 
cloud  of  vexation  that  darkened  his  eyes, — his  words  pleased 
her,  and  she  smiled. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Leigh  sees  how  it  is  with  me  ! "  she  said,  "  He 
knows  what  good  cause  I  have  to  be  happy  and  to  do  the  best 
work  that  is  in  me  !  It  is  all  to  make  Florian  proud  of  me  ! — 
and  he  is  proud — and  he  will  be  prouder  !  You  must  just  see 
this  one  more  sketch  taken  from  life, — it  is  the  head  of  one 
of  our  most  noted  surgeons,  —  I  call  it  for  the  present  '  A 
Vivisectionist.'" 

It  was  a  wonderful  study, — perhaps  the  strongest  of  the 
three  she  had  shown.  It  was  the  portrait  of  a  thin,  fine,  in- 
tellectual face,  which  in  its  every  line,  suggested  an  intense, 
and  almost  dreadful  curiosity.  The  brows  were  high,  yet 
narrow, — the  eyes  clear  and  cold,  and  pitiless  in  their  straight 
regard, — the  lips  thin  and  compressed, — the  nose  delicate, 
with  thin  open  nostrils,  like  those  of  a  trained  sleuth-hound 
on  the  scent  of  blood.  It  was  a  three-quarter-length  picture, 
showing  the  hand  of  the  man  slightly  raised,  and  holding  a 
surgeon's  knife, — a  wonderful  hand,  rather  small,  with  fingers 
that  are  generally  termed  "artistic" — and  a  firm  wrist,  which 
Angela   had   v.'orked   at   patiently,    carefully   delineating   the 
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practised  muscles  employed  and  developed  in  the  vivisec- 
tionist's  ghastly  business. 

Aubrey  Leigh  stood  contemplating  it  intently. 

"  I  think  it  is  really  the  finest  of  all  the  types,"  he  said 
presently,  "One  can  grasp  that  man's  character  so  thoroughly  ! 
There  is  no  pity  in  him, — no  sentiment — there  is  merely  an 
insatiable  avidity  to  break  open  the  great  treasure-house  of 
Life  by  fair  means  or  foul!  It  is  very  terrible  —  but  very 
powerful. " 

"I  know  the  man,"  said  Abbe  Vergniaud,  "Did  he  sit  to 
you  willingly  ?  " 

"Very  willingly  indeed!"  replied  Angela,  "He  was  quite 
amused  when  I  told  him  frankly  that  I  wanted  him  as  a  type 
of  educated  and  refined  cruelty." 

"  Oh,  these  fellows  see  nothing  reprehensible  in  their  work," 
said  Leigh,  "  And  such  things  go  on  among  them  as  make  the 
strongest  man  sick  to  thirik  of!  I  know  of  two  cases  now; 
the  patients  are  incurable,  but  the  surgeons  have  given  them 
hope  of  recovery  through  an  '  operation '  which  however  in 
their  cases  will  be  no  'operation'  at  all,  but  simply  vivisec- 
tion. The  poor  creatures  have  to  die  anyhow,  it  is  true,  but 
death  might  come  to  them  less  terribly, — the  surgeons,  how- 
ever, will  '  operate,'  and  kill  them  a  little  more  quickly,  in 
order  to  grasp  certain  unknown  technicalities  of  their  disease." 

Angela  looked  at  him  with  wide-open  eyes  of  pain  and 
amazement. 

"Horrible!"  she  murmured,  "Absolutely  horrible!  Can 
nothing  be  done  to  interfere  with,  or  to  stop  such  cruelty  ?  " 

"Nothing,  I  fear,"  said  Leigh.  "I  have  been  abroad 
some  time,  studying  various  'phases,'  of  so-called  intellectual 
and  scientific  life,  and  have  found  many  of  these  phases 
nothing  but  an  output  of  masked  barbarity.  The  savages  of 
Thibet  are  more  pitiful  than  the  French  or  Italian  vivisec- 
tionist, — and  the  horrors  that  go  on  in  the  laboratories  would 
not  be  believed  if  they  were  told.  Would  not  be  believed ! 
They  would  be  flatly  denied,  even  by  the  men  who  are  engaged 
in  them  !     And  were  I  to  write  a  plain  statement  of  what  I 
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know  to  be  true,  and  send  it  to  an  English  journal,  it  would 
not  be  put  in,  not  even  in  support  of  the  Anti  -  Vivisection 
Society,  lest  it  nnight  'offend'  the  foreign  schools  of  surgery, 
and  also  perhaps  lest  English  schools  might  prove  not  alto- 
gether free  from  similar  crimes.  If  however  by  chance,  such 
a  statement  were  published,  it  would  be  met  with  an  indignant 
chorus  of  denial  from  every  quarter  of  accusation  !  How  then, 
can  justice  be  obtained  from  what  I  call  the  New  Inquisition  ? 
The  old-time  Inquisitors  tortured  their  kind  for  Religion's 
sake, — the  modern  ones  do  it  in  the  name  of  Science, — but 
the  inhumanity,  and  callousness,  the  inborn  savage  love  of 
cruelty — are  all  the  same  in  both  instances." 

Cardinal  Bonpre  shuddered  as  he  heard. 

"  Lord  Christ,  where  art  Thou  ! "  he  thought,  "  Where  is 
Thy  spirit  of  unfailing  tenderness  and  care?  How  is  Thy 
command  of  '  love  one  another '  obeyed  !  "  Aloud  he  said^ 
"Surely  such  deeds,  even  in  the  cause  of  surgical  science, 
ought  not  to  be  permitted  in  a  Christian  city  ?  " 

"Christian  city!"  and  Vergniaud  laughed,  "You  would 
not  apply  that  designation  to  Paris,  would  you?  Paris  is 
hopelessly,  riotously  pagan, — nay,  not  even  pagan,  for  the 
pagans  had  gods  and  Paris  has  none  !  Neither  Jove — nor 
Jupiter — nor  Jehovah  !  As  for  the  Christ, — He  is  made  the 
subject  of  many  a  public  caricature,  —  yes ! — you  may  see 
them  in  the  side-streets  pasted  up  on  the  walls  and  hoardings  t 
— and  also  of  many  a  low  lampoon  ; — but  He  is  not  accepted 
as  a  Teacher,  nor  even  as  an  Example.  His  reign  is  over,  in 
Paris  at  least !" 

"  Stop  ! "  said  the  Cardinal,  rising  suddenly,  "  I  forbid  you, 
Vergniaud,  to  tell  me  these  things  !  If  they  are  true,  then 
shame  upon  you,  and  upon  all  the  clergy  of  this  unhappy  city 
to  stand  by  and  let  such  disgrace  to  yourselves,  and  blasphemy 
to  our  Master,  exist  without  protest ! " 

His  tall  spare  figure  assumed  a  commanding  grandeur  and 
authority, — his  pale  face  flushed  and  his  eyes  sparkled — he 
looked  inspired — superb — a  very  apostle  burning  with  righteous 
indignation.      His  words  seemed  to  have   the   effect   of  an 
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electric   shock    on   the  Abbe, — he   started   as   though   stung 

by  the  lash  of  a  whip,  and  drew  himself  up  haughtily then 

meeting  the  Cardinal's  straight  glance,  his  head  drooped,  and 
he  stood  mute  and  rigid.  Leigh,  though  conscious  of  em- 
barrassment as  the  witness  of  a  strong  reproof  administered 
by  one  dignitary  of  the  Church  to  another,  yet  felt  deeply 
interested  in  the  scene, — Angela  shrank  back  trembling, — 
and  for  a  few  moments,  which  though  so  brief,  seemed  painfully 
long,  there  was  a  dead  silence.  Then  Vergniaud  spoke  in  low 
stifled  accents. 

"  You  are  perfectly  right,  Monseigneur !  It  is  shame  to 
me  ! — and  to  the  priesthood  of  France  !  I  am  no  worse  than 
the  rest  of  my  class, — but  I  am  certainly  no  better  !  Your 
reproach  is  grand, — and  just !  I  accept  it,  and  ask  your 
pardon  !  " 

He  bent  one  knee,  touched  the  Cardinal's  ring  with  his- 
lips,  and  then  without  another  word  turned  and  left  the 
room.  The  Cardinal  gazed  after  his  retreating  figure  like  a 
man  in  a  dream,  then  he  said  gently, 

"Angela,  go  after  him  !     Call  him  back  ! " 

But  it  was  too  late.  Vergniaud  had  left  the  house  before 
Angela  could  overtake  him.  She  came  back  hurriedly  to  say 
so,  with  a  pale  face  and  troubled  look.  Her  uncle  patted  her 
kindly  on  the  shoulder. 

"Well,  well !  It  will  not  hurt  him  to  have  seen  me  angry,"" 
he  said  smiling,  "Anger  in  a  just  cause  is  permitted.  I  seem 
to  have  frightened  you,  Angela?  Of  a  truth  I  have  rather 
frightened  myself !  There,  we  will  not  talk  any  more  of  the 
evils  of  Paris.  Mr,  Leigh  perhaps  thinks  me  an  intolerant 
Christian  ?  " 

"  On  the  contrary  I  think  you  are  one  of  the  few  '  faithful  * 
that  I  have  ever  met,"  said  Leigh,  "  Of  course  I  am  out  of  it 
in  a  way,  because  I  do  not  belong  to  the  Roman  Church.  I 
am  supposed — I  say  '  supposed '  advisedly — to  be  a  Church 
of  England  man,  or  to  put  it  more  comprehensively  a 
Protestant,  and  I  certainly  am  so  much  of  the  latter  that 
I  protest  against  all  our  systems  altogether  ! " 
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"  Is  that  quite  just  ?  "  asked  Bonpr6  gently. 

"Perhaps  not! — but  what  is  one  to  do?  I  am  not  alone 
in  my  ideas  !  One  of  our  English  bishops  has  been  latterly 
•deploring  the  fact  that  out  of  a  thousand  lads  in  a  certain 
parish  nine-hundred-and- ninety-nine  of  them  never  go  to 
church  !  Well,  what  can  you  expect  ?  I  do  not  blame  those 
nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine  at  all.  I  am  one  with  them.  / 
never  goto  church." 

"Why?" 

"Simply  because  I  never  find  any  touch  of  the  true  Spirit 
of  Christ  there  —  and  the  whole  tone  of  the  place  makes 
me  feel  distinctly  un-Christian.  The  nine-hundred-and-ninety 
youths  possibly  would  sympathise  with  me.  A  church  is  a 
building  more  or  less  beautiful  or  ugly  as  the  case  may  be, 
and  in  the  building  there  is  generally  a  man  who  reads  prayers 
in  a  sing-song  tone  of  voice,  and  perhaps  another  man  who 
preaches  without  eloquence  on  some  text  which  he  utterly 
fails  to  see  the  true  symbolical  meaning  of.  There  are  no 
Charles  Kingsleys  nowadays,— if  there  were  I  should  call 
myself  a  '  Kingsleyite.'  But  as  matters  stand  I  am  not 
moved  by  the  church  to  feel  religious.  I  would  rather  sit 
quietly  in  the  fields  and  hear  the  gentle  leaves  whisper- 
ing their  joys  and  thanksgivings  above  my  head,  than  listen 
to  a  human  creature  who  has  not  even  the  education 
to  comprehend  the  simplest  teachings  of  nature,  daring  to 
assert  himself  as  a  teacher  of  the  Divine.  My  own  chief 
object  in  life  has  been,  and  still  is,  to  speak  on  this  and 
similar  subjects  to  the  people  who  are  groping  after  lost 
Christianity.  They  need  helping,  and  I  want  to  try  in  my 
way  to  help  them." 

"Groping  after  lost  Christianity!"  echoed  the  Cardinal, 
^'  Those  words  are  a  terrible  indictment,  Mr.  Leigh  !" 

"Yet  in  your  own  soul  your  Eminence  admits  it  to  be  true," 
returned  Leigh  quickly, — "  I  can  see  the  admission  in  your 
eyes, — in  the  very  expression  of  your  face !  You  feel  in 
yourself  that  the  true  spirit  of  Christ  is  lacking  in  all  the 
churches   of  the   present   day, — that    the  sheep  are   straying 
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for  lack  of  the  shepherd,  and  that  the  wolf  is  in  the  fold  I 
You  know  it, — you  feel  it, — you  see  it !  " 

Cardinal  Bonpre's  head  drooped. 

"God  help  me  and  forgive  me,  I  am  afraid  I  do  ! "  he  said 
sorrowfully.  "  I  see  the  shadow  of  the  storm  before  it  draws 
nigh, — I  feel  the  terror  of  the  earthquake  before  it  shakes 
down  the  edifice  !  No,  the  world  is  not  with  Christ  to-day ! — 
and  unhappily  it  is  a  fact  that  Christ's  ministers  in  recent  years 
have  done  more  to  sever  Him  from  Humanity  than  any 
other  power  could  ever  have  succeeded  in  doing.  Not  by 
action,  but  by  inertia  ! — dumbness — lack  of  protest, — lack  of 
courage !  Only  a  few  stray  souls  stand  out  firm  and  fair  in 
the  chaos, — only  a  few  ! " 

" '  I  know  thy  works,  that  thou  art  neither  cold  nor  hot, — 
I  would  thou  wert  cold  or  hot !  So  because  thou  art  lukewarm 
and  neither  cold  nor  hot  I  will  spue  thee  out  of  My  mouth  ! ' " 
quoted  Leigh,  his  eyes  flashing  and  his  voice  trembling  with  re- 
pressed earnestness,  "  That  is  the  trouble  all  through  1  Apathy, 
— dead,  unproductive  apathy  and  laissez-faire  I  Ah,  I  believe 
there  are  some  of  us  living  now  who  are  destined  to  see  strange 
and  terrible  things  in  this  new  century  !  " 

"For  myself,"  said  the  Cardinal  slowly,  "I  think  there  is  not 
much  time  left  us  !  I  feel  a  premonition  of  Divine  wrath 
threatening  the  world,  and  when  I  study  the  aspect  of  the 
times  and  see  the  pride,  licentiousness,  and  wealth-worship  of 
men,  I  cannot  but  think  the  days  are  drawing  near  when  our 
Master  will  demand  of  us  account  of  our  service.  It  is  just 
the  same  as  in  the  case  of  the  individual  wrong-doer,  when  it 
seems  as  if  punishment  were  again  and  again  retarded,  and 
mercy  shown, — yet  if  all  benefits,  blessings  and  warnings  are 
unheeded,  then  at  last  the  bolt  falls  suddenly  and  with  terrific 
effect.  So  with  nations  —  so  with  churches — so  with  the 
world  1 " 

His  voice  grew  feeble,  and  his  eyes  were  clouded  with 
pain. 

"  Yuu  are  fatigued,"  said  Leigh  gently,  "  And  I  ought  not 
to  have  stayed  so  long.     I  will  bid  you  farewell  now.     If  I  am 
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in  Rome  ^7hen  you  are  there,  I  trust  you  will  permit  me  to  pay 
my  respects  to  you?" 

"It  will  be  a  pleasure  to  see  you,  my  son,"  answered  the 
Cardinal,  pressing  his  hand  and  courteously  preventing  him 
from  making  the  formal  genuflection,  "And  let  me  add  that 
it  will  help  me  very  much  to  hear  from  you  what  progress  you 
make  in  your  intention  of  working  for  Christ.  For, — when 
you  speak  to  the  people  as  a  teacher,  it  is  in  His  name,  is 
it  not?" 

"In  His  name,  and  I  pray  in  His  spirit,"  said  Leigh,  "  But 
not  through  any  church  !  " 

The  Cardinal  sighed,  but  said  no  more,  and  Leigh  turned 
to  Angela. 

"Good-bye,"  he  said,  "I  may  come  and  see  the  picture  in 
Rome?" 

"You  may  indeed,"  and  Angela  gave  him  her  hand  in 
frank  friendliness,  "  I  shall  feel  the  necessity  of  your  criticism 
and  the  value  of  your  opinion." 

He  looked  at  her  intently  for  a  moment, 

"  Be  of  good  courage,"  he  then  said  in  a  low  tone,  "  '  Work 
out  your  own  salvation ' ;  it  is  the  only  way !  Fulfil  the  ex- 
pression of  your  whole  heart  and  soul  and  mind,  and  never 
heed  what  opposing  forces  may  do  to  hinder  you.  You  are  so 
clear-brained,  so  spiritually  organised,  that  I  cannot  imagine 
your  doing  anything  that  shall  not  create  a  power  for  good. 
You  are  sometimes  inclined  to  be  afraid  of  the  largeness  of 
your  own  conceptions  in  the  picture  you  are  dreaming  of, — I 
can  see  that, — but  do  not  fear !  The  higher  influences  are 
with  you  and  in  you ; — give  yourself  up  to  them  with  absolute 
confidence  !  Good-bye — God  bless  you  ! "  He  stooped  and 
kissed  her  hand, — then  left  the  room. 

Angela  looked  after  him,  and  a  half  sigh  escaped  her  lips 
unconsciously.  The  Cardinal  watched  her  with  rather  a 
troubled  look.     After  a  little  silence  he  said, 

"You  must  pardon  me,  my  child,  if  I  seemed  over  hasty  in 
my  judgment  of  your  work  ..." 

"Dearest  uncle,  do  not  speak  of  it!"  exclaimed  Angela, 
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"You  were  pained  and  sorry  to  see  such  a  'servant  of  Christ' 
as  the  type  I  chose, — you  could  not  help  expressing  your 
feeling it  was  natural  ..." 

"Yes,  I  was  vexed, — I  own  it!"  went  on  Bonpre,  "For  I 
know  many  priests,  poor,  patient,  simple  men,  who  do  their 
best  for  our  Lord  according  to  their  measure  and  capability, — 
men  who  deserve  all  honour,  all  love,  all  respect,  for  the 
integrity  of  their  lives, — still — I  am  aware  that  these  are  in 
the  minority,  and  that  men  of  the  kind  your  sketch  depicts, 
compose  alas  ! — the  majority.  There  is  a  frightful  preponder- 
ance of  evil  influences  in  the  world  !  Industry,  and  commerce, 
and  science  have  advanced,  and  yet  a  noble  and  upright 
standard  of  conduct  among  men  is  sadly  lacking.  Men  are 
seeking  for  happiness  in  Materialism,  and  find  nothing  but 
satiety  and  misery,  —  satiety  and  misery  which  become  so 
insupportable  that  very  often  suicide  presents  itself  as  the  only 
way  out  of  such  a  tangle  of  wretchedness  !  Yes,  child ! — all 
this  is  true — and  if  you  think  you  have  a  lesson  to  give  which 
will  be  useful  in  these  dark  days,  no  one, — I  least  of  all — 
should  presume  to  hinder  you  from  giving  it.  Still,  remember 
that  the  results  of  work  are  not  with  the  worker  to  determine — 
they  rest  with  God  !  " 

"Truly  I  hope  they  do,"  said  Angela  fervently,  "for  then 
all  bad  work  will  pass  away  and  only  the  good  and  necessary 
remain." 

"That  always  is  the  rule,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "No  criticism 
can  kill  good  work  or  vivify  bad.  So  be  happy,  Angela  mia  I 
Paint  your  great  picture  with  courage  and  hope — I  will  neither 
judge  nor  condemn,  and  if  the  world's  verdict  should  be  cruel, 
mine  shall  be  kind  ! " 

He  smiled  and  laid  one  hand  caressingly  for  a  moment  on 
her  head, — then  taking  her  arm  he  leaned  upon  it  affection- 
ately as  they  left  the  studio  together. 
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X 

THE  next  day,  and  the  next  after  that,  were  passed  by  the 
Cardinal  in  gratifying  a  certain  eagerness  shown  by  his 
young  foundling,  Manuel,  to  see  the  churches  and  great  public 
buildings  of  Paris.  The  boy  had  a  quiet,  straightforward  way 
of  expressing  his  wishes  and  opinions,  and  a  certain  marked 
individuality  in  his  manner — in  fact,  so  simple  and  straight 
were  his  words,  and  so  much  to  the  point,  that  they  sometimes 
caused  confusion  to  his  hearers.  Once  or  twice  he  gave 
offence,  as  for  example,  on  visiting  a  great  church  where  there 
were  numerous  jewelled  relics  and  priceless  treasures  of  old 
lace  and  embroidery,  when  he  said  suddenly, 

"There  is  a  woman  just  outside  the  door,  very  ill  and  poor, 
with  two  little  starving  children  ; — would  it  not  be  well  to  sell 
some  of  the  jewels  here  and  give  her  the  money?" 

The  custodian  looked  amazed,  and  the  attendant  priest  who 
was  escorting  Cardinal  Bonpr^  through  the  building,  frowned. 

"The  treasures  of  the  Church  are  not  to  be  sold,"  he  said 
curtly,  "The  beggar  outside  is  no  doubt  a  trained  hypocrite." 

"Christ  would  not  say  so,"  answered  Manuel  softly, — "He 
would  not,  even  if  He  knew  her  to  be  a  hypocrite,  retain 
anything  of  value  for  Himself,  if  by  giving  it  to  her.  He  could 
ease  her  pain  and  poverty.  I  cannot  understand  why  the 
Church  should  keep  jewels." 

"That  is  because  you  are  ignorant,"  said  the  priest  roughly. 

Manuel  raised  his  grave  blue  eyes  and  fixed  them  steadily 
upon  him. 

"That  may  be,"  he  said,  "yet  I  think  it  is  nowhere  written 
in  the  Gospel  that  Christ  cared  for  the  world's  wealth  or  the 
world's  possessions.  When  they  were  offered  to  Him  did  He 
not  say,  '  Get  thee  behind  Me,  Satan ' !  The  only  gem  He 
prized  was  the  'pearl  of  great  price,' — the  pure  and  perfect 
human  soul." 
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"The  Church  is  the  manufactory  of  those  pearls,"  said  the 
priest,  with  something  between  a  grin  and  a  sneer. 

"Tlien  the  Church  needs  no  other  jewels,"  returned  Manuel 
quietly,  with  a  little  gesture  of  his  hand,  "These  glittering 
baubles  you  show,  are  out  of  place." 

The  priest  glanced  him  over  with  angry  contempt.  Then 
he  turned  to  the  Cardinal, 

"  Your  Eminence  will  have  trouble  with  that  boy,"  he  said, 
"  His  opinions  are  heretic." 

The  Cardinal  smiled  a  little. 

"You  think  so?  Nay,  there  is  something  of  truth  in  what 
he  says,  notwithstanding  his  simplicity  of  utterance,  which  is 
not  perhaps  in  accordance  with  convention.  I  confess  that  I 
share  his  opinions  somewhat.  Certainly  I  esteem  myself  happy 
that  in  my  far-off  diocese  there  are  none  of  the  world's  precious 
things,  but  only  the  unprized  prayers  of  the  faithful." 

The  priest  said  nothing  in  reply, — but  he  was  conscious  of 
discomfort  and  uneasiness,  and  hurried  through  the  rest  of  his 
duties  with  an  ill-grace,  annoyed,  though  he  knew  not  why,  by 
the  very  presence  of  Manuel.  The  boy,  however,  paid  no 
heed  to  his  angry  glances,  and  noted  everything  in  his  own 
quiet  meditative  way, — a  way  which  was  a  singularly  winning 
one,  graced  as  it  was  by  an  almost  scholarly  thoughtfulness 
united  to  the  charm  of  youth.  Once,  before  a  magnificent 
priest's  garment  of  lace,  he  paused,  and  touched  the  substance 
lightly. 

"See,"  he  said  softly,  looking  wistfully  up  in  the  Cardinal's 
face,  "See  all  the  leaves  and  rosebuds  worked  in  this  by  the 
needle, — and  think  how  many  human  eyes  have  strained  at  it, 
and  grown  dull  and  blind  over  it !  If  one  could  only  believe 
that  the  poor  eyes  were  comforted  at  all  in  the  following  of 
the  difficult  thread  ! — but  no, — the  sunshine  must  have  lessened 
and  the  days  grown  darker  and  darker,  till  death  came  and 
gently  shut  up  the  lids  of  the  tired  orbs  of  earthly  vision,  and 
opened  those  of  the  soul  to  Light  indeed  !  This  work  speaks 
with  a  thousand  tongues  !  I  can  hear  them  !  Torture, — 
poverty,  —  pain, — pitilessness, — long  hours, — scant  reward, — 
10 
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tired  fingers,  —  weary  hearts  !  —  and  a  priest  of  Christ  wears 
this  to  perform  Christ's  service  !  Clad  in  a  garment  of  human 
misery,  to  preach  mercy  !     Is  it  not  strange  ?  " 

"You  think  too  deeply,  my  child,"  said  the  Cardinal,  moved 
by  the  tender  pity  in  IManuel's  voice,  "  Nothing  is  accom- 
plished without  pain  in  this  world, — our  dear  Lord  Himself 
suffered  pain." 

"True,"  said  Manuel,  "But  His  pain  was  endured  that 
there  might  be  less  of  it  for  others  !  He  asked  His  children 
in  this  world  to  love  one  another  for  His  sake — not  to  grind 
each  other  down  !  Not  to  make  unnecessary  hardships  for 
each  other !     But  it  seems  as  if  He  had  asked  in  vain  ! " 

He  was  silent  after  this,  and  refrained  from  remark  even 
when,  during  their  visit  to  Notre  Dame,  the  treasury  was 
unlocked  for  the  Cardinal's  inspection,  and  the  reUcs  formerly 
contained  in  the  now  disused  "Sainte  Chapelle,"  were  shown, 
— including  the  fragments  of  the  "crown  of  thorns,"  and  a 
nail  from  the  "true  cross."  The  Cardinal  was  silent  too. 
He  had  no  remark  to  oifer  on  these  obvious  "imaginations" 
of  the  priesthood.  Then  they  went  up  together  to  the  platform 
on  the  summit  of  the  Cathedral,  and  looked  at  the  great  bell 
known  as  the  "Bourdon  de  Notre  Dame"; — and  here  they 
found  a  little  wizened  old  man  sitting  carelessly  on  the  edge 
of  a  balustrade,  in  a  seemingly  very  dangerous  position,  who 
nodded  and  smiled  familiarly  as  they  appeared.  He  acted  as 
cicerone  of  the  summit  of  the  North  Tower,  and  was  soon  at 
their  side  explaining  volubly  all  that  was  of  interest. 

"Tired, — oh  yes,  one  gets  tired  !"  he  admitted,  in  response 
to  a  query  from  the  Cardinal  as  to  whether  he  did  not  find  his 
duties  fatiguing  at  his  age,  "  But  after  all,  I  like  the  griffins 
and  dragons  and  devils'  faces  up  here,  better  than  the  griffins 
and  dragons  and  devils  down  there, — below  on  the  Boulevards  ! 
I  call  this  Heaven,  and  down  there  in  the  streets.  Hell !  Yes, 
truly  !  It  is  wholesome  up  here, — the  sky  seems  very  near, 
and  the  sculptured  beasts  do  no  harm.  But  down  in  the 
streets  one  feels  and  smells  the  dirt  and  danger  directly.  I 
sit  here  all  by  myself  for  hours  thinking,  when  no  one  comes 
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to  visit  the  tower, — for  sometimes  a  whole  day  passes  and 
no  one  wishes  to  ascend.  And  there  is  a  moral  in  that, 
Monseigneur,  if  one  has  eyes  to  see  it ; — days  pass, — years — in 
the  world, — and  no  one  wishes  to  ascend  ! — to  Heaven,  I 
mean  ! — to  go  down  to  Hell  is  delightful,  and  everyone  is  ready 
for  it !  It  is  at  night  that  the  platform  here  is  most  beautiful, 
— oh  yes,  at  night  it  is  very  fine,  Monseigneur ! — but  it  is  only 
madmen  and  dreamers  who  call  me  up  in  the  night  hours,  yet 
when  they  do,  I  never  refuse  to  go  with  them,  for  look  you,  I 
am  a  light  sleeper  and  have  no  wife  to  bid  me  keep  my  bed. 
Yes, — if  the  authorities  knew  that  I  took  anybody  up  to  the 
tower  at  night  they  would  probably  dismiss  me,"  and  he 
chuckled  like  an  old  schoolboy  with  a  sense  of  his  own  innate 
mischief  and  disobedience,  "But  you  see  they  do  not  know! 
And  I  learn  a  great  deal  from  the  strange  persons  who  come 
at  night, — much  more  than  from  the  strange  persons  who 
come  by  day.  Now,  the  last  so  strange  person  that  came 
here  by  night — you  would  not  perhaps  believe  it,  Monseigneur, 
but  it  was  a  priest !  Yes,"  and  the  old  fellow  laughed,  "  a  priest 
who  had  suddenly  found  out  that  the  Church  was  not  following 
its  Master  !     Yes,  yes  ! just  fancy  killing  himself  for  that  ! " 

"Killing  himself!"  cried  the  Cardinal,  "What  do  you 
mean  ?  " 

"You  would  like  to  hear  the  story ? ah,  take  care,  mon 

ange  /^'  he  cried,  as  he  perceived  Manuel  standing  lightly  near 
the  brink  of  the  platform,  and  stretching  out  his  arms  towards 
the  city,  "Thou  art  not  a  bird  to  fly  from  that  edge  in  the 
air  !     What  dost  thou  see  ?  " 

"Paris!"  replied  the  boy  in  strangely  sorrowful  accents, 
his  young,  wistful  face  turning  towards  the  Cardinal,  his  hair 
blown  back  in  the  light  wind,  "All  Paris  !" 

"Ah! — 'tis  a  fine  sight,  all  Paris!"  said  the  old  guide — 
"  One  of  the  finest  in  the  world,  to  judge  by  the  outside  of  it. 
But  the  inside  is  a  very  different  matter ;  and  if  Paris  is  not  a 
doomed  city,  then  there  is  no  God,  and  I  know  nothing  of  the 
Bible  !  It  has  got  all  the  old  sins  in  a  new  shape,  and  revels 
in  them.     And  for  the  story  of  the  priest,  if  you  would  hear  it  j 
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— ah  ! — that  is  well ! "  he  said,  as  Manuel  left  the  giddy  verge 
of  the  platform  where  he  had  been  standing,  and  drew  near. 
"  It  is  safer  to  be  away  from  that  edge,  my  child  !  Well,  for 
the  poor  priest,  it  happened  in  this  way, — it  was  a  fair  night, 
and  the  moon  was  high — I  was  dozing  off  in  a  chair  in  my 
room  below,  when  the  bell  rang  quickly,  yet  softly.  I  got  up 
with  pleasure,  for  I  said  to  myself,  '  here  is  an  artist  or  a  poet, 
— one  of  those  persons  who  are  unlike  anyone  else ' — just  as  I 
am  myself  unlike  anyone  else — and  so  we  two  shall  have  a 
pleasant  evening.'  But  when  I  opened  the  door  there  was  no 
one  but  a  priest,  and  poor  looking  even  at  that;  and  he  was 
young  and  pale,  and  uneasy  in  his  manner,  and  he  said  to  me, 
'Jean  Lapui' — (that  is  my  name)— 'let  me  pass  up  to  the 
platform.'  '  WiUingly,'  said  I,  'if  I  may  go  with  you.'  'Nay, 
I  would  rather  be  alone,'  he  answered.  '  That  may  not  be,'  I 
told  him,  '  I  am  as  pleased  to  see  the  moonbeams  shining  on 
the  beasts  and  devils  as  any  man, — and  I  shall  do  you  no 
harm  by  my  company.'  Well,  he  agreed  to  have  me  then,  and 
up  we  went  the  three-hundred-and-seventy-eight  steps, — (it  is 
a  long  way,  Monseigneur; — )  and  he  mounted  quickly,  I 
slowly, — but  always  keeping  my  eye  upon  him.  At  last  we 
reached  this  platform,  and  the  moonlight  was  beautiful,  and 
clear  as  day.  Then  my  little  priest  sat  down  and  began  to 
laugh.  '  Ha,  my  Lapui ! '  he  said,  '  Is  it  not  droll  that  this 
should  be  all  a  lie !  All  this  fine  building,  and  all  the  other 
fine  buildings  of  the  kind  in  Paris  !  Strange,  my  Lapui,  is  it 
not,  that  this  Cathedral  should  be  raised  to  the  worship  of  a 
God  whom  no  one  obeys,  or  even  thinks  of  obeying !  All 
show,  my  good  Lapui !  All  to  feed  priests  like  me,  and  keep 
them  going — but  God  has  nothing  to  do  with  it — nothing  at 
all,  I  swear  to  you  ! — '  '  You  may  be  right,  vwti  reverend,^  I 
said,  (for  I  saw  he  was  not  in  a  mood  to  be  argued  with) — 
*Yet  truly  the  Cathedral  has  not  always  been  a  place  of 
holiness.  In  seventeen-ninety-three  there  was  not  much  of 
our  Lord  or  the  blessed  saints  in  it.'  '  No,  you  are  right, 
Lapui ! '  he  cried,  '  Down  came  the  statue  of  the  Virgin,  and 
up  went  the  statue  of  Liberty !     There  was  the  crimson  flare 
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of  the  Torch  of  Truth  ! — and  the  effigies  of  the  ape  Voltaire, 
and  the  sensuaHst  Rousseau,  took  the  places  of  St.  Peter 
and  St.  Paul !  Ha !  And  they  worshipped  the  goddess  of 
Reason ! — Reason,  impersonated  by  Maillard  the  ballet-dancer ! 
True  to  the  life,  my  Lapui ! — that  kind  of  worship  has  lasted 
in  Paris  until  now  ! — it  goes  on  still — Reason, — man's  idea  of 
Reason, — impersonated  by  a  ballet-dancer  !  Yes, — the  shops 
are  full  of  that  goddess  and  her  portraits,  Jean  Lapui !  And 
the  jewellers  can  hardly  turn  out  sufficient  baubles  to  adorn 
her  shrine  ! '  He  laughed  again,  and  I  took  hold  of  him  by 
the  arm.  '  See  here,  petit  pcre,'  I  said,  '  I  fancy  all  is  not 
well  with  you.'  'You  are  right,'  he  answered,  'all  is  very 
ill!'  'Then  will  you  not  go  home  and  to  bed?'  I  asked 
him.  'Presently — presently;'  he  said,  'if  I  may  tell  ycu 
something  first  1 '  '  Do  so  by  all  means,  reverend  pere^  said 
I,  and  I  sat  down  near  him.  'It  is  just  this,  Lapui,' 
and  he  drew  out  a  crucifix  from  his  breast  and  looked 
at  it  very  earnestly,  '  I  am  a  priest,  as  you  see  ;  and  this 
symbol  represents  my  faith.  My  mother  told  me  that  to  be  a 
priest  and  to  serve  God,  was  the  highest  happiness  that  could 
befall  a  man.  I  believed  it, — and  when  I  look  at  the  stars  up 
there  crowding  around  us  in  such  vast  circles, — when  I  look 
at  all  this  moonlight  and  the  majesty  of  creation  around  me,  I 
believe  it  still !  Up  here,  it  seems  there  may  be  a  God ;  down 
there,'  and  he  pointed  towards  the  streets,  '  I  know  there  is  a 
devil !  But  I  have  discovered  that  it  is  no  use  telling  the 
people  about  God,  because  they  do  not  believe  in  Him.  They 
think  I  am  telling  them  a  lie  because  it  is  my  vietier  to  tell 
lies  !  And  also  because  they  think  I  have  neither  the  sense 
nor  the  ability  to  do  anything  else.  They  know  they  are  tell- 
ing lies  themselves  all  day  and  every  day.  Some  of  them 
pretend  to  believe,  because  they  think  it  best  to  be  on  the  safe 
side  even  by  feigning, — and  they  are  the  worst  hypocrites.  It 
drives  me  mad,  Lapui,  to  perform  Mass  for  liars  !  If  it  were 
only  unbelievers  ! — but  liars  ! — liars  !  Liars  who,  on  their 
very  deathbeds,  tell  me  with  mock  sighs  of  penitence  that 
they  believe  in  God,  when  they  do  not !     I  had  a  dream  last 
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night — you  shall  tell  me  if  I  was  mistaken  in  it ! — it  was  a 
dream  of  this  very  tower  of  Notre  Dame.  I  was  up  here  as  I 
am  now — and  the  moonlight  was  around  me  as  it  is  now — and 
I  thought  that  just  behind  the  wing  of  that  third  angel's  head 
carved  yonder — do  you  see?'  and  he  got  up  and  made  me 
get  up  too,  and  turned  me  round  with  his  hand  on  my  shoulder 
— 'a  white  dove  had  made  its  resting-place.  Is  there  a  white 
dove  there,  Lapui  ?  If  there  is,  I  shall  be  a  happy  man  and 
all  my  griefs  will  be  at  an  end  !  Will  you  go  and  look — and 
tell  me  if  there  is  a  white  dove  nestling  there  ?  Then  I  will 
say  good  night  to  you  and  go  home.'  God  forgive  me ! — I 
thought  to  humour  him  in  his  fancy,  and  so  I  left  him  to  walk 
those  five  steps — only  five  at  the  utmost,- — and  see  if  perhaps 
among  the  many  doves  that  fly  about  the  towers,  it  might 
not  be  that  a  white  one,  as  he  said,  should  have  chosen  to 
settle  in  the  place  he  pointed  out  to  me,  'for,'  thought  I,  'he 
will  be  quiet  then  and  satisfied.'     And  like  a  blind  fool  I  went 

and  when  I  came  back  the  platform  was  empty  ! Ah, 

Monseigneur ! — he  had  said  good  night  indeed,  and  gone 
home!" 

"You  mean  that  he  had  flung  himself  from  this  parapet?" 
said  Bonpre  in  a  low  horrified  tone. 

"That  was  the  way  of  it,  Monseigneur,"  said  Lapui  com- 
miseratingly, — "  His  body  was  found  crushed  to  bits  on  the 
pavement  below ;  but  somehow  no  one  troubled  much  about 
it,  or  thought  he  had  thrown  himself  from  the  tower  of  Notre 
Dame.  It  was  said  that  he  had  been  murdered  and  thrown 
out  of  a  window,  but  nobody  knew  how  or  when.  Of  course 
I  could  have  spoken,  but  then  I  should  have  got  into  trouble. 
A.nd  I  avoid  trouble  whenever  I  can.  A  very  strange  thing  it 
is  that  no  one  has  ever  been  suspected  of  leaping  from  Notre 
Dame  into  the  next  world  since  Victor  Hugo's  great  story  was 
written.  *  It  is  against  the  rules, 'say  the  authorities,  'to  mount 
the  towers  at  night.'  True,  but  rules  are  not  always  kept. 
Victor  Hugo's  '  Quasimodo,'  who  never  lived,  is  the  only 
person  the  wiseacres  associate  with  such  a  deed.  And  I, — I 
could  tell  many  a  strange  story ;  only  it  is  better  to  be  silent  I 
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Life  is  hard  living, — and  when  a  priest  of  the  Church  feels 
there  is  no  God  in  this  world,  why  what  is  there  left  for  him 
except  to  try  and  find  out  if  there  is  in  the  next?" 

"  Suicide  is  not  the  way  to  find  Heaven,"  said  the  Cardinal 
gravely. 

"  Maybe  not, — maybe  not,"  and  the  old  custodian  turned  to 
lead  the  way  down  the  steps  of  the  tower,  "But  when  the 
brain  is  gone,  all  through  grief  at  losing  God,  it  may  chance 
that  God  sees  the  condition  of  things,  and  has  mercy.  Events 
happen  in  this  world  of  such  a  kind  as  to  make  anyone  who  is 
not  a  saint,  doubt  the  sense  as  well  as  the  goodness  of  the 
Creator,— of  course  that  is  a  wicked  thing  to  say,  for  we  make 
our  own  evils,  no  doubt " 

"That  is  very  certain,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "The  unhappy 
man  you  have  told  me  of,  should  have  trusted  God  to  the  end, 
whether  those  whom  he  preached  to,  believed  his  message  or 
not.  Their  conduct  was  not  his  business, — his  task  was  to 
declare,  and  not  to  judge." 

"Now  that  is  very  well  put !"  and  the  old  man  paused  on 
the  stairway  and  looked  round  approvingly.  "  Of  course  that 
is  said  as  only  a  wise  man  could  say  it,  for  after  all,  Christ 
Himself  did  not  judge  anyone  in  any  case.  He  came  to  save 
us  all,  not  to  i)unish  us." 

"Then  why  does  not  everyone  remember  that,  and  try  to 
save  one  another,  rather  than  to  condemn  ?  "  asked  Manuel 
suddenly. 

They  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the  tower  stairway,  and  old 
Jean  Lapui,  shading  his  eyes  from  the  glare  of  the  daylight 
with  one  wrinkled  hand,  looked  at  the  boy  with  a  smile  of 
compassionate  interest. 

"  AVhy  does  not  everyone  remember  ?  "Why  does  not  every- 
one do  as  He  did  ?  Ah,  that  is  a  question  !  You  are  young, 
and  you  will  find  out  many  answers  to  it  before  you  are  much 
older.  One  fact  is  sure,— that  if  everybody  did  remember  Him 
and  lived  exactly  as  He  wished,  we  should  have  a  new  Heaven 
and  a  new  Earth; — and  I  will  tell  you  something  else,"  and 
the  old  fellow  looked  sly  and  mischievous,  "No  offence  meant 
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— no  offence  ! — but  there  would  be  no  churches  and  no  priests  ! 
Believe  me,  I  speak  the  truth  !  But  this  would  be  a  great 
happiness ;  and  is  not  to  be  our  portion  yet !  Good  day, 
Monseigneur  !  A  thousand  pardons  for  my  wicked  speech ! 
Good  day!" 

"  Good  day  ! "  responded  the  Cardinal  gently,  "  Be  careful 
of  your  night  visitors,  my  friend !  Do  not  in  future  leave 
them  alone  to  plunge  into  the  Infinite  without  a  warning  ! " 

The  old  man  smiled  deprecatingly. 

"Truly,  Monseigneur,  I  am  generally  careful!  I  do  not 
know  when  I  have  spoken  so  freely  to  anyone  as  I  have  to 
you  ;  for  I  am  generally  in  a  bad  humour  with  all  Church 
dignitaries, — and  of  course  I  know  you  for  a  Cardinal  by  your 
dress,  while  you  might  truly  be  a  saint  from  your  manner ; — 
so  I  should  have  held  my  tongue  about  the  flight  into  the  air 
of  the  little  priest.  But  you  will  say  nothing,  for  you  are 
discreet ;  and  even  if  you  did,  and  I  were  asked  about  it,  I 
should  know  nothing.  Oh,  yes,  I  can  tell  lies  as  fast  as  any- 
body else  !  Yes,  truly  !  I  do  not  suppose  anyone,  not  even 
an  Archbishop  himself,  could  surpass  me  in  lying  !  " 

"And  are  you  not  ashamed  to  lie?"  asked  Bonpre,  with 
an  intense  vibration  of  pain  in  his  voice  as  he  put  the 
question. 

"  Heaven  bless  you,  no,  Monseigneur ! "  replied  Lapui 
cheerfully,  "  For  is  not  the  whole  world  kept  going  by  lies  ? 
Dear  me,  if  we  all  told  the  truth  there  would  be  an  end  of 
everything !  I  am  a  philosopher  in  my  way,  Monseigneur, — 
and  I  assure  you  that  a  real  serious  truth  told  in  Paris  without 
any  gloss  upon  it,  would  be  like  an  earthquake  in  the  city, — 
great  houses  would  come  down  and  numbers  of  people  would 
be  killed  by  it !     Good  day,  Monseigneur  ! — Good  day." 

And  still  smiling  and  chuckling,  the  custodian  of  the  North 
Tower  retired  into  his  den  there  to  await  fresh  visitors.  The 
Cardinal  walked  slowly  to  the  corner  of  the  street  where  his 
carriage  awaited  him, — his  head  bent  and  his  eyes  downcast; 
Manuel  stepped  lightly  along  beside  him,  glancing  at  his  pale 
face  from  time  to  time  with  a  grave  and  tender  compassion. 
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When  they  were  seated  in  the  vehicle  and  driving  homewards 
the  boy  spoke  gently — 

"  You  grieve  too  much  for  others,  dear  friend !  You  are 
now  distressed  because  you  have  heard  the  story  of  one 
unhappy  man  who  sought  to  find  God  by  self-destruction  ;  and 
you  are  pained  also  lest  another  man  should  lose  God  altogether 
by  the  deliberate  telling  of  lies.  All  such  mistakes  and  follies 
of  the  world  weigh  heavily  on  your  heart,  but  they  should  not 
do  so, — for  did  not  Christ  suffer  all  this  for  you  when  He  was 
crucified?" 

The  Cardinal  sighed  deeply. 

"  Yes,  my  child ;  but  He  told  us  plainly  why  He  suffered  ! 
It  was  that  we  might  learn  to  follow  Him,  and  that  there 
should  be  less  suffering  for  the  future.  And  surely  we  have 
not  obeyed  Him,  or  there  could  not  be  so  much  pain  and 
difficulty  in  the  world  as  there  is  now." 

"  If  He  came  again,  you  think  He  would  be  grieved  and 
disappointed'  in  His  followers  ?  "  c jueried  Manuel  softly. 

"  If  He  came  again,  I  fear  He  would  not  find  much  of  His 
teaching  in  any  of  the  creeds  founded  on  His  name  !  If  He 
came  again,  then  indeed  might  the  churches  tremble,  totter 
and  fall ! " 

"  If  He  came  again,"  pursued  Manuel,  still  in  the  same  soft, 
even  voice,  "  how  do  you  think  He  would  come  ?  " 

"  '  Watch  ye  therefore  for  ye  know  not  when  He  cometh  ! ' " 
murmured  the  Cardinal, — "  My  dear  child,  I  think  if  He  came 
again  it  would  be  perhaps  in  the  disguise  of  one  who  is  poor 
and  friendless,  'despised  and  rejected  of  men,'  as  when  He 
first  glorified  the  earth  by  His  presence ;  and  I  fear  that  in 
such  plight  He  would  find  Himself,  as  before,  unwelcome  ! " 

Manuel  made  no  reply  just  then,  as  they  had  arrived  at 
home.  The  servant  who  admitted  them  told  them  that  Donna 
Sovrani  had  a  visitor  in  her  studio, — so  the  Cardinal  and  his 
young  attendant  went  straight  to  their  own  apartments. 

"Read  to  me,  Manuel,"  then  said  Bonpre,  seating  himself 
near  the  window,  and  looking  out  dreamily  on  the  rich  foliage 
of  the  woods  and  grassy  slopes  that  stretched  before  him, 
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"Find  something  in  the  Gospels  that  will  fit  what  we  have 
seen  to-day.  I  am  tired  of  all  these  temples  and  churches  ! — 
these  gorgeous  tombs  and  reliquaries  ;  they  represent  penances 
and  thank-offerings  no  doubt,  but  to  me  they  seem  useless. 
A  church  should  not  be  a  shrine  for  worldly  stuff,  unless 
indeed  such  things  are  used  again  for  the  relief  of  poverty 
and  suffering ;  but  they  are  not  used ;  they  are  simply  kept 
under  lock  and  key  and  allowed  to  accumulate, — while  human 
creatures  dwelling  perhaps  quite  close  to  these  shrines,  are 
allowed  to  die  of  starvation  !  Did  you  think  this  when  you 
spoke  to  the  priest  who  was  offended  with  you  to-day  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  thought  it,"  replied  Manuel  gently,  "But  then  he 
said  I  was  a  heretic.  When  one  loves  God  better  than  the 
Church  is  one  called  a  heretic?" 

Cardinal  Bonpre  looked  earnestly  at  the  boy's  inspired  face, 
— the  face  of  a  dreaming  angel  in  its  deep  earnestness. 

"  If  so,  then  I  am  heretic  ! "  he  answered  slowly,  "  I  love  the 
Creator  as  made  manifest  to  me  in  His  works, — I  love  Him 
in  every  flower  which  I  am  privileged  to  look  upon, — I  find 
Him  in  every  art  and  science, — I  worship  Him  in  a  temple 
not  made  with  hands, — His  own  majestic  Universe  !  Above 
all  churches, — above  all  formulated  creeds  and  systems  I  love 
Him !  And  as  declared  in  the  divine  humanity  of  Christ  I 
believe  in,  and  adore  Him  !  If  this  makes  me  unworthy  to  be 
His  priest  and  servant,  then  I  confess  my  unworthiness ! " 

He  had  spoken  these  words  more  to  himself  than  Manuel, 
and  in  his  fervour  had  closed  his  eyes  and  clasped  his  hands, 
— and  he  almost  fancied  that  a  soft  touch,  light  as  a  falling^ 
rose-leaf,  had  for  a  second  rested  on  his  brow.  He  looked  up 
quickly,  wondering  whether  it  was  Manuel  who  had  so  touched 
him, — the  boy  was  certainly  near  him, — but  was  already  seated 
with  the  Testament  open  ready  to  read  as  requested.  The 
Cardinal  raised  himself  in  his  chair, — a  sense  of  lightness,  and 
freedom,  and  ease,  possessed  him, — the  hopeless  and  tired 
feeling  which  had  a  few  minutes  since  weighed  him  down 
with  an  undefinable  languor,  was  gone, — and  his  voice  had 
gained  new  strength  and  energy  when  he  once  more  spoke. 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  155 

"You  have  found  words  of  our  Lord  which  will  express 
what  we  have  seen  to-day  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  replied  Manuel,  and  he  read  in  a  clear  vibrating 
tone,  "'Woe  unto  you  scribes  and  Pharisees,  hypocrites; 
because  ye  build  the  tombs  of  the  prophets  and  garnish  the 
sepulchres  of  the  righteous, — '"  Here  he  paused  and  said, 
while  the  Cardinal  gazed  at  him  wonderingly,  "  Is  not  that 
true  of  Paris  ?  There  is  their  great  Pantheon  where  most  of 
their  prophets  lie, — their  poets  and  their  teachers  whom  they 
wronged  and  slandered  in  their  lifetime " 

"My  child,"  interrupted  Bonpr^  gently,  "Poets  and  so- 
called  teachers  are  not  always  good  men.  One  named 
A'oltaire,  who  scoffed  at  God,  and  enunciated  the  doctrine 
of  materialism  in  France,  is  buried  there." 

"Nevertheless  he  also  was  a  prophet,"  persisted  Manuel, 
in  his  quiet,  half-childlike,  half-scholarly  way,  "  A  prophet  of 
evil.  He  was  the  incarnation  of  the  future  spirit  of  Paris. 
He  lived  as  a  warning  of  what  was  to  come, — a  warning 
of  the  wolves  that  were  ready  to  descend  upon  the  Master's 
fold.  But  Paris  was  then  perhaps  in  the  care  of  those 
'  hirelings '  who  are  mentioned  here  as  caring  not  for  the 
sheep." 

He  turned  a  few  pages  and  continued  reading. 

"  '  Well  hath  Esaias  prophesied  of  you,  hypocrites,  as  it  is 
written.  This  people  honoureth  Me  with  their  lips  but  their 
heart  is  far  from  Me.  Howbeit  in  vain  do  they  worship  Me^ 
teaching  for  doctrine  the  commandtnents  offneji.'" 

He  emphasized  the  last  few  words  and  looked  up  at  the 
Cardinal,  then  he  went  on. 

"  '\Miosoever  will  come  after  Me  let  him  deny  himself  and 
take  up  his  cross  and  follow  Me.  For  whosoever  will  save  his 
life  shall  lose  it,  but  whosoever  shall  lose  his  life  for  My  sake 
the  same  shall  save  it.'" 

"Yes,"  said  Cardinal  Bonpr^  fervently,  "It  is  all  there! — 
'Whosoever  will  come  after  Me  let  him  deny  himself,'  let  him 
deny  himself!  That  is  the  secret  of  it.  Self-denial!  And 
this  age  is  one  of  self-indulgence,     ^\'e  are  on  the  wrong  road. 
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all  of  us,  both  Church  and  laity, — and  if  the  Master  should 
come  He  will  not  find  us  watching,  but  sleeping  ! " 

He  broke  off,  as  at  that  moment  a  knock  came  at  the  door 
and  a  servant  entered  the  room  bringing  him  a  letter.  It  was 
from  the  Abbe  Vergniaud,  and  ran  as  follows : — 

"  Tres  CHER  MoNSEiGNEUR  ! — I   preach  the  day  after  to- 
morrow at  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette,  and  if  you  wish  to  do  a 
favour  to  a  dying  man  you  will  come  and  hear  me.     I  am 
moved  to  say  things  I  have  never  said  before,  and  it  is  possible 
I  may  astonish  and  perchance  scandalize  Paris.     What  inspires 
me  I  do  not  know, — perhaps  your  well-deserved  reproach  of 
the  other  day — perhaps  the  beautiful  smile  of  the  angel  that 
•dwells  in  Donna  Sovrani's  eyes, — perhaps  the  chance  meeting 
with  your  Rouen  foundling  on  the  stairs  as  I  was  flying  away 
from  your  just  wrath.     He  had  been  gathering  roses  in  the 
garden,  and  gave  me  one,  with  a  grace  in  the  giving  which 
made  the  flower  valuable.     It  still  lives  and  blooms  in  a  glass 
•on  my  writing-table  at  which   I  have  been  jotting  down  the 
notes  of  what  I  mean  to  say.      What  I  meafi  to  say  !     There 
is  more  in  those  words  than  there  seems,  if  you  could  but 
guess  all !     I  shall  trust  to  the  day  itself  for  the  necessary 
eloquence.     The  congregation  that  assembles  at  the  Lorette 
is  a  curious  and  a  mixed  one.     '  Artistes '  of  the  stage  and  the 
cafe-chantant   are   among  the  worshippers ;— dames   of  rank 
and  fashion  who  worship  the  male  'artists,'  and  the  golden 
youth  of  Paris  who  adore  the  very  points  of  the  shoes  of  the 
female  ones, — are  generally  there  also.     It  is  altogether  what 
*perfide  Albion,'  or  Madame  Grundee-^ovXd  call  a  'fast'  audience. 
And  the  fact  that  I  have  arranged  to  preach  there  will  draw  a 
still  greater  mixture  and  '  faster '  quality,  as   I  am,  alas ! — a 
fashion  in  preachers.     I  pray  you  to  come,  or  I  shall  think 
you  have  not  forgiven  me  !  Vergniaud." 

Cardinal  Bonpre  folded  the  letter  and  put  it  aside  with 
a  curious  feeling  of  compassion  for  the  writer. 

"Yes,   I  will  go,"  he  thought,  "I  have  never  heard  him 
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preach,  though  I  know  by  report  that  he  is  popular.  I  was 
told  once  that  he  seems  to  be  possessed  by  a  very  demon  of 
mockery,  and  that  it  is  this  spirit  which  makes  his  attraction 
for  the  people ;  but  I  hope  it  is  something  more  than  that — 

I  hope "     Here  interrupting  his  meditations  he  turned  to 

Manuel. 

"So  you  gave  the  Abbd  Vergniaud  a  rose  the  other  day, 
my  child  ?  " 

''Yes,"  replied  Manuel,  "He  looked  sad  when  I  met  him, 
— and  sometimes  a  flower  gives  pleasure  to  a  person  in 
sorrow." 

The  Cardinal  thought  of  his  own  roses  far  away,  and  sighed 
with  a  sensation  of  longing  and  homesickness. 

"  Flowers  are  like  visible  messages  from  God,"  he  said, 
"  Messages  written  in  all  the  brightest  and  loveliest  colours ! 
I  never  gather  one  without  finding  out  that  it  has  something 
to  say  to  me." 

"There  is  a  legend,"  said  Manuel,  "which  tells  how  a  poor 
girl  who  had  lost  every  human  creature  she  loved  on  earth, 
had  a  rose-tree  she  was  fond  of,  and  every  day  she  found  upon 
it  just  one  bloom.  And  though  she  longed  to  gather  the 
flower  for  herself  she  would  not  do  so,  but  always  placed  it 
before  the  picture  of  the  Christ.  And  God  saw  her  do  this, 
as  He  sees  everything.  At  last,  quite  suddenly  she  died,  and 
when  she  found  herself  in  heaven,  there  were  such  crowds 
and  crowds  of  angels  about  her  that  she  was  bewildered,  and 
could  not  find  her  way.  All  at  once  she  saw  a  pathway  edged 
with  roses  before  her,  and  one  of  the  angels  said,  '  These  are 
all  the  roses  you  gave  to  our  Lord  on  earth,  and  He  has  made 
them  into  a  pathway  for  you  which  will  lead  you  straight  to 
those  you  love  ! '  And  so  with  great  joy  she  followed  the 
windings  of  the  path,  seeing  her  roses  blossoming  all  the  way, 
and  she  found  all  those  whom  she  had  loved  and  lost  on  earth 
waiting  to  welcome  her  at  the  end  !  " 

"A  pretty  fancy,"  said  the  Cardinal  smiling,  "And,  as  not 
even  a  thought  is  wasted,  who  knows  if  it  might  not  be 
true?" 
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"  Surely  the  beautiful  must  be  the  true  always ! "  said 
Manuel. 

"  Not  so,  my  child, — a  fair  face  may  hide  an  evil  soul." 

"But  only  for  a  little  while,"  answered  the  boy,  "The  evil 
■soul  must  leave  its  impress  on  the  face  in  time,  if  life  lasts 
long  enough." 

"That  is  quite  possible,"  said  Bonpre,  "In  fact,  I  think  it 
often  happens, — only  there  are  some  people  who  simulate 
the  outward  show  of  goodness  and  purity  perfectly,  while 
inwardly  '  they  are  as  ravening  wolves,'  and  they  never  seem 

to  drop  the  mask.     Others  again "     Here  he  paused  and 

looked  anxiously  at  his  young  companion,  "I  wonder  what 
you  will  be  like  when  you  grow  up,  Manuel ! " 

"But  if  I  never  grow  up,  what  then?"  asked  Manuel  with 
a  smile. 

"  Never  grow  up?     You  mean -" 

'*  I  mean  if  I  die,"  said  Manuel,  "  or  pass  through  what  is 
•called  dying  before  I  grow  up  ?  " 

"  God  forbid  ! "  said  the  Cardinal  gently,  "  I  would  have 
you  live " 

"  But  why,"  persisted  Manuel,  "  since  death  is  a  better 
life  ?  " 

Bonpre  looked  at  him  wistfully. 

"  But  if  you  grow  up,  and  are  good  and  great,  you  may  be 
wanted  in  the  world,"  he  said. 

An  expression  of  deep  pain  swept  like  a  shadow  across  the 
boy's  fair  open  brow. 

"  Oh  no  !  "  he  said  quietly,  "the  world  does  not  want  me  ! 
And  yet  I  love  the  world ! — not  because  it  is  a  world,  for 
there  are  millions  upon  millions  of  worlds,  —  they  are  as 
numerous  as  flowers  in  a  garden but  because  it  is  a  sorrow- 
ful world, — a  mistaken  world, — and  because  all  the  creatures 
in  it  have  something  of  God  in  them.  Yes,  I  love  the 
world  ! — but  the  world  does  not  love  me." 

He  spoke  in  a  tone  of  gentle  pathos,  with  the  resigned  and 
patient  air  of  one  who  feels  the  burden  of  solitude  and  the 
sense  of  miscomprehension.     And  closing  the  Testament  he 
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held  he  rested  his  clasped  hands  upon  it,  and  for  a  moment 
seemed  lost  in  sorrowful  reverie. 

"  I  love  you  ! "  said  the  Cardinal  tenderly,  "And  I  will  take 
care  of  you  as  well  as  I  can." 

Manuel  looked  up  at  him. 

"And  that  will  be  well  indeed,  my  lord  Cardinal !"  he  said 
softly,  "And  you  serve  a  Master  who  will  hereafter  say  to 
you,  remembering  your  goodness, — 'Verily,  inasmuch  as  ye 
have  done  it  unto  the  least  of  these  My  brethren  ye  have 
done  it  unto  Me.'" 

He  smiled ;  and  the  Cardinal,  meeting  his  glance,  wondered 
whether  it  was  the  strong  level  light  of  the  sinking  sun  through 
the  window-pane  that  made  such  a  glory  shine  upon  his  face, 
and  gave  such  a  brilliancy  to  his  deep  and  steadfast  eyes. 


XI 


MEANWHILE,  Angela  Sovrani  was  detained  in  her 
studio  by  the  fascinating  company  and  bewildering 
chatter  of  a  charming  and  very  well-known  personage  in 
Europe, — -a  dainty,  exquisitely  dressed  piece  of  femininity 
with  the  figure  of  a  sylph  and  the  complexion  of  a  Romney 
"Lady  Hamilton," — the  Comtesse  Sylvia  Hermenstein,  an 
Austro-Hungarian  of  the  prettiest  and  most  bewitching  type, 
who  being  a  thorough  bohemienne  in  spirit,  and  having  a 
large  fortune  at  her  disposal,  travelled  everywhere,  saw  every- 
thing, and  spent  great  sums  of  money  not  only  in  amusing 
herself,  but  in  doing  good  wherever  she  went.  By  society  in 
general,  she  was  voted  "  thoroughly  heartless," — when  as  a 
matter  of  fact  she  had  too  much  heart,  and  gave  her  "lar- 
gesse "  of  sympathy  somewhat  too  indiscriminately.  Poor 
people  worshipped  her, — the  majority  of  the  rich  envied  her 
because  most  of  them  had  ties  to  constrain  them,  and  she  had 
none.  She  might  have  married  scores  of  times,  but  she  took 
a  perverse  pleasure  in  "drawing  on"  her  admirers  till  they 
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were  just  on  the  giddy  brink  of  matrimony, — then  darting  off 
altogether,  she  left  them  bewildered,  confused,  and  not  a  little 
angry. 

"  They  tell  me  I  cannot  love,  cara  7nia"  she  was  saying 
now  to  Angela,  who  sat  in  pleased  silence,  studying  her  form, 
her  colouring,  and  her  animated  expression,  with  all  the 
ardour  of  an  artist  who  knows  how  difficult  it  is  to  catch  the 
swift  and  variable  flashes  of  beauty  on  the  face  of  a  pretty 
woman,  who  is  intelligent  as  well  as  personally  charming, 
"  They  tell  me  I  have  no  heart  at  all.  Me — Sylvie ! — no 
heart !  Helas  ! — I  am  all  heart !  But  to  love  one  of  those 
stupid  heavy  men,  who  think  that  just  to  pull  a  moustache 
and  smile,  is  sufficient  to  make  a  conquest — ah,  no ! — not 
for  me  !  Yet  I  am  now  in  love  ! — truly  ! — ah,  you  laugh  ! — " 
and  she  laughed  herself,  shaking  her  pretty  head,  adorned 
with  its  delicate  "creation"  in  gossamer  and  feathers,  which 
was  supposed  to  be  a  hat——"  Yes,  I  am  in  love  with  the 
Marquis  Fontenelle  !  Ah  !  —  le  beau  Marquis  !  He  is  so 
extraordinary  ! — so  beautiful ! — so  wicked  !  It  must  be  that 
I  love  him,  or  why  should  I  trouble  myself  about  him?" 

She  spread  out  her  tiny  gloved  hands  appealingly,  with  a  de- 
lightful little  shrug  of  her  shoulders,  and  again  Angela  laughed. 

"  He  is  good-looking,  certainly,"  she  said,  "  He  is  very  like 
Miraudin.     They  might  almost  be  brothers." 

"Miraudin,  ce  cher  Miraudin  !"  exclaimed  the  Comtesse 
gaily,  "The  greatest  actor  in  Europe!  Yes,  truly!—!  go  to 
the  theatre  to  look  at  him,  and  I  almost  fancy  I  am  in  love 
with  him  instead  of  Fontenelle,  till  I  remember  he  stage- 
manages  ; — ah  ! — then  I  shudder !  .  .  .  and  my  shudder  kills 
my  love  !  After  all,  it  is  only  his  resemblance  to  the  Marquis 
that  causes  the  love, — and  perhaps  the  shudder  !  " 

"  Sylvie,  Sylvie  ! "  laughed  Angela,  "  Can  you  not  be  serious  ? 
What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  what  I  say,"  declared  Sylvie,  "  Miraudin  used  to 
be  the  darling  of  all  the  sentimental  old  maids  and  little 
schoolgirls  who  did  not  know  him  off  the  stage.  In  Paris, 
in  Rome,  in  Vienna,  in  Buda-Pesth — always  a  conqueror  of 
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ignorant  women  who  saw  him  in  his  beautiful  'make-up'! 
Yes,  he  was  perfectly  delightful,  this  big  Miraudin,  till  he 
became  his  own  manager  and  his  own  leading  actor  as  well ! 
Helas  !  What  it  is  to  be  a  manager !  Do  you  know  ?  It 
is  to  keep  a  harem  like  a  grand  Turk ; — and  woe  betide  the 
woman  who  joins  the  company  without  understanding  that 
she  is  to  be  one  of  the  many  !  The  sultana  is  the  '  leading 
lady.'  Poor  Miraudin  ! — he  must  have  many  little  fagots  to 
feed  his  flame  !  Oh,  you  look  so  shocked  !  But  the  Marquis 
is  just  like  him, — he  also  stage-manages  !  " 

"  In  what  way?" 

"Ah,  he  has  an  enormous  theatre,  —  the  world!  A  big 
stage,  —  society  !  The  harem  is  always  being  replenished  ! 
And  he  plays  his  part  so  well !  He  has  what  the  wiseacres 
■call  'perverted  morals,'— they  are  so  charming! — and  he  will 
not  marry.  He  says,  '  Why  give  myself  to  one  when  I  can 
make  so  many  happy  ! '  And  why  will  not  I,  Sylvie  Hermen- 
stein,  be  one  of  those  many  ?  Why  will  I  not  yield  to  the 
embraces  of  Monsieur  le  beau  Marquis?  Not  to  marry  him, 
— oh  no !  so  free  a  bird  could  not  have  his  wings  clipped  ! 
And  why  will  I  not  see  the  force  of  this? " 

She  stopped,  for  Angela  sprang  towards  her  exclaiming, 

"  Sylvie !  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  the  J^Iarquis 
Fontenelle  is  such  a  villain  ?  .  .  .  " 

"Tais-toi!  Dear  little  flame  of  genius,  how  you  blaze!" 
cried  Sylvie,  catching  her  friend  by  the  hand  and  kissing  it, 
*'  Do  not  call  Fontenelle  a  villain — he  is  too  charmincr ! — and 

O 

he  is  only  like  a  great  many  other  men.  He  is  a  bold  and 
passionate  person  ;  I  rather  like  such  characters, — and  I  really 

am  afraid afraid — "  here  she  hesitated,  then  resumed,  "  He 

loves  me  for  the  moment,  Angela,  and  I — I  very  much  fear 
I  love  him  for  a  little  longer  than  that !  C'est  terrible  !  He 
■is  by  no  means  worthy  of  it, — no,  but  what  does  that  matter  ! 
We  women  never  count  the  cost  of  loving — we  simply  love  ! 
If  I  see  much  of  him  I  shall  probably  sink  into  the  Quartier 
Latin  of  love — for  there  is  a  Quartier  Latin  as  well  as  a  high 
•class  Faubourg  in  the  passion — I  prefer  the  Faubourg  I 
II 
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confess,  because  it  is  so  high,  and  respectable,  and  clean,  and 

grand but " 

"Sylvie,"  said  Angela  determinedly,  "You  must  go  away 

from  Paris, — you  must  not  see  this  man " 

"That  is  what  I  have  arranged  to  do,"  said  Sylvie,  her 
beautiful  violet  eyes  flashing  with  mirth  and  malice  inter- 
mingled, "  I  am  flying  from  Paris  ! 1  shall  perhaps  go  to 

Rome  in  order  to  be  near  you.  You  are  a  living  safety  in  a 
storm, — you  are  so  serene  and  calm  !  And  then  you  have  a 
lover  who  believes  in  the  ideal  and  perfect  sympathy." 

Angela  smiled, — and  Sylvie  Hermenstein  noted  the  warm 
and  tender  flush  of  pleasure  that  spread  over  her  fair  face. 

"Yes,  Florian  is  an  idealist,"  she  said,  "  There  is  nothing  of 
the  brute  in  him." 

"  And  you  think  Fontenelle  a  brute?"  queried  Sylvie,  "Yes, 
I  suppose  he  is  ;  but  I  have  sometimes  thought  that  all  men 
are  very  much  alike, — except  Florian  ! "  She  paused,  looking 
rather  dubiously,  and  with  a  touch  of  compassion  at  Angela, 
«  Well ! — you  deserve  to  be  happy,  child,  and  I  hope  you  will 
be !  For  myself,  I  am  going  to  run  away  from  Monsieur  le 
Marquis  with  as  much  speed  as  if  I  had  stolen  his  watch  ! " 

"It  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do,"  said  Angela  with  a  little 
sigh  of  relief,  "  I  am  glad  you  are  resolved." 

Comtesse  Sylvie  rose  from  her  chair  and  moved  about  the 
studio  with  a  pretty  air  of  impatience. 

"  If  his  love  for  me  could  last,"  she  said,  "  I  might  stay  !  I 
would  love  him  with  truth  and  passion,  and  I  would  so  in- 
fluence him  that  he  should  become  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
leading  men  of  his  time.  For  he  has  all  the  capabilities  of 
genius, — but  they  are  dormant,— and  the  joys  of  self-indulgence 
appeal  to  him  more  strongly  than  high  ambition  and  attain- 
ment. And  he  could  not  love  any  woman  for  more  than 
a  week  or  a  month  at  most,  —  in  which  temperament  he 
exactly  resembles  the  celebrated  Miraudin.    Now  I  do  not  care 

to  be  loved  for  a  week  or  a  month 1  wish  to  be  loved  for 

always, — for  always  !  "  she  said  with  emphasis,  "  Just  as  your 
Florian  loves  you." 
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Angela's  eyes  grew  soft  and  pensive. 

"  Few  men  are  like  Florian  !  "  she  said. 

Again  Sylvie  looked  at  her  doubtfully,  and  there  was  a 
moment's  silence.     Then  Sylvie  resumed. 

"  Will  you  help  me  to  give  a  little  lesson  to  Monsieur  le 
Marquis,  Angela  ?  " 

"  Willingly,  if  I  can.     But  how  ?  " 

"In  this  way.  It  is  a  little  drama  1  To-morrow  is  Saturday 
and  you  'receive.'  'Tout  Paris,'  artistic  Paris,  at  any  rate^ 
flocks  to  your  studio.  Your  uncle,  the  Cardinal  Bonprd,  is 
known  to  be  with  you,  and  your  visitors  will  be  still  more 
numerous.  I  have  promised  Fontenelle  to  meet  him  here. 
I  am  to  give  him  his  answer " 

"To  what?  "  enquired  Angela. 

"To  his  proposal." 

"  Of  marriage  ?  " 

"  Dear  me,  no  ! "  And  Sylvie  smiled,  but  there  was  a  look 
of  pain  in  her  eyes,  "He  has  an  idyllic  house  buried  in  the 
Foret  St.  Germain,  and  he  wants  me  to  take  possession, .  .  .  you. 
know  the  rest !  He  is  a  villain?  Yes — he  is  like  Miraudin, 
who  has  a  luxurious  flat  in  Paris  and  sends  each  lady  of  his- 
harem  there  in  turn  !  How  angry  you  look  !  But,  my  dear,  I 
am  not  going  to  the  house  in  the  Foret,  and  I  shall  not  meet 

him  here.    He  will  come looking  charming  as  usual,  and  he 

will  wait  for  me ;  but  I  shall  not  arrive.  All  I  want  you  to  do 
for  me  is  to  receive  him  very  kindly,  talk  to  him  very  sweetly, 
and  tell  him  quite  suddenly  that  I  have  left  Paris." 

"What  good  will  that  do?"  enquired  Angela,  "Could  you 
not  write  to  him  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  could  write  to  him  but "     Here   Sylvie- 

paused  and  turned  away  her  head.  Angela,  moved  by 
(]uick  instinct,  went  to  her  and  put  her  arm  round  her 
waist. 

"  Now  there  are  tears  in  your  eyes,  Sylvie,"  she  said,  "You 
are  suffering  for  this  man's  heartlessness  and  cruelty.  For  it 
A  heartless, — it  is  insulting,  and  selfish,  and  cruel  to  offer  you 
nothing  but  dishonour  if  he  knows  you  love  him." 
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Sylvie  took  out  a  tiny  cobweb  of  a  lace  handkerchief  and 
<iried  her  tears. 

"  No,  I  will  not  have  him  called  heartless,  or  cruel,"  she  said, 
■*'  He  is  merely  one  of  his  class.  There  are  hundreds  like  him 
in  Paris.  Never  mind  my  tears  ! — they  are  nothing.  There 
.are  hundreds  of  women  who  would  accept  his  proposals, — and 
he  thinks  I  must  be  like  them,— ready  to  fall  into  his  arms  like 
3.  ripe  peach  at  a  touch !  He  thinks  all  I  say  to  him  is  an 
assumed  affectation  of  virtue,  and  that  he  can  easily  break 
■down  that  slight  barricade.  He  tells  me  I  am  a  charming 
preacher,  but  that  he  could  never  learn  anything  from 
sermons!"  She  laughed,  "Oh,  he  is  incorrigible!  But  I 
■want  you  to  let  him  know  that  for  once  he  is  mistaken.  Will 
you?  And  you  shall  not  have  to  say  even  the  smallest 
figment  of  an  untruth, — your  news  will  be  quite  correct — for 
I  leave  Paris  to-morrow  morning." 

She  was  very  quiet  now  as  she  spoke — her  brilliant  eyes 
were  dark  with  thought,  and  her  delicate  face  wore  a  serious, 
almost  melancholy  expression.- 

"  Dear  Sylvie  ! "  said  Angela,  kissing  her  soft  cheek,  "  You 
really  care  for  this  wretched  man  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  she  answered  with  a  touch  of  hesitation  in 
her  voice,  "  I  think  I  do — and  yet  despise  myself  for  it !— — 
but — who  knows  what  wonders  change  of  air  and  scene  may 
work  !  You  see,  if  I  go  away  he  will  forget  at  once,  and  will 
.trouble  himself  about  me  no  more." 
"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?  " 
Sylvie  hesitated. 

"Well,  no,  I  cannot  be  quite  certain, — you  see  no  woman 
has  ever  avoided  him, — it  will  be  quite  a  new  experience  for  him, 
and  a  strange  one  !"  Her  laughter  rippled  out  musically  on 
the  air.  "  Positively  I  do  not  think  he  will  ever  get  over  it !" 
"I  begin  to  understand,"  said  Angela,  "You  wish  to  make 
this  callous  man  of  the  world  realize  that  a  woman  may 
be  beautiful,  and  brilliant,  and  independent,  and  yet  live 
a  pure,  good  life  amid  numerous  temptations  ?" 

"Yes, — I  wish  him  to  feel  that  all  women  are  not  to  be 
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led  away  by  flattery,  or  even  by  the  desire  to  be  loved,  which 
is  the  hardest  temptation  of  all  to  resist !  Nothing  so  hard 
as  that,  Angela  I  Nothing  so  hard  !  I  have  often  thought 
what  a  contemptible  creature  Goethe's  Gretchen  was  to  allow 
herself  to  be  tempted  to  ruin  with  a  box  of  jewels  !  Jewels  ! 
Worthless  baubles  !  I  would  not  cross  the  road  to  look  at 
the  biggest  diamond  in  the  world  !  But  to  be  loved !  To 
feel  that  you  are  all  in  all  to  one  man  out  of  the  whole  world  ! 
That  would  be  glorious !  That  I  have  never  felt — that  I 
shall  never  know  !  " 

Angela  looked  at  her  sympathetically, — what  a  strange 
thing  it  was,  she  thought,  that  this  pretty  creature,  with  her 
winsome,  bright,  bewitching  ways,  should  be  craving  for  love, 
while  she,  Angela  Sovrani,  was  elected  to  the  happiness  of 
having  the  absolute  devotion  of  such  an  ideal  lover  as  Florian 
Varillo  ! 

"But  I  am  becoming  quite  tragic  in  my  remarks,"  went  on 
Sylvie,  resuming  her  usual  gaiety,  "  Melodramatic,  as  they 
say  !  If  I  go  on  in  this  manner  I  shall  qualify  to  be  the  next 
'leading  lady'  to  Miraudin  !  Quelle  honneur I  Good-bye, 
Angela ; — I  will  not  tell  you  where  I  am  going,  lest  Fontenelle 
should  ask  you, — and  then  you  would  have  to  commit 
yourself  to  a  falsehood, — it  is  enough  to  say  I  have  left 
Paris." 

"Shall  I  see  you  again  soon?"  said  Angela,  holding  her 
by  both  hands  and  looking  at  her  anxiously. 

"Yes,  very  soon;  before  the  winter  is  over  at  any  rate. 
You  sweet,  calm,  happy  Angela  !  I  wonder  if  anything  could 
ever  whip  you  into  a  storm  ! " 

"  Would  you  like  to  see  me  in  a  stormy  humour  ? "  asked 
Angela,  smiling. 

"  No,  not  exactly ; — but, — you  are  too  quiet, — too  secure  ! — 
too  satisfied  in  your  art  and  your  surroundings ;  and  you  do 
not  enter  at  all  into  the  passions  and  griefs  of  other  people. 
You  are  absorbed  in  your  love  and  your  work, — a  beautiful 
existence !  Only  I  hope  the  gods  will  not  wake  you  up  some 
day!" 
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"  I  am  not  asleep,"  said  Angela,  "  nor  dreaming  !  " 

"  Yes  you  are !  You  dream  of  beautiful  things, — and  the 
world  is  full  of  ugly  ones ;  you  dream  of  love,  and  constancy, 
and  purity, — and  the  world  is  full  of  spite,  and  hate,  and 
bribery,  and  wickedness ;  you  have  a  world  of  your  own, — 
but,  Angela,  it  is  a  glass  world ! — in  which  only  the  exquisite 
colours  of  your  own  soul  are  reflected, — take  care  that  the 
pretty  globe  does  not  break  ! — for  if  it  does  you  will  never 
be  able  to  put  it  together  again  !     Adieu  ! " 

"Adieu!"  and  Angela  returned  her  loving  embrace  with 
equal  affection,  "  I  will  announce  your  departure  to  the 
Marquis  Fontenelle  to-morrow." 

"You  will?  Sweet  Angela!  And  when  you  hear  from 
Tne,  and  know  where  I  am,  you  will  write  me  a  long,  long 
letter  and  tell  me  how  he  looked,  and  what  he  said,  and 
whether  he  seemed  sorry  or  indifferent,  or  angry,  or 
ashamed or " 

Before  she  could  finish  the  sentence  the  studio  door  was 
thrown  open,  and  the  servant  announced,  "Monsieur  le 
Marquis  Fontenelle ! '' 


XII 


A  MOMENT'S  flashing  glance  of  half-amused  dismay  at 
Angela,  and  the  Comtesse  Sylvie  had  vanished. 
Passing  quickly  behind  one  of  the  several  tall  tapestry  screens 
that  adorned  the  studio,  she  slipped  away  through  a  little 
private  door  at  which  Angela's  "models"  presented  them- 
selves,— a  door  which  led  into  the  garden  and  then  into  the 
Bois, — and  making  straight  for  her  carriage  which  was  in 
waiting  round  the  corner,  she  sprang  into  it  and  was  rapidly 
driven  away.  Meanwhile,  Angela  Sovrani,  rather  bewildered 
by  her  friend's  swift  departure,  was  left  alone  to  face  the 
Marquis,  who  entered  almost  on  the  heels  of  the  servant  who 
.announced  him,  and  in  one  swift  survey  of  the  studio  saw 
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that  the  object  of  his  search  was  not  there.  Concealing  his 
disappointment,  however,  under  an  admirable  show  of  elegant 
indifference,  he  advanced  towards  Angela  and  saluted  her 
with  a  courtly  old-world  grace  that  very  well  became  his 
handsome  face  and  figure. 

"  I  must  apologise  for  this  intrusion,"  he  said,  speaking  in 
deep,  soft  accents  which  gave  a  singular  charm  to  his  simplest 
words,  "  But — to  be  quite  frank  with  you — I  thought  I  should 
find  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  here  !  " 

Angela  smiled.  In  her  heart  she  considered  the  man  a 
social  reprobate,  but  it  was  impossible  to  hear  him  speak, 
and  equally  impossible  to  look  at  him  without  a  vague  sense 
of  pleasure  in  his  company. 

"Sylvia  was  here  a  moment  ago,"  she  answered,  still 
smiling. 

The  Marquis  took  one  or  two  quick  impulsive  steps  forward 
— then  checking  himself,  stopped  short,  and  selecting  a  chair 
deliberately  sat  down. 

"  I  understand  ! "  he  said,  "  She  wished  to  avoid  me,  and 
she  has  done  so.  Well  I — I  would  not  run  after  her  for  the 
world.     She  must  be  perfectly  free  ! " 

Angela  looked  at  him  with  a  somewhat  puzzled  air.  She 
felt  herself  in  a  delicate  and  awkward  position.  To  be  of 
any  use  in  this  affair  now  seemed  quite  impossible.  Her 
commission  was  to  have  told  the  Marquis  that  Sylvie  had 
left  Paris,  but  she  could  not  say  that  now,  as  Sylvie  was  still 
in  the  city.  Was  she  supposed  to  know  anything  about  the 
Marquis's  dishonourable  proposals  to  her  friend  ?  Surely 
not!  Then  what  was  she  to  do?  She  stood  hesitating, 
glancing  at  the  fine,  clear-cut,  clean-shaven  face  of  Fontenelle, 
the  broad  intellectual  brows,  and  the  brilliant  hazel  eyes  with 
their  languid,  half- satirical  expression;  and  her  perplexity 
increased.  Certainly  he  was  a  man  with  a  grand  manner, — 
the  manner  of  one  of  those  never-to-be-forgotten  haughty  and 
careless  aristocrats  of  the  "  Reign  of  Terror "  who  half 
redeemed  their  vicious  lives  by  the  bravery  with  which  they 
faced  the  guillotine.     Attracted,  yet  repelled  by  him,  Angela 
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had  always  been, — even  when  she  had  known  no  more  of  him 
than  is  known  of  a  casual  acquaintance  met  at  different 
parties  and  reunions,  but  now  that  she  was  aware  of  Sylvie's 
infatuation,  the  mingled  attraction  and  revulsion  became 
stronger,  and  she  caught  herself  wishing  fervently  that  the 
Marquis  would  rouse  himself  from  his  lethargy  of  pleasure,, 
and  do  justice  to  the  capabilities  which  Nature  had  evidently 
endowed  him  with,  if  a  fine  head  and  noble  features  are  to 
be  taken  as  exponents  of  character.  Fontenelle  himself, 
meanwhile,  leaning  carelessly  back  in  the  chair  he  had  taken, 
looked  at  her  with  a  little  quizzical  lifting  of  his  eyebrows. 

"You  are  very  silent,  Mademoiselle,"  he  broke  out  at  las t^ 
"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

At  this  straight  question  Angela  recovered  her  equanimity. 

"  I  had  something  to  say  to  you.  Marquis,"  she  answered 
quietly,  "but  it  was  to  have  been  said  to-morrow." 

"  To-morrow  ?  Ah,  yes  !  You  receive  your  world  of  art 
to-morrow,"  he  said,  "and  I  was  to  come  and  meet  la 
Comtesse, — and  of  course  she  would  not  have  been  here !  I 
felt  that  by  a  natural  instinct !  Something  psychological — 
something  occult !  I  saw  her  carriage  pass  my  windows  up  the 
Champs  Elysees, — and  I  followed  in  a  common  fiacre.  I  seldom 
ride  in  a  common  fiacre,  but  this  time  I  did  so.  It  was  an  excite- 
ment— /a  chasse  !  I  saw  the  little  beauty  arrive  at  your  door, — 
I  gave  her  time  to  pour  out  all  her  confidences, — and  then  I 
arranged  with  myself  and  le  bo?i  Dieu  to  escort  her  home  !  " 

"You  arranged  well,"  said  Angela,  inclined  to  laugh  at  his 
easy  audacity,  "  but  le  don  Dieu  was  evidently  not  of  your 
opinion, — and  you  must  remember  that  the  most  excellent 
arrangements  are  not  always  carried  out." 

"True!"  and  Fontenelle  smiled,  "In  the  case  of  the 
fascinating  Sylvie,  I  do  not  know  when  I  have  had  so  much 
trouble  about  a  woman.  It  is  interesting,  but  vexatious. 
Sometimes  I  think  I  shall  have  to  give  up,  and  gallop  off  the 
hunting-field  altogether " 


Excuse    me.    Marquis,"    said     Angela     coldly,    "  Sylvie 
Hermenstein    is     my     friend pray    understand     that    I 
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cannot  allow  her  to  be  spoken  of  in  the  tone  of  badinage 
you  are  pleased  to  assume." 

He  looked  up  with  a  curious  air  of  surprise  and  mock 
penitence. 

"Pardon  !  But  there  is  no  badinage  at  all  about  the  very 
serious  position  in  which  I  find  myself,"  he  said,  "  You, 
Mademoiselle,  as  a  woman,  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  the 
anxiety  and  trouble  your  charming  sex  gives  to  ours.     That 

is,  of  course,  when  you  are  charming which  is  not  always. 

Now  Sylvie,  your  friend  Sylvie — is  so  distinctly  charming  that 
she  becomes  provoking  and  irritating.  I  am  sure  she  has  told 
you  I  am  a  terrible  villain  ..." 

"  She  has  never  said  so, — never  spoken  one  word  against 
you  !  "  interposed  Angela. 

"  No  ?  That  is  curious — very  curious  !  But  then  Sylvie  her- 
self is  curious.     You  see  the  position  is  this ; 1   wish  to 

give  her  all  I  am  worth  in  the  world,  but  she  will  not 
have  it ! — I  wish  to  love  her,  but  she  will  not  be  loved  ! " 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Angela,  gaining  courage  to  speak  plainly, 
"Perhaps  your  love  is  not  linked  with  honour?" 

"Honour?"  echoed  the  Marquis,  lifting  his  finely  arched 
eyebrows,  "You  mean  marriage?  No — -I  confess  I  am  not 
guilty  of  so  much  impudence.  For  why  should  the  brilliant 
Sylvie  become  the  Marquise  Fontenelle?  It  would  be  a 
most  unhappy  fate  for  her,  because  if  there  were  a  Marquise 
Fontenelle,  my  principles  would  oblige  me  to  detest  her  ! " 

"  You  would  detest  your  own  wife  !  "  said  Angela  surprised. 

"  Naturally  !  It  is  the  fashion.  To  love  one's  wife  would 
be  petite  bourgeoisie,— no'Cv^x\^  more  absurd  !  It  is  the  height 
of  good  form  to  neglect  one's  wife  and  adore  one's  mistress, — 
the  arrangement  works  perfectly,  and  keeps  a  man  well 
balanced, — perpetual  complaint  on  one  side,  perpetual  delight 
on  the  other  ! " 

He  laughed,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  satirically. 

"  Are  you  serious  ?  "  asked  Angela. 

"  I  never  was  more  serious  in  my  life  !  "  declared  the  Marquis 
emphatically,  "  With  all  my  heart  I  wish  to  make  the  delicious- 
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pink  and  white  Sylvie  happy, — I  am  sure  I  could  succeed  in 
my  way.  If  I  should  ever  allow  myself  to  do  such  a  dull  thing 
as  to  marry, — imagine  it ! — such  a  dull  and  altogether  prosy 
thing  ! — my  gardener  did  it  yesterday  ; — I  should  of  course 
choose  a  person  with  a  knowledge  of  housekeeping  and  small 
details, — her  happiness,  it  would  be  quite  unnecessary  to  con- 
sider. The  maintenance  of  the  establishment,  the  servants, 
and  the  ever  increasing  train  of  milliners  and  dressmakers 
would  be  enough  to  satisfy  Madame  la  Marquise's  ambitions. 
But  for  Sylvie, — half-fairy,  half-angel  as  she  is, — there  must  be 
poetry  and  moonlight,  flowers,  and  romance,  and  music,  and 
tender  nothings,  —  marriage  does  not  consort  with  these 
delights.  If  you  were  a  little  schoolgirl,  dear  Donna  Sovrani, 
I  should  not  talk  to  you  in  this  way, — it  would  not  be 
proper, — it  would  savour  of  Lord  Byron,  and  Maeterlinck, 
and  Heinrich  Heine,  and  various  other  wicked  persons.  It 
would  give  you  what  the  dear  governesses  would  call  '  les 
idees  folks,'  but  being  an  artist,  a  great  artist,  you  will 
understand  me.     Now,  you  yourself you  will  not  marry?" 

"  I  am  to  be  married  next  year  if  all  is  well,  to  Florian 
Varillo,"  said  Angela,  "Surely  you  know  that?" 

"  I  have  heard  it,  but  I  will  not  believe  it,"  said  the  Marquis 
airily,  "No,  no,  you  will  never  marry  this  Florian!  Do  not 
tell  me  of  it !  You  yourself  will  regret  it.  It  is  impossible ! 
You  could  not  submit  to  matrimonial  bondage.  If  you  were 
plain  and  awkward  I  should  say  to  you,  marry,  and  marry 
quickly,  it  is  the  only  thing  for  you  ! — but  being  what  you  are, 
■charming  and  gifted,  why  should  you  be  married?  For 
protection?  Every  man  who  has  once  had  the  honour  of 
meeting  you  will  constitute  himself  your  defender  by  natural 
instinct.  For  respectabihty  ?  Ah,  but  marriage  is  no  longer 
respectable ! — the  whole  estate  of  matrimony  is  as  full  of 
bribery  and  corruption  as  the  French  War  Office  ! " 

He  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  and  laughed,  running 
one  hand  through  his  hair  with  a  provoking  manner  of 
indifferent  ease  and  incorrigible  lightheartedness. 

I  cannot  argue  with   you   on  the  matter,"  said  Angela, 


(( 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  171 

rather  vexedly,  "Your  ideas  of  life  never  will  be  mine, — 
women  look  at  these  things  differently  ..." 

"  Poor  dear  women  !  Yes  ! — they  do,"  said  the  Marquis, 
"And  that  is  such  a  pity, — they  spoil  all  the  pleasure  of  their 
lives.  Now,  just  think  for  a  moment  what  your  friend  Sylvie 
is  losing  !  A  devoted,  ardent  and  passionate  lover  who  would 
spare  no  pains  to  make  her  happy, — who  would  cherish  her 
tenderly,  and  make  her  days  a  dream  of  romance !  I  had 
planned  in  my  mind  such  a  charming  boudoir  for  Sylvie,  all 
ivory  and  white  satin, — flowers,  and  a  soft  warm  light  falling 
through  the  windows, — imagine  Sylvie,  with  that  delicate  face 
of  hers  and  white-rose  skin,  a  sylph  clad  in  floating  lace  and 
drapery,  seen  in  a  faint  pink  hue  as  of  a  late  sunset !  You  are 
an  artist.  Mademoiselle,  and  you  can  picture  the  fairy-like 
effect !  I  certainly  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  this  exquisite 
vision  occupies  my  thoughts, — it  is  a  suggestion  of  beauty  and 
deliciousness  in  a  particularly  ugly  and  irksome  world, — but  to 
ask  such  a  dainty  creature  as  Sylvie  to  be  my  housekeeper, 
and  make  up  the  tradesmen's  books,  I  could  not, — it  would 
be  sheer  insolence  on  my  part,— it  would  be  like  asking  an 
angel  just  out  of  heaven  to  cut  off  her  wings  and  go  downstairs 
and  cook  my  dinner  ! " 

"  You  please  yourself  and  your  own  fanciful  temperament 
by  those  arguments,"  said  Angela,  —  "but  they  are  totally 
without  principle.  Oh,  why,"  and  raising  her  eyes,  she  fixed 
them  on  him  with  an  earnest  look,  "Why  will  you  not 
understand  ?  Sylvie  is  good  and  pure, — why  would  you 
persuade  her  to  be  otherwise?" 

Fontenelle  rose  and  took  one  or  two  turns  up  and  down  the 
room  before  replying. 

"  I  expect  you  will  never  comprehend  me,"  he  said  at  last, 
stopping  before  Angela,  "  In  fact,  I  confess  sometimes  I  do 
not  comprehend  myself.  Of  course  Sylvie  is  good  and  pure ; 
I  know  that ; — I  should  not  be  so  violently  in  love  with  her 

if  she  were  not but  I  do  not  see  that  her  acceptance  of 

me  as  a  lover  would  make  her  anything  else  than  good  and 
pure.     Because  I  know  that  she  would  be  faithful  to  me  ! " 
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"  Faithful  to  you — yes  ! — while  you  were  faithless  to  her  !  " 
said  Angela,  with  a  generous  indignation  in  her  voice,  "  You 
would  expect  her  to  be  true  while  you  amused  yourself  with 
other  women.     A  one-sided  arrangement  truly  1 " 

The  Marquis  seemed  unmoved. 

"  Every  relation  between  the  sexes  is  one  -  sided,"  he 
declared,  "  It  is  not  my  fault !  The  woman  gives  all  to  one, — 
the  man  gives  a  little  to  many.  I  really  am  not  to  blame  for 
falling  in  with  this  general  course  of  things  !  You  look  very 
angry  with  me,  Donna  Sovrani,  and  your  eyes  positively 
abash  me; — you  are  very  loyal  to  your  friend  and  I  admire 
you  for  it ;  but  after  all,  why  should  you  be  so  hard  upon  me  ? 
I  am  no  worse  than  Varillo." 

Angela  started,  and  her  cheeks  crimsoned. 

"  Than  Varillo  ?     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Well,  Varillo  has  Pon-Pon, — of  course  she  is  useful • 

what  he  would  do  without  her  I  am  sure  I  cannot  imagine, — • 
still  she  is  Pon-Pon  !  " 

He  paused,  checked  by  Angela's  expression. 

"  Please  explain  yourself,  Marquis,"  she  said  in  cold,  calm, 
accents,  "  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  you  !  " 

Fontenelle  glanced  at  her  and  saw  that  her  face  had  grown 
as  pale  as  it  was  recently  flushed,  and  that  her  lips  were 
tightly  set ;  and  in  a  vague  way  he  was  sorry  to  have  spoken. 
But  he  was  secretly  chafing  at  everything, — he  was  angry  that 
Sylvie  had  escaped  him,  —  and  angrier  still  that  Donna 
Sovrani  should  imply  by  her  manner,  if  not  by  her  words, 
that  she  considered  him  an  exceptional  villain,  when  he 
himself  was  aware  that  nearly  all  the  men  of  his  "  Cercle  " 
resembled  him. 

"  Pon-Pon  is  Signor  Varillo's  model,"  he  said  curtly,  "  I 
thought  you  were  aware  of  it.  She  appears  in  nearly  all  his 
pictures." 

Angela  breathed  again. 

"Oh,  is  that  all !"  she  murmured,  and  laughed. 

Fontenelle  opened  his  eyes  a  little,  amazed  at  her  indifference. 
What  a  confiding,  unsuspecting  creature  was  this  "  woman  of 
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genius  !  "  This  time,  however,  he  was  discreet,  and  kept  his 
thoughts  to  himself. 

"That  is  all,"  he  said,  "But artists  have  been  known  to 

admire  their  models  in  more  ways  than  one  !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Angela  tranquilly,  "  Jiut  Florian  is  entirely 
■different  to  most  men." 

The  Marquis  was  moved  to  smile,  but  did  not.  He  merely 
bowed  with  a  deep  and  reverential  courtesy. 

"  You  have  reason  to  know  him  best,"  he  said,  "  and  no 
•doubt  he  deserves  your  entire  confidence.  For  me  —  I 
willingly  confess  myself  a  vaurien — but  I  assure  you  I  am  not 
as  bad  as  I  seem.     Your  friend  Sylvie  is  safe  from  me." 

Angela's  eyes  lightened, — her  mind  was  greatly  relieved. 

■"You  will  leave  her  to  herself "  she  began. 

"  Certainly  I  will  leave  her  to  herself.  She  will  not  like  it, 
but  I  will  do  it !  She  is  going  away  to-morrow, — I  found  that 
out  from  her  maid.  Why  will  you  beautiful  ladies  keep 
maids  ?  They  are  always  ready  to  tell  a  man  everything  for 
twenty  or  forty  francs.  So  simple ! — so  cheap !  Sylvie's 
maid  is  my  devoted  adherent,  —  and  why  ?  —  not  only  on 
account  of  the  francs,  but  because  I  have  been  careful  to 
secure  her  sweetheart  as  my  valet,  and  he  depends  upon  me 
to  set  him  up  in  business.  So  you  see  how  easy  it  is  for  me  to 
be  kept  aware  of  all  my  fair  lady's  movements.     This  is  how 

I  learned  that  she   is   going  away  to-morrow and  this  is 

why  I  came  here  to-day.  She  has  given  me  the  slip;  she 
has  avoided  me  and  now  I  will  avoid  her.  We  shall  see  the 
result.     I  think  it  will  end  in  a  victory  for  me." 

"Never!"  said  Angela.  "You  will  never  win  Sylvie  to 
your  way  of  thinking,  but  it  is  quite  possible  she  may  win 
you  !  " 

"That  would  be  strange  indeed,"  said  the  Marquis  lightly, 
"The  world  is  full  of  wonders,  but  that  would  be  the  most 
wonderful  thing  that  ever  happened  in  it !  Commend  me  to 
the  fair  Comtesse,  Mademoiselle,  and  tell  her  it  is  I  who  am 
about  to  leave  Paris." 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  asked  Angela  impulsively. 
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"  Ah,  feminine  curiosity ! "  said  the  Marquis  laughing, 
"How  it  leaps  out  like  a  lightning  flash,  even  through  the 
most  rigid  virtue  !  Chere  Mademoiselle,  where  I  am  going  is 
my  own  secret,  and  not  even  your  appealing  looks  will  drag 
it  out  of  me  !  But  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  go  away  ;  I  shall  not 
fly  off  by  the  midnight  train,  or  the  very  early  one  in  the 
morning,  as  your  romantic  friend  the  Coratesse  Sylvie  will 
probably  do, — I  have  promised  the  Abbe  Vergniaud  to  hear 
him  preach  on  Sunday.  I  shall  listen  to  a  farewell  sermon 
and  try  to  benefit  by  it, — after  that  I  take  a  long  adieu  of 

France ; be  good  enough  to  say  so  to  the  Comtesse  with 

my  humblest  salutations  ! " 

He  bowed  low  over  Angela's  hand,  and  with  a  few  more 
light  parting  words  took  his  graceful  presence  out  of  the  room, 
and  went  down  the  stairs  humming  a  tune  as  he  departed. 

After  he  had  gone  Angela  sat  for  some  minutes  in  silence 
thinking.  Then  she  went  to  her  desk  and  wrote  a  brief  note 
to  the  Comtesse  as  follows  : — 

"  Dear  Sylvie, — Dismiss  your  maid.  She  is  in  the  employ- 
ment of  Fontenelle  and  details  to  him  all  your  movements. 
He  has  been  here  for  half  an  hour,  and  tells  me  that  he  takes 
a  long  adieu  of  France  after  Sunday,  and  he  has  promised  me 
\.o  leave  you  to  yoiirself.  lam  sure  you  are  glad  of  this.  My 
uncle  and  I  go  to  Rome  next  week.  Angela." 

She  sealed  and  marked  the  envelope  "private,"  and  ringing 
the  bell  for  her  man-servant  requested  him  to  deliver  it  himself 
into  the  hands  of  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein.  This  matter 
dismissed  from  her  mind  she  went  to  a  portfolio  full  of 
sketches,  and  turned  them  over  and  over  till  she  came  to  one 
dainty,  small  picture  entitled,  "  Phillida  et  les  Roses."  It  was 
a  study  of  a  woman's  nude  figure  set  among  branching  roses, 
and  was  signed  "  Florian  Varillo."  Angela  looked  at  it  long 
and  earnestly, — all  the  delicate  flesh  tints,  contrasting  with  the 
exquisite  hues  of  red  and  white  roses,  were  delineated  with 
wonderful  delicacy  and  precision  of  touch,  and  there  was  a 
nymph-like  grace  and  modesty  about  the  woman's  form  and 
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the  drooping  poise  of  her  head,  which  was  effective  yet  subtle 
in  suggestion.  Was  it  a  portrait  of  Pon-Pon  ?  Angry  with 
herself  Angela  tried  to  put  the  hateful  but  insinuating  thought 
away  from  her, — it  was  the  first  slight  shadow  on  the  fair- 
ness of  her  love-dream, — and  was  like  one  of  those  sudden 
clouds  crossing  a  bright  sky  which  throws  a  chill  and  de- 
pression over  the  erstwhile  smiling  landscape.  To  doubt 
Florian  seemed  like  doubting  her  own  existence.  She  put 
the  "Phillida"  picture  back  in  the  portfolio  and  paced  slowly 
to  and  fro  in  her  studio,  considering  deeply.  Love  and  Fame 
— Fame  and  Love  !  She  had  both, — and  yet  Aubrey  Leigh 
had  said  such  fortune  seldom  fell  to  the  lot  of  a  woman  as  to 
possess  the  two  things  together.  Might  it  not  be  her  destiny 
to  lose  one  of  them?  If  so,  which  would  she  prefer  to  keep? 
Her  whole  heart,  her  whole  impulses  cried  out,  "  Love  ! "  Her 
intellect  and  her  ambitious  inward  prompting  said,  "Fame!" 
And  something  higher  and  greater  than  either  heart  or  in- 
tellect, whispered  to  her  inmost  soul,  "Work  ! — God  bids  you 
do  what  is  in  you  as  completely  as  you  can  without  asking  for 
a  reward  of  either  Love  or  Fame."  "But,"  she  argued  with 
herself,  "  for  a  woman.  Love  is  so  necessary  to  the  completion 
of  life."  And  the  spiritual  monitor  replied,  "  What  kind  of 
Love  ?  Ephemeral  or  immortal  ?  Art  is  sexless  ; — good  work 
is  eternal,  no  matter  whether  it  is  man  or  woman  who  has 
accomplished  it."  And  then  a  great  sigh  broke  from  Angela's 
lips  as  she  thought,  "Ah,  but  the  world  will  never  own 
woman's  work  to  be  great,  even  if  it  be  so,  because  men  give 
the  verdict,  and  man's  praise  is  for  himself  and  his  own 
achievements  always."  "  Man's  praise,"  went  on  the  interior 
voice,  "And  what  of  God's  final  justice?  Have  you  not 
patience  to  wait  for  that,  and  faith  to  work  for  it?"  Again 
Angela  sighed  ;  then  happening  to  look  up  in  the  direction  of 
the  music-gallery  which  occupied  one  end  of  her  studio  where 
the  organ  was  fitted,  she  saw  a  fair  young  face  peering  down 
at  her  over  the  carved  oak  railing,  and  recognised  Manuel, 
She  smiled ; — her  two  or  three  days'  knowledge  of  him  had 
been  more  than  sufficient  to  win  her  affection  and  interest. 
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"  So  you  are  there  ! "  she  said,  "  Is  my  uncle  sleeping  ?  " 

"No,"  replied  Manuel,  "he  is  writing  many  letters  to 
Rome.     Will  you  come  and  play  to  me  ?  " 

"  Willingly  ! "  and  Angela  went  lightly  up  the  winding  steps 
of  the  gallery,  "But  you  have  been  out  all  day, — are  you  not 
tired?" 

"No,  not  now.  I  was  weary; — very  weary  of  seeing  and 
hearing  so  many  false  things, — — " 

"  False  things  ?  "  echoed  Angela  thoughtfully,  as  she  seated 
herself  at  the  organ,  "  What  were  they  ?  " 

"Churches  principally,"  said  Manuel  quietly;  "  How  sad  it 
is  that  people  should  come  into  those  grand  buildings  looking 
for  Christ  and  never  finding  Him  ! " 

"  But  they  are  all  built  for  the  worship  of  Christ,"  said 
Angela,  pressing  her  small  white  fingers  on  the  organ  keys, 
and  drawing  out  one  or  two  deep  and  solemn  sounds  by  way 
of  prelude,  "  Why  should  you  think  He  is  not  in  them  ?  " 

"He  cannot  be,"  answered  Manuel,  "They  are  all  unlike 
Him  !  Remember  how  poor  He  was  ! — He  told  His  followers 
to  despise  all  riches  and  worldly  praise ! — yet  see  how  the 
very  preachers  try  to  obtain  notice  and  reward  for  declaring 
His  simple  word  !  The  churches  seem  quite  empty  of  Him, 
— and  how  empty  too  must  be  the  hearts  and  souls  of  all  the 
poor  people  who  go  to  such  places  to  be  comforted  ! " 

Angela  did  not  reply,  —  her  hands  had  unconsciously 
wandered  into  the  mazes  of  a  rich  Beethoven  voluntary,  and 
the  notes,  firm,  grand,  and  harmonious,  rolled  out  on  the 
silence  with  a  warm  deep  tenderness  that  thrilled  the  air  as 
with  a  rhythmic  beat  of  angels'  wings.  Lost  in  thought,  she 
scarcely  knew  what  she  played,  nor  how  she  was  playing, — but 
she  was  conscious  of  a  sudden  and  singular  exaltation  of 
spirit, — a  rush  of  inward  energy  that  was  almost  protest, — a 
force  which  refused  to  be  checked,  and  which  seemed  to  fill 
her  to  the  very  finger  tips  with  ardours  not  her  own, — martyrs 
going  to  the  destroying  flames  might  have  felt  as  she  felt  then. 
There  was  a  grave  sense  of  impending  sorrow  hanging  over 
her,  mingled  with  a  strong  and  prayerful  resolve  to  overcome 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  177 

whatever  threatened  her  soul's  peace, — and  she  played  on  and 
on,  Ustening  to  the  rushing  waves  of  sound  which  she  herself 
evoked,  and  almost  losing  herself  in  a  trance  of  thought  and 
vision.  And  in  this  dreamy,  supersensitive  condition,  she 
imagined  that  even  Manuel's  face,  fair  and  innocent  as  it  was, 
grew  still  more  beautiful, — a  light,  not  of  the  sun's  making, 
seemed  to  dwell  like  an  aureole  in  his  clustering  hair  and  in 
his  earnest  eyes, — and  a  smile  sweeter  than  any  she  had 
ever  seen,  seemed  to  tremble  on  his  lips  as  she  looked  at 
him. 

"You  are  thinking  beautiful  things,"  he  said  gently,  "And 
they  are  all  in  the  music.     Shall  I  tell  you  about  them  ?  " 

She  nodded  assent,  while  her  fingers,  softly  pressing  out 
the  last  chord  of  Beethoven's  music,  wandered  of  their  own 
will  into  the  melancholy  pathos  of  a  Schubert  "Reverie." 

"You  are  thinking  of  the  wonderful  plan  of  the  world,"  he 
said, — "Of  all  the  fair  and  glorious  things  God  has  made  for 
those  who  love  Him  !  Of  the  splendour  of  F"aith  and  Hope 
and  Courage, — of  the  soul's  divine  origin  and  responsibility,— 
and  all  the  joy  of  being  able  to  say  to  the  Creator  of  the 
whole  universe,  '  Our  Father  ! '  You  are  thinking — because 
you  know — that  not  a  note  of  the  music  you  are  playing  now 
fails  to  reach  the  eternal  spheres, — echoing  away  from  your 
touch,  it  goes  straight  to  its  mark, — sent  with  the  soul's 
expression  of  love  and  gratitude,  it  flies  to  the  centre  of  the 
soul's  worship.  Not  a  pulsation  of  true  harmony  is  lost ! 
You  are  thinking  how  grand  it  is  to  live  a  sweet  and  un- 
sullied life,  full  of  prayer  and  endeavour,  keeping  a  spirit 
white  and  clean  as  the  light  itself,  a  spirit  dwelling  on  the 
verge  of  earth  but  always  ready  to  fly  heavenward  ! — You  are 
thinking  that  no  earthly  reward,  no  earthly  love,  no  earthly 
happiness,  though  good  in  itself,  can  ever  give  you  such  perfect 
peace  and  joy  as  is  found  in  loving,  serving,  and  obeying  God, 
and  suffering  His  will  to  be  entirely  worked  in  you  ! " 

Angela    listened,   deeply    moved her    heart    throbbed 

quickly — how  wonderfully  the  boy  expressed  himself! — with 
what  sweetness,  gentleness,  and  persuasion  !     She  would  have 
12 
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ceased  playing,  but  that  something  imperative  urged  her  to 
go  on, — and  Manuel's  soft  voice  thrilled  her  strangely  when 
he  spoke  again,  saying — 

"You  know  now — because  your  wise  men  are  beginning 
to  prove  it — that  you  can  in  very  truth  send  a  message  to 
Heaven." 

"To  Heaven!"  murmured  Angela,  "That  is  a  long  way! 
We  know  we  can  send  messages  in  a  flash  of  light  from  one 

part  of  the  world  to  another but  then  there  must  be  people 

to  receive  them " 

"And  Heaven  is  composed  of  millions  of  worlds,"  said 
Manuel,  "  '  In  My  Father's  house  are  many  mansions  ! '  And 
from  all  worlds  to  all  worlds — from  mansion  to  mansion,  the 
messages  flash !  And  there  are  those  who  receive  them, 
with  such  directness  as  can  admit  of  no  error  !  And  your 
wise  men  might  have  known  this  long  ago  if  they  had  believed 
their  Master's  word,  '  Whatsoever  is  whispered  in  secret  shall 
be  proclaimed  on  the  housetops.'  But  you  will  all  find  out 
soon  that  it  is  true,  and  that  everything  you  say,  and  that 
every  prayer  you  utter,  God  hears." 

"My  mother  is  in  Heaven,"  said  Angela  wistfully,  "I  wish 
I  could  send  her  a  message  ! " 

"Your  very  wish  has  reached  her  now!"  said  Manuel, 
"  How  is  it  possible  that  you,  in  the  spirit,  could  ardently  wish 
to  communicate  with  one  so  beloved  and  she  not  know  it ! 
Love  would  be  no  use  then,  and  there  would  be  a  grave  flaw 
in  God's  perfect  creation." 

Angela  ceased  playing,  and  turned  round  to  face  the  young 
speaker. 

"  Then  you  think  we  never  lose  those  we  love  ?  And  that 
they  see  us  and  hear  us  always  ?  " 

"They  must  do  so,"  said  Manuel,  "otherwise  there  would 
be  cruelty  in  creating  the  grace  of  love  at  all.  But  God 
Himself  is  Love.  Those  who  love  truly  can  never  be  parted, 
— death  has  no  power  over  their  souls.  If  one  is  on  earth 
and  one  in  Heaven,  what  does  it  matter  ?  If  they  were  in 
separate  countries  of  the  world  they  could  hear  news  of  each 
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other  from  time  to  time, — and  so  they  can  when  apparent 
death  has  divided  them." 

"  How  ?  "  asked  Angela  with  quick  interest. 

"  Your  wise  men  must  tell  you,"  said  Manuel,  with  a  grave 
little  smile,  "  I  know  no  more  than  what  Christ  has  said, — 
and  He  told  us  plainly  that  not  even  a  sparrow  shall  fall  to 
the  ground  without  our  Father.  'Fear  not,'  He  said,  'Ye 
are  more  than  many  sparrows.'  So,  as  there  is  nothing  which 
is  useless,  and  nothing  which  is  wasted,  it  is  very  certain  that 
love,  which  is  the  greatest  of  all  things,  cannot  lose  what  it 
loves ! " 

Angela's  eyes  filled  with  tears,  she  knew  not  why.  "  Love 
which  is  the  greatest  of  all  things  cannot  lose  what  it  loves," — 
how  wonderfully  tender  was  Manuel's  voice  as  he  spoke  those 
words  ! 

"You  have  very  sweet  thoughts,  Manuel,"  she  said,  "You 
would  be  a  great  comfort  to  anyone  in  sorrow." 

"That  is  what  I  have  always  wished  to  be,"  he  answered, 
"  But  you  are  not  in  sorrow  yet, — that  is  to  come  ! " 

She  looked  up  quickly. 

"You  think  I  shall  have  some  great  trouble?"  she  asked, 
with  a  little  tremor  in  her  accents. 

"Yes,  most  surely  you  will!"  replied  Manuel,  "No  one 
in  the  world  ever  tried  to  be  good  and  great  at  the  same 
time  without  suffering  miscomprehension  and  bitter  pain. 
Did  not  Christ  say,  '  In  the  world  ye  shall  have  tribulation'?" 

"  Yes, — and  I  have  often  wondered  why  ! "  said  Angela 
musingly. 

"  Only  that  you  might  learn  to  love  God  best,"  answered 
Manuel  with  a  delicate  inflection  of  compassion  in  his  voice, 
"  And  that  you  might  know  for  certain  and  beyond  all  doubt 
that  this  life  is  not  all.  There  is  something  better — greater — 
higher ! — a  glory  that  is  worth  winning  because  immortal ! 
'  In  the  world  ye  shall  have  tribulation  ' — yes,  that  is  true  ! — 
but  the  rest  of  the  saying  is  true  also — 'lie  of  good  cheer, — 
I  have  overcome  the  world ' !  " 

Moved  by  an  impulse  she  could  not  understand,  Angela 
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suddenly  turned  and  extended  her  hands  with  an  instinctive 
grace  that  impUed  reverence  as  well  as  humility.  The  boy 
clasped  them  lightly  then  let  them  go, — and  without  more 
words  went  softly  away  and  left  her. 


XIII 

THE  Church  of  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette  in  Paris,  with  its 
yellow  stucco  columns,  and  its  hideous  excess  of  paint 
and  gilding,  might  be  a  ball-room  designed  after  the  newest 
ideas  of  a  vulgar  nouveau  riche  rather  than  a  place  of  sanctity. 
The  florid-minded  Blondel,  pupil  of  the  equally  florid-minded 
Regnault,  hastily  sketched  in  some  of  the  theatrical  frescoes 
in  the  "Chapel  of  the  Eucharist,"  and  a  misguided  personage 
named  Orsel,  splashed  out  the  gaudy  decorations  of  the 
"Chapel  of  the  Virgin."  The  whole  edifice  glares  at  the 
spectator  like  a  badly  -  managed  limelight,  and  the  tricky, 
glittering,  tawdry  effect  blisters  one's  very  soul.  But  here 
may  be  seen  many  little  select  groups  out  of  the  hell  of  Paris, 
— fresh  from  the  burning  as  it  were,  and  smelling  of  the 
brimstone,  —  demons  who  enjoy  their  demonism,  —  satyrs, 
concerning  whom,  one  feels  that  their  polished  boots  are 
cleverly  designed  to  cover  their  animal  hoofs,  and  that  skilful 
clothiers  have  arranged  their  garments  so  that  their  tails  are 
not  perceived.  But  that  hoofs  and  tails  are  existent  would 
seem  to  be  a  certainty.  Here  sometimes  will  sing  a  celebrated 
tenor,  bulky  and  brazen, — pouring  out  from  his  bull-throat 
•such  liquid  devotional  notes  as  might  lift  the  mind  of  the 
listener  to  Heaven  if  one  were  not  so  positive  that  a  moral 
fiend  sang  them; — here  sometimes  may  be  seen  the  stout 
"  chanteuse  "  who  is  the  glory  of  open-air  cafes  in  the  Champs 
Elys^es,  kneeling  with  difficulty  on  a  velvet  hassock  and 
actually  saying  prayers.  And  one  must  own  that  it  is  an 
exhilarating   and    moving   sight    to    behold    such   a   woman 
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pretending  to  confess  her  sins,  with  the  full  delight  of  them 
written  on  her  face,  and  the  avowed  intention  of  committing 
them  all  over  again  manifesting  itself  in  every  turn  of  her 
head,  every  grin  of  her  rouged  lips,  and  every  flash  of  her 
painted  eyes  !  For  these  sections  out  of  the  French  "  Inferno,' 
Notre  Uame  de  Lorette  is  a  good  place  to  play  penitence  and 
feign  prayer; — the  Madeleine  is  too  classic  and  serene  and 
sombre  in  its  interior  to  suggest  anything  but  a  museum,  from 
which  the  proper  custodian  is  absent, — Notre  Dame  de  Paris 
reeks  too  much  with  the  blood  of  slain  Archbishops  to  be 
altogether  comfortable,  —  St.  Roch  in  its  "fashionable" 
congregation,  numbers  too  many  little  girls  who  innocently  go 
to  hear  the  music,  and  who  have  not  yet  begun  to  paint  their 
faces,  to  suit  those  whose  lives  are  all  paint  and  masquerade^ 
— but  the  "Lorette"  is  just  the  happy  medium  of  a  church 
where,  Sham  being  written  on  its  walls,  one  is  scarcely  sur- 
prised to  see  Sham  in  the  general  aspect  of  its  worshippers. 
Among  the  ugly  columns,  and  against  the  heavy  ceiling  divided 
into  huge  raised  lumps  of  paint  and  gilding,  Abb^  Vergniaud's 
voice  had  often  resounded, — and  his  sermons  were  looked 
forward  to  as  a  kind  of  witty  entertainment.  In  the  middle 
or  the  afterwards  of  a  noisy  Mass, — Mass  which  had  been 
"performed"  with  perhaps  the  bulky  tenor  giving  the  "Agnus- 
Dei,"  with  as  sensually  dramatic  an  utterance  as  though  it 
were  a  love-song  in  an  opera,  and  the  "  basso,"  shouting 
through  the  "  Credo,"  with  the  deep  musical  fury  of  the  tenor's 
jealous  rival,— with  a  violin  "interlude,"  and  a  cello  "solo," — 
and  a  blare  of  trumpets  at  the  "  Elevation,"  as  if  it  were  a 
cheap  spectacle  at  a  circus-fair, — after  all  this  melodramatic 
and  hysterical  excitement  it  was  a  relief  to  see  the  Abb^ 
mount  the  pulpit  stairs,  portly  but  light-footed,  his  black 
clerical  surtout  buttoned  closely  up  to  his  chin,  his  round 
clean-shaven  face  wearing  a  pious  but  suggestive  smile,  his 
eyes  twinkling  with  latent  satire,  and  his  whole  aspect 
expressing,  "Welcome,  excellent  humbugs!  I,  a  humbug 
myself,  will  proceed  to  expound  Humbug!"  His  sermons 
were  generally  satires  on  religion, — satires  delicately  veiled^ 
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and  full  of  the  double  entente  so  dear  to  the  hearts  of 
Parisians, — and  their  delight  in  him  arose  chiefly  from  never 
quite  knowing  what  he  meant  to  imply,  or  to  enforce.  Not 
that  his  hearers  would  have  followed  any  counsel  even  if  he 
had  been  so  misguided  as  to  offer  it ;  they  did  not  come  to 
hear  him  "preach"  in  the  full  sense  of  the  word, — they  came 
to  hear  him  "say  things," — witty  observations  on  the  particular 
fad  of  the  hour — sharp  polemics  on  the  political  situation — or 
what  was  still  more  charming,  neat  remarks  in  the  style  of 
Rochefoucauld  or  Montaigne,  which  covered  and  found 
excuses  for  vice  while  seemingly  condemning  viciousness. 
There  is  nothing  perhaps  so  satisfactory  to  persons  who  pride 
themselves  on  their  intellectuality,  as  a  certain  kind  of  spurious 
philosophy  which  balances  virtue  and  vice  as  it  were  on  the 
point  of  a  finger,  and  argues  prettily  on  the  way  the  two  can 
be  easily  merged  into  each  other,  almost  without  perception. 
*'If  without  perception,  then  without  sin,"  says  the  sophist; 
*'it  is  merely  a  question  of  balance."  Certainly  if  generosity 
drifts  into  extravagance  you  have  a  virtue  turned  into  a  vice ; 
— but  there  is  one  thing  these  spurious  debaters  cannot  do, 
and  that  is  to  turn  a  vice  into  a  virtue.  That  cannot  be  done, 
and  has  never  been  done.  A  vice  is  a  vice,  and  its  inherent 
quality  is  to  "wax  fat  and  gross,"  and  to  generally  enlarge 
itself; — whereas,  a  virtue  being  a  part  of  the  Spiritual  quality 
and  acquired  with  difficulty,  it  must  be  continually  practised, 
and  guarded  in  the  practice,  lest  it  lapse  into  vice.  We  are 
always  forgetting  that  we  have  been,  and  still  are  in  a  state  of 
Evolution, — out  of  the  Beast,  God  has  made  I\Ian, — but  now 
He  expects  us,  with  all  the  wisdom,  learning  and  experience 
He  has  given  us,  to  evolve  for  ourselves  from  Man,  the  Angel, — 
the  supreme  height  of  His  divine  intention.  Weak  as  yet  on 
our  spiritual  wings,  we  hark  back  to  the  Beast  period  only  too 
willingly,  and  sometimes  not  all  the  persuasion  in  the  world 
can  lift  us  out  of  the  mire  wherein  we  elect  to  wallow. 
Nevertheless,  there  must  be,  and  will  be  a  serious  day  of 
reckoning  for  any  professing  priest  of  the  Church,  or  so-called 
**  servant  of  the  Gospel,"  who  by  the   least  word   or   covert 
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innuendo,  gives  us  a  push  back  into  pre-historic  slime  and 
loathliness, — and  that  there  are  numbers  who  do  so,  no  one 
can  deny.  Abb^  Vergniaud  had  flung  many  a  pebble  of 
sarcasm  at  the  half-sinking  faith  of  some  of  his  hearers,  with 
the  result  that  he  had  sunk  it  altogether.  In  his  way  he  had 
done  as  much  harm  as  the  intolerant  bigot,  who  when  he  fmds 
persons  believing  devoutly  in  Christ,  but  refusing  to  accept 
Church-authority,  considers  such  persons  atheists,  and  does 
not  hesitate  to  call  them  so.  The  "Pharisees"  in  Christian 
doctrine  are  as  haughty,  hypocritical  and  narrow  as  the 
Pharisees  whom  Jesus  calls  "ravening  wolves,"  and  to  whom 
He  said,  "Ye  shut  up  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  against  men; 
for  ye  neither  go  in  yourselves,  neither  suffer  ye  them  that  are 
entering  to  go  in,''  and  "  Even  so  ye  also  outwardly  appear 
righteous  unto  men,  but  within  ye  are  full  of  hypocrisy  and 
iniquity."  The  last  words,  it  may  be  said,  will  apply  fittingly 
to  more  than  one  half  of  the  preachers  of  the  Gospel  at  the 
present  day  ! 

It  was  a  brilliant,  soft  autumnal  Sunday  morning  when 
Cardinal  Bonpre,  mindful  of  Abbe  Vergniaud's  request  that 
he  should  be  present  to  hear  him  preach,  took  his  slow  and 
thoughtful  way  to  the  church  of  the  Lorette,  accompanied  by 
his  niece  Angela  and  Manuel.  The  building  was  crammed, 
and  had  not  the  Abbe  been  previously  careful  to  reserve  seats, 
and  to  mention  the  Cardinal's  name  to  the  custodian,  he  w^ould 
have  scarcely  obtained  admission.  As  it  was  however,  he 
passed  slowly  up  the  centre  aisle  without  hindrance,  followed 
by  Manuel  and  Angela,  and  watched  by  a  good  many 
inquisitive  persons,  who  wondered  as  they  looked,  who  the 
boy  was  that  walked  after  His  Eminence  wuth  such  easy  self- 
possession, — with  such  a  noble  and  modest  bearing,  and  with 
such  a  strangely  thoughtful  face.  A  few  whispered  and  nudged 
each  other  as  "the  Sovrani"  passed  them,  dressed  in  her  usual 
quiet  black,  her  head  slightly  bent  and  her  eyes  downcast.  The 
Marquis  Fontenelle,  seated  in  an  attitude  which  suggested  a 
languid  indifference  to  all  persons  and  events,  lifted  his  bright 
hazel  eyes  as  she  passed, — and  a  sudden  wave  of  consciousness 
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swept  over  him, — uneasy  consciousness  that  perhaps  this  small 
slight  woman  despised  him.  This  was  not  quite  a  pleasant 
reflection  for  a  man  and  a  Marquis  to  boot, — one  who  could 
boast  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family  pedigree  dating 
back  to  the  fighting  days  of  Coeur-de-Lion,  and  whose  coat- 
of-arms  was  distinguished  by  three  white  lilies  of  France  on 
one  of  its  quarterings.  The  lilies  of  France  ! — emblems  of 
honour,  loyalty,  truth  and  chivalry!  —  what  smudged  and 
trampled  blossoms  they  seem  to-day !  He  frowned  as  this 
fancy  crossed  his  mind,  and  turned  his  eyes  away  from  the 
following  of  Angela's  slight  form  up  the  aisle ;  and  his  glance  fell 
instead  on  a  face  he  detested  because  it  was  almost  the  counter- 
part of  his  own,^ — the  face  of  the  great  French  actor  Miraudin. 
The  same  clean-shaven  classic  face  and  clustering  hair, — the 
same  glittering,  amorous  hazel  eyes, — the  same  charming  and 
kindly  smile, — all  these  attributes  were  in  Miraudin's  face, 
indefinably  coarsened,  while  in  Fontenelle's  they  remained 
refined  and  indicative  of  the  highest  breeding.  The  Marquis 
moved  uneasily  in  his  seat, — he  saw  himself  in  the  famous 
actor, — himself  as  he  would  be,  if  he  continued  his  career  of 
self-indulgence, — for  Miraudin,  though  gifted  with  a  genius 
that  could  move  all  Paris  to  the  wildest  excesses  of  admiration, 
was  in  private  life  known  as  a  man  of  detestable  reputation, 
whose  liaisons  with  women  were  endless,  but  who,  in  his 
extreme  egotism  and  callousness  had  never  been  known  to 
yield  to  the  saving  grace  of  a  '■'■  grande  passion^'' — one  of  those 
faithful  passions  which  sometimes  make  the  greatness  of  both 
man  and  woman  concerned,  and  adorn  the  pages  of  dull 
history  with  the  brilliancy  of  deathless  romance.  Was  he, 
Guy  Beausire  de  Fontenelle  no  better,  no  nobler,  no  higher, 
in  his  desires  and  ambitions  than  Miraudin  ?  What  was  he 
doing  with  the  three  lilies  emblazoned  on  his  escutcheon? 
He  thought  with  a  certain  fretful  impatience  of  Sylvie,  of  her 
captivating  grace,  her  tender  eyes,  her  sweet  laughter,  and 
sweeter  smile.  She  had  seemed  to  him  a  mere  slight  creation 
of  the  air  and  the  moonbeams, — something  dainty  that  would 
have  melted  at  a  touch,  and  dropped  into  his  mouth,  as  it 
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were,  like  a  French  bon-bon.  So  he,  manlike,  had  judged, 
and  now  lo  ! — the  little  ethereal  creature  had  suddenly  dis- 
played a  soul  of  adamant — hard,  and  pure,  and  glittering  ns  a 
diamond, — which  no  persuasion  could  break  or  bend.  She 
had  actually  kept  her  word  ! — she  had  most  certainly  left 
Paris.  The  Marquis  knew  that,  by  the  lamentable  story  of 
her  dismissed  maid  who  had  come  to  him  with  hysterical  tears, 
declaring  that  "Madame"  had  suddenly  developed  a  ^^ huineur 
iiicroyable" — and  had  gone  away  alone, — alone  save  for  a  little 
dusky-skinned  Arab  boy  whom  she  had  once  brought  away 
from  Biskra  and  had  trained  as  an  attendant, — her  "gouver- 
nante"  and  companion,  Madame  Bozier,  and  her  old  butler 
who  had  known  her  from  childhood.  Fontenelle  felt  that  the 
dismissal  of  the  maid  who  had  been  such  a  convenient  spy  for 
him,  was  due  to  Angela  Sovrani's  interference,  and  though 
angry,  he  was  conscious  of  feeling  at  the  same  time  mean  in 
himself,  and  miserable.  To  employ  a  servant  to  play  the  spy 
on  her  mistress,  and  report  to  him  her  actions  and  movements, 
might  be  worthy  of  a  Miraudin,  but  was  it  quite  the  thing 
for  a  Marquis  Fontenelle?  Thinking  over  these  things  his 
handsome  face  grew  flushed  and  anon  pale  again,  as  from 
time  to  time  he  stole  a  vexed  side-glance  at  the  easy  Miraudin,. 
— so  like  him  in  features  and — unfortunately  so  equally  like 
him  in  morals  !  Meanwhile,  the  music  of  the  Mass  surged 
round  him,  in  thunders  of  the  organ,  wailings  of  violins, 
groanings  of  cellos,  and  flutings  of  boys'  and  men's  voices, — 
and  as  the  cloudy  incense  rose  upon  the  air  he  began  to 
weave  strange  fancies  in  his  mind,  and  to  see  in  the  beams 
of  sunlight  falling  through  the  stained  glass  windows  a  vision 
of  the  bright  face  of  Sylvie  looking  down  upon  him  with  a  half- 
tender,  half-reproving  smile, — a  smile  that  seemed  to  say, 
"  If  thou  lovest  me,  set  the  grace  of  honour  on  thy  love ! " 
These  were  strange  thoughts  for  him  to  entertain,  and  he  was 
almost  ashamed  of  them, — but  as  long  as  the  melodies  of  the 
Mass  kept  rolling  on  and  reverberating  around  him  he  could 
not  help  thinking  of  them ;  so  that  he  was  relieved  when 
a  pause  came,  —  the   interval  for  the  sermon,  —  and  Abbe 
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Vergniaud,  leisurely  mounting  the  steps  of  the  pulpit,  stood 
surveying  the  congregation  with  the  composed  yet  quizzical 
air  for  which  he  was  celebrated,  and  waiting  till  the  rustling, 
fidgeting,  coughing,  snuffing,  toe-scraping  noises  of  the  con- 
gregation had  settled  down  into  comparative  silence.  His 
attitude  during  this  interval  was  suggestive.  It  implied 
contempt,  wearied  patience,  resignation,  and  a  curious  touch 
of  defiance.  Holding  himself  very  erect  he  rested  his  left . 
hand  on  the  elaborately  sculptured  edge  of  the  pulpit, — it 
was  the  hand  on  which  he  usually  wore  his  ring,  a  diamond 
of  purest  lustre, — but  on  this  occasion  the  jewel  had  been 
removed,  and  the  white,  firm  fingers,  outlined  against  the 
pulpit  edge,  looked  as  though  they  had  just  relaxed  their 
grasp  of  something  that  had  been  more  or  less  of  a  trouble  to 
retain.  Nothing  perhaps  is  so  expressive  as  a  hand, — the  face 
•can  disguise  itself, — ^even  the  eyes  can  lie, — but  the  hand 
never.  Its  shape,  its  movements,  its  attitude  in  repose,  give  a 
more  certain  clue  to  character  and  disposition  than  almost  any 
other  human  feature.  Thus,  with  the  Abb^,  while  his  left 
hand  suggested  a  "  letting  go,"  his  right  hand  which  held  a  small 
black-bound  Testament,  implied  defiance,  grip,  resolve  and 
courage.  And  when  the  people  seated  immediately  around 
the  pulpit  lifted  their  eyes  expectantly  to  the  popular  preacher's 
face,  several  of  the  more  observant  noticed  something  in  his 
look  and  manner  that  was  unfamiliar  and  curiously  disconcert- 
ing. If  it  be  true,  as  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  it  is, 
that  each  human  being  unconsciously  gives  out  an  "aura"  of 
his  interior  personality  which  is  made  more  or  less  powerful 
to  attract  or  repel  by  the  nature  of  his  intentions,  and  which 
affects  the  "aura"  of  those  with  whom  he  is  brought  in 
contact,  then  Abbe  Vergniaud  was  this  morning  creating  all 
unawares  to  himself  a  very  singular  impression  of  uneasiness. 
Some  of  the  persons  thus  uncomfortably  influenced  coughed 
violently,  in  an  instinctive  attempt  to  divert  or  frustrate  the 
preacher's  mood,  but  even  the  most  persistent  cougher  must 
cease  coughing  at  some  time  or  another — and  the  Abbe  was 
evidently  determined  to  wait  for  an  absolute  silence  before  he 
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spoke.  JTL.  last  silence  came,  and  he  opened  the  Testament, 
Holding  it  up  to  the  view  of  the  congregation,  he  began  with 
all  that  easy  eloquence  which  the  French  tongue  gives  to 
a  cultured  speaker, — his  voice  full  and  sonorous,  reaching 
distinctly  to  every  part  of  the  crowded  church. 

"This,"  he  said,  "is  a  small  book  which  you  all  pretend  to 
know.  It  is  so  small  a  book  that  it  can  easily  be  read  through 
fih  an  hour.  It  is  the  New  Testament ; — or  the  Last  Will  and 
"Command  to  the  world  of  one  Jesus  Christ,  who  was  crucified 
on  account  of  His  Divinity  more  than  eighteen  hundred  years 
ago.  I  mention  the  fact,  in  case  any  of  you  have  forgotten 
it !  It  is  generally  understood  that  this  book  is  the  message 
of  God  and  the  key  of  Faith  ;^ — upon  it  our  churches  and 
religious  systems  are  founded ; — by  its  teaching  we  are  sup- 
posed to  order  our  conduct  of  life — and  yet, — though  as  I 
have  said,  it  is  a  very  small  book,  and  would  not  take  you  an 
hour  to  read — none  of  you  know  anything  about  it  !  That  is 
a  strange  thing,  is  it  not .'' " 

Here  he  leaned  over  the  pulpit  edge,  and  his  bright  eyes, 
coldly  satiric,  flashed  a  comprehensive  glance  over  the  whole 
congregation. 

"Yes,  it  is  a  strange  thing,  but  I  affirm  it  true, — that  none 
of  you  know  anything  whatever  about  the  contents  of  this 
small  volume  which  is  the  foundation  of  the  Christian  Faith ! 
You  never  read  it  yourselves, — and  if  we  priests  read  it  to  you, 
you  never  remember  it !  It  is  a  locked  Mystery, — perhaps, 
for  all  we  know,  the  greatest  mystery  in  the  world, — and  the 
one  most  worth  probing !  For  the  days  seem  to  be  coming, 
if  they  have  not  already  come,  which  were  prophesied  by 
St.  John  the  Divine,  whom  certain  'clever'  men  of  the  time 
have  set  down  as  mad ; — days  which  are  described  as  '  shaking 
the  powers  of  heaven  and  creating  confusion  on  the  earth.' 
St.  John  said  some  strange  things ;  one  thing  in  particular, 
concerning  this  very  book,  which  reads  thus  ; — '  I  saw  in  the 
right  hand  of  Him  that  sat  upon  the  throne  a  book  sealed 
with  seven  seals.  And  I  saw  a  strong  angel  proclaiming  with 
a  loud  voice ;  Who  is  worthy  to  open  and  to  loose  the  seals 
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thereof?  And  no  man  in  heaven  or  in  earth  was  able  to  open 
the  book  neither  to  look  thereon.  And  I  wept  much,  because 
no  man  was  found  worthy  to  open  and  to  read  the  book, 
neither  to  look  thereon.'  But  St.  John  the  Divine  was  mad, 
we  are  told, — madness  and  inspiration  being  judged  as  one 
and  the  same  thing.  Well, — if  in  these  statements  he  is  sup- 
posed to  prove  his  madness,  I  consider  a  doubt  must  be  set 
upon  everyone's  sanity.  For  his  words  are  an  exact  descrip- 
tion of  the  present  period  of  the  world's  existence,  and  its 
attitude  towards  the  Gospel  of  Christ, — ^  JVo  fnan  is  fomid 
worthy  to  loose  the  seals  of  the  hook  or  to  look  thereon.^  But  I 
am  not  going  to  talk  to  you  about  the  seven  seals.  They 
adequately  represent  our  favourite  '  seven  deadly  sins,'  which 
have  kept  the  book  closed  since  the  days  of  the  early  martyrs ; 
— and  are  likely  to  keep  it  closed  still.  Nor  shall  I  speak  of 
our  unworthiness  to  read  what  we  have  never  taken  the  trouble 
to  rightly  understand, — for  all  this  would  be  waste  of  time.  It 
is  part  of  our  social  sham  to  pretend  we  know  the  Gospel, — 
and  it  is  a  still  greater  sham  to  assume  that  we  have  ever  tried 
in  the  smallest  degree  to  follow  its  teachings.  What  we  knov/ 
of  these  teachings  has  influenced  us  unconsciously,  but  the 
sayings  in  the  Gospel  of  Christ  are  in  very  truth  as  enveloped 
in  mystery  to  each  separate  individual  reader  as  the  oracles  of 
the  ancient  Egyptians  were  to  the  outside  multitude.  And 
why  ?  Merely  because,  to  comprehend  the  teachings  of  Jesus 
we  should  have  to  think, — and  we  all  hate  thinking.  It  is  too 
much  exertion,  —  and  the  exertion  itself  is  unpleasant.  A 
quarter  of  an  hour's  hard  thinking  will  convince  each  one  of 
us  that  he  or  she  is  a  very  worthless  and  ridiculous  person, 
and  we  strongly  object  to  any  process  which  will,  in  itself, 
bring  us  to  that  conclusion.  I  say  '  we '  object, — that  is,  I 
and  you ;  particularly  I.  I  admit  at  once,  that  to  appear 
worthless  and  ridiculous  to  the  world  has  always  seemed  to 
me  a  distressing  position,  and  one  to  be  avoided.  Worthless 
and  ridiculous  in  my  own  eyes  I  have  always  been, — but  that 
is  not  your  affair.  It  is  strictly  mine  !  And  though  I  feel  I 
am  not  worthy  '  to  loose  the  seals  of  the  book  or  look  thereon/ 
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there  is  one  passage  in  it  which  strikes  me  as  particularly 
applicable  to  the  present  day, — and  from  it  I  will  endeavour 
to  draw  a  lesson  for  your  instruction,  though  perhaps  not  for 
your  entertainment." 

Here  he  paused  and  glanced  at  his  hearers  with  an  indefin- 
able expression  of  mingled  scorn  and  humour. 

"What  an  absurdity  it  is  to  talk  of  giving  a  'lesson'  to 
you! — you  who  will  barely  hsten  to  a  friend's  advice, — you 
who  will  never  take  a  hint  for  your  mental  education  or 
improvement,  you  who  are  apt  to  fly  into  a  passion,  or  take  to 
the  sulks  when  you  are  ever  so  slightly  contradicted  !  Tiens, 
tiens ! — c'est  drole  !  Now  the  words  I  am  about  to  preach 
from,  are  supposed  to  have  been  uttered  by  Divine  lips ;  and 
if  you  thoroughly  believed  this,  you  would  of  your  own  accord 
kneel  down  and  pray  that  you  might  receive  them  with  fuU 
comprehension  and  ready  obedience.  But  you  do  not  believe ; 
— so  I  will  not  ask  you  to  kneel  down  in  mockery,  or  feign  to 
pray  when  you  are  ignorant  of  the  very  spirit  of  prayer  !  So 
take  the  words, — without  preparation,  without  thought,  without 
gratitude,  as  you  take  everything  God  gives  you,  and  see  what 
you  can  make  of  them.  '  The  hght  of  the  body  is  the  eye, — 
if  therefore  thine  eye  be  single,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  full  of 
light.  But  if  thine  eye  be  evil,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  full  of 
darkness.  If  therefore  the  light  that  is  in  thee  be  darkness, 
how  great  is  that  darkness  ! '  " 

Here  he  closed  the  Testament,  and  rested  it  edgewise  on 
the  pulpit  cushion,  keeping  one  hand  firmly  clasped  upon  it 
as  he  turned  himself  about  and  surveyed  the  whole  con- 
gregation. 

"What  is  the  exact  meaning  of  the  words,  '■  If  thi7ie  eye  be 
single^?  It  is  an  expressive  term ;  and  in  its  curt  simplicity 
covers  a  profound  truth.  'If  thine  eye,'  namely, — the  ability 
to  see, — '  be  single,'  that  is,  straight  and  clear,  without  dimness 
or  obliquity, — 'thy  whole  body  shall  be  full  of  light.'  Christ 
evidently  did  not  apply  this  expression  to  the  merely  physical 
capability  of  sight, — but  to  the  moral  and  mental,  or  psychic 
■vision.     It  matters,  nothing  really  to  the  infinite  forces  around 
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us,  whether  physically  speaking,  we  are  able  to  see  or  whether 
we  are  born  blind ;  but  spiritually,  it  is  the  chief  necessity  of 
our  lives  that  we  should  be  able  to  see  straight  morally.  Yet 
that  is  Avhat  we  can  seldom  or  never  do.  Modern  education, 
particularly  education  in  France,  provides  us  at  once  with  a 
double  psychic  lens,  and  a  side  -  squint  into  the  bargain ! 
Seeing  straight  would  be  too  primitive  and  simple  for  us.  But 
Christ  says,  *  If  thine  eye  be  evil,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  full 
of  darkness.'  Now  this  word  'evil,' as  set  in  juxtaposition  to 
the  former  term  'single,'  evidently  implies  a  double  sight  or 
perverted  vision.  With  this  'evil,'  or  double  sight,  our  whole 
body  '  shall  be  full  of  darkness.'  Very  well,  my  friends,  if  this 
be  true, — (and  you  surely  must  believe  it  true,  otherwise  you 
would  not  support  churches  for  the  exposition  of  the  Truth  as 
spoken  by  the  Founder  of  our  Faith, — )  then  we  are  children 
of  the  dark  indeed  !  I  doubt  if  one  amongst  us, — for  I  include 
myself  with  you, — can  be  said  to  see  clearly  with  a  straight 
psychic  vision.  The  straight  psychic  vision  teaches  us  that 
God  is  the  Creator  of  all  things, — God  is  Light  and  Love, — 
God  desires  good  from  us  and  from  every  particle  of  His 
creation ; — but  the  double  or  perverted  line  of  sight  offers  a 
different  view  and  declares,  '  This  life  is  short  and  offers  many 
pleasures.  I  cannot  be  sure  of  God  because  I  have  never 
seen  Him ;  —  the  Universe  is  certainly  very  majestic,  and 
somewhat  startling  to  me  in  its  exact  mathematical  proportions; 
but  I  have  no  more  to  do  with  it  than  has  a  grain  of  sand; — 
my  lot  is  no  more  important  than  that  of  the  midge  in  the 
sunbeam  ; — I  live, — I  breed — I  die ; — and  it  matters  to  no  one 
but  myself  how  I  do  these  three  things,  provided  I  satisfy  my 
nature.'  This  is  the  Philosophy  of  the  Beast,  and  it  is  just 
now  very  fashionable.  It  is  'la  haute  mode'  both  in  France, 
and  England,  Italy,  and  Spain.  Only  young  America  seems 
to  be  struggling  for  a  Faith,  —  a  Christian  Faith ; — it  has 
almost,  albeit  faintly  and  with  a  touching  indecision,  asked  for 
such  a  Faith  from  the  Pope, — who  has  however  declared  it  to 
be  impossible  in  these  words  addressed  to  Cardinal  Gibbons, 
*  Discussion  of  the  principles  of  the  Church  cannot  be  tolerated 
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even  in  the  United  States.  There  can  only  be  one  interpreter, 
the  Pope.  In  the  matter  of  discipline,  concessions  may  be 
allowed,  but  in  doctrine  none.'  Mark  the  words,  'cannot  be 
tolerated ' !  Consider  what  stability  a  Faith  can  have  whose 
principles  may  not  be  discussed!  Yet  the  authority  of  the 
Church  is,  we  are  told  the  authority  of  God  Himself.  How 
is  this?  We  can  discuss  God  and  His  principles.  He 
'tolerates'  us  while  we  search  for  His  laws,  and  stand  amazed 
and  confounded  before  His  marvellous  creation.  The  more 
we  look  for  Him  the  more  He  gives  Himself  gloriously  to  us; 
and  Christ  declares  'Seek  and  ye  shall  find.'  The  Church 
says  '  Seek  and  ye  shall  not  be  tolerated ' !  How  are  we  to 
reconcile  these  two  assertions  ?  We  do  not  reconcile  them ; — 
we  cannot; — it  is  a  case  of  double  sight, — oblique  and  per- 
verted psychic  vision.  Christ  spoke  plainly; — the  Church 
speaks  obscurely.  Christ  gave  straight  commands, — we  fly  in 
the  face  of  them  and  openly  disobey  them.  Truth  can  always 
be  'discussed,'  and  Truth  inicst  be  'tolerated'  were  a  thousand 
Holy  Fathers  to  say  it  nay  !  But  note  again  the  further  words 
to  America,  'There  can  only  be  one  interpreter, — the  Pope. 
In  the  matter  of  discipline,  concessions  may  be  allowed,  but 
in  doctrine  none.'  Let  us  examine  into  this  doctrine.  It  is 
the  doctrine  of  Christ,  plain  and  straightforward ;  enunciated 
in  such  simple  words  that  even  a  child  can  understand  them. 
But  the  Church  announces  with  a  strident  voice  that  there  can 
only  be  one  interpreter, — the  Pope.  Nevertheless  Truth  has 
a  more  resonant  voice  than  even  that  of  the  Church.  Truth 
cries  out  at  this  present  day,  'Unless  you  will  listen  to  Me 
who  am  the  absolute  utterance  of  God,  who  spake  by  the 
prophets,  who  spake  through  Christ, — who  speaks  through 
Christ  and  all  things  still, — your  little  systems,  your  uncertain 
churches,  your  inefficient  creeds,  your  quarrelsome  sects,  shall 
crumble  away  into  dust  and  ruin  !  For  Humanity  is  waiting 
for  the  true  Church  of  Christ;  the  one  pure  House  of  Praise 
from  which  all  sophistry,  all  superstition  and  vanity  shall  have 
fled,  and  only  God  in  the  Christ-Miracle  and  the  perfection  of 
His   creation    shall    remain!'     And    there    is    no    more   sure 


192  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

foundation  for  this  much-needed  House  of  Praise  than  the 
CathoUc  Church, — the  word  'cathoHc'  being  apphed  in  its 
widest  sense,  meaning  a  '  Universal '  answering  to  the  needs  of 
all ; — and  I  am  willing  to  maintain  that  the  Roma7i  Catholic 
Church  has  within  it  the  vital  germ  of  a  sprouting  perfection. 
If  it  would  utterly  discard  pomp  and  riches,  if  it  would  set  its 
dignity  at  too  high  an  estimate  for  any  wish  to  meddle  in 
temporal  or  political  affairs,  if  it  would  firmly  trample  down 
all  superstition,  idolatry  and  bigotry,  and  'use  no  vain 
repetitions  as  the  heathen  do ' — to  quote  Christ's  own  words, 
— if  in  place  of  ancient  dogma  and  incredible  legendary  lore, 
it  would  open  its  doors  to  the  marvels  of  science,  the  miracles 
and  magnificence  daily  displayed  to  us  in  the  wonderful  work 
of  God's  Universe,  then  indeed  it  might  obtain  a  lasting  hold 
■  on  mankind.  It  might  conquer  Buddhism,  and  Christianize 
the  whole  earth.  But — 'If  thine  eye  be  evil  thy  whole  body 
shall  be  full  of  darkness,' — and  while  the  Church  remains 
double-sighted  we  are  bound  also  to  see  double.  And  so  we 
listen  with  a  complete  and  cynical  atheism  to  the  conventional 
statement  that '  one  man  alone '  shall  interpret  Christ's  teaching 
to  us  of  the  Roman  following, — and  this  man  an  old  frail 
Teacher,  whose  bodily  and  intellectual  powers  are,  in  the 
■course  of  nature,  steadily  on  the  decline.  Why  we  ask,  must 
an  aged  man  decide  on  the  teaching  of  the  ever-young  and 
deathless  Christ  ? — to  whom  the  burden  of  years  was  unknown, 
and  whose  immortal  spirit,  cased  for  awhile  in  clay,  saw  ever 
the  rapt  vision  of  '  old  things  being  made  new '  ?  In  all  other 
work  but  this  of  religious  faith,  men  in  the  prime  of  life  are 
selected  to  lead,  —  men  of  energy,  thought,  action,  and 
endeavour, — but  for  the  sublime  and  difficult  task  of  lifting 
the  struggling  human  soul  out  of  low  things  to  lofty,  an  old 
man,  weak,  and  tottering  on  the  verge  of  the  grave,  is  set 
before  us  as  our  '  infallible '  teacher !  There  is  something 
appalling  in  the  fact,  that  look  where  we  may,  no  profession 
holds  out  much  chance  of  power  or  authority  to  any  man  past 
sixty,  but  the  Head  of  the  Church  may  be  so  old  that  he  can 
.hardly  move  one  foot  before  the  other,  yet  he  is  permitted  to 
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be  declared  the  representative  of  the  ever-working,  ever-helping, 
ever-comforting  Christ,  who  never  knew  what  it  was  to  be  old ! 
Enough,  however,  of  this  strange  superstition  which  is  only 
one  of  many  in  the  Church,  and  which  are  all  the  result  of 
double  or  perverted  sight, — I  come  to  the  last  part  of  the 
text  which  runs,  'If  therefore  the  light  in  thee  be  darkness 
how  great  is  that  darkness.'  If  therefore  the  light  in  thee  be 
darkness  !  My  friends,  that  is  exactly  my  condition,  and  has 
been  my  condition  ever  since  I  was  twenty.  The  light  in  me 
has  been  darkness.  The  intellectual  quality  of  my  brain 
which  has  helped  me  to  attain  my  present  false  position  among 
you  ..." 

Here  he  paused  for  there  was  a  distinct  movement  of 
surprise  among  his  audience,  which  till  now,  had  remained  to 
a  man  so  still  that  the  buzz  of  a  fly  on  the  window-pane 
sounded  almost  as  loud  as  the  drone  of  a  bagpipe, — then 
with  a  faint  smile  on  his  lips  he  resumed, — 

"I  hope  you  all  heard  my  words  distinctly!  I  said,  the 
false  position  I  have  attained  among  you.  I  repeat  it  lest 
there  should  be  any  mistake.  It  is  a  false  position  and  always 
has  been.  I  have  never  for  an  instant  believed  half  what  I 
have  asked  you  to  believe  !  And  I  have  preached  to  you  what 
I  have  never  dreamed  of  practising  !  Yet  I  venture  to  say  that 
I  am  not  worse  than  most  of  my  brethren.  The  intellectual 
men  of  France,  whether  clergy  or  laity,  are  in  a  difficult 
situation.  Their  brains  are  keen  and  clear ;  and,  intellectually 
speaking,  they  are  totally  unable  to  accept  the  Church  super- 
stitions of  the  tenth  and  twelfth  centuries.  But  in  rejecting 
superstition  it  would  have  been  quite  possible  to  have  held 
them  fast  to  a  sublime  faith  in  God  and  an  Immortal  Future, 
had  the  Church  caught  them  when  slipping,  and  risen  to  the 
mental  demand  made  upon  her  resources.  But  the  old  worn- 
out  thunder  of  the  Vatican,  which  lately  made  a  feeble  noise 
in  America,  has  rolled  through  France  with  the  same  assertion, 
'  Discussion  cannot  be  tolerated ' ;  and  what  has  been  the 
result?  Simply  this, — that  all  the  intellectual  force  of  the 
country  is  arrayed  against  priestcraft ;— and  the  spirit  of  an 
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insolent,  witty,  domineering  atheism  and  materialism  rules  us 
all.  Even  young  children  can  be  found  by  the  score  who 
laugh  at  the  very  idea  of  a  God,  and  who  fling  a  jeer  at  the 
story  of  the  Crucifixion  of  Christ, — while  vice  and  crime  are 
tolerated  and  often  excused.  Moral  restraint  is  being  less  and 
less  enforced,  and  the  clamouring  for  sensual  indulgence  has 
become  so  incessant  that  the  desire  of  the  whole  country,  if 
put  into  one  line,  might  be  summed  up  in  the  impotent  cry 
of  the  Persian  voluptuary  Omar  Khayyam  to  his  god,  '  Reconcile 
the  law  to  my  desires.'  This  is  as  though  a  gnat  should  seek 
to  build  a  cathedral,  and  ask  for  the  laws  of  architecture  to  be 
altered  in  order  to  suit  his  gnat-like  capacity  !  The  Law  is  the 
Law  ;  and  if  broken,  brings  punishment.  The  Law  makes  for 
good, — and  if  we  pull  back  for  evil,  destroys  us  in  its  outward 
course.  Vice  breeds  corruption  in  body  and  in  soul ;  and 
history  furnishes  us  with  more  than  sufficient  examples  of  that 
festering  disease.  It  is  plainly  demanded  of  us  that  we  should 
assist  God's  universe  in  its  way  towards  perfection  ;  if  we  refuse, 
and  set  a  drag  on  the  majestic  Wheel,  we  are  ourselves 
crushed  in  its  progress.  Here  is  where  our  Church  errs  in 
the  present  generation.  It  is  setting  itself  as  a  drag  on  the 
Wheel.  Meanwhile,  Truth  advances  every  day,  and  with  no 
uncertain  voice  proclaims  the  majesty  of  God.  Heaven's 
gates  are  thrown  open  ; — the  secrets  of  the  stars  are  declared, — 
the  mysteries  of  light  and  sound  are  discovered ;  and  we  are 
approaching  possibly  to  the  time  when  the  very  graves  shall 
give  up  their  dead,  and  the  secrets  of  all  men's  hearts  shall  be 
made  manifest.  Yet  we  go  on  lying,  deceiving,  cajoling,  hum- 
bugging each  other  and  ourselves  ; — living  a  daily  life  of  fraud 
and  hypocrisy,  with  a  sort  of  smug  conviction  in  our  souls 
that  we  shall  never  be  found  out.  We  make  a  virtue  of 
animalism,  and  declare  the  Beast-Philosophy  to  be  in  strict 
keeping  with  the  order  of  nature.  We  gloat  over  our  secret 
sins,  and  face  the  world  with  a  brazen  front  of  assumed  honour. 
Oh,  we  are  excellent  liars  all !  But  somehow  we  never  seem 
to  think  we  are  fools  as  well !  We  never  remember  that  all 
we  do  and  all  we  say,  is  merely  the  adding  of  figures  to  a  sum 
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which  in  the  end  must  be  made  up  to  the  grand  total,  and 
paid  !  Every  figure  tells  ; — the  figure  '  nought '  especially,  puts 
an  extra  thousand  on  the  whole  quantity  !  But  the  light  in 
us  being  darkness  how  great  is  that  darkness  !  So  great  that 
we  refuse  to  look  an  inch  before  us  !  We  will  not  see,  we 
will  not  understand, —  we  utterly  decline  to  accept  any  teaching 
or  advice  which  might  inflict  some  slight  inconvenience  on  our 
own  Ego.  And  so  we  go  on  day  after  day,  till  all  at  once  a 
reckoning  is  called  and  death  stares  us  in  the  face.  What ! 
So  soon  finished  ?  All  over  ?  Must  we  go  at  once,  and  no 
delay?  Must  we  really  and  truly  drop  all  our  ridiculous  lies 
and  conventions  and  be  sent  away  naked -souled  into  the 
Living  Unknown  ?  Not  the  Dead  Unknown  remember  ! — for 
nothing  is  actually  dead  !  The  whole  universe  paljntates  and 
burns  with  ever  re-created  life.  What  have  we  done  with  the 
past  life? — and  what  shall  we  do  with  this  other  life?  Oh, 
but  there  is  no  time  to  ask  questions  now, — we  should  have 
asked  them  before ;  the  hour  of  departure  is  come,  and  there 
is  not  a  moment's  breathing  time  !  Our  dear  friends  (if  we 
have  any),  and  our  paid  doctors  and  servants  stand  around  us 
awe-struck,  —  they  watch  our  last  convulsive  shudder — and 
weep — not  so  much  for  sorrow  sometimes  as  terror, — and  then 
when  all  is  over,  they  say  we  are  'gone.'  Yes, — we  are  gone 
— but  where?  Well,  we  shall  each  of  us  find  that  out,  my 
friends,  when  we  pass  away  from  Popes,  Churches,  Creeds, 
and  Conventions  to  the  majesty  of  the  actual  Glory !  Shall 
we  pray  then  ?  Shall  we  weep  ?  Shall  we  talk  of  rituals  ? 
Shall  we  say  this  or  that  form  of  prayer  was  the  true  one  ? — 
this  or  that  creed  was  the  '  only '  one  ?  Shall  we  complain  of 
our  neighbours  ? — or  shall  we  not  suddenly  realize  that  there 
never  was  but  one  way  of  life  and  progress  through  creation, — 
the  good  and  pure,  the  truthful  and  courageous,  as  taught  with 
infinite  patience  by  the  God-Man,  and  that  wheresoever  we 
have  followed  our  own  inclinations  rather  than  His  counsel, 
then  our  otvn  action,  not  God's  punishment,  condemns  us, — 
our  own  words,  not  God's,  re-echo  back  our  sins  upon 
ourselves  ! " 
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He  paused,  looking  everywhere  around  him, — all  his  hearers 
were  listening  with  an  almost  breathless  attention. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  I  know  the  charm  of  sin  !  "  he  continued  with 
mingled  mockery  and  passion  vibrating  in  his  voice  ; — "  The 
singular  fascination  of  pure  devilry  !  All  of  you  know  it 
too, — those  of  you  who  court  the  world's  applause  on  the 
stage,  or  in  the  salons  of  art  and  literature,  and  who  pretend 
that  by  your  work  you  are  elevating  and  assisting  humanity, 
while  in  your  own  private  lives  you  revel  in  such  vice  as 
the  very  dogs  you  keep  might  be  ashamed  of !  There  is  no 
beast  so  bestial  as  man  at  his  worst !  And  some  of  you 
whom  I  know,  glory  in  being  seen  at  your  worst  always. 
There  are  many  among  you  here  to-day  whose  sole  excuse 
for  a  life  of  animalism  is,  that  it  is  your  nature,  '  I  live 
according  to  my  temperament, — my  disposition,— I  do  not 
wish  to  change  myself — you  cannot  change  me;  I  am  as 
I  am  made ' !  So  might  the  thief  argue  as  he  steals  his 
neighbour's  money, — so  may  the  murderer  console  himself 
as  he  stabs  his  victim  !  '  It  is  my  nature  to  stab  and  to 
steal — it  is  my  nature  to  live  as  a  beast — I  do  not  wish  to 
change ;  you  cannot  change  me.'  Now  if  these  arguments 
were  true,  and  held  good,  man  would  be  still  where  he 
began, — in  the  woods  and  caves, — an  uncouth  savage  with 
nothing  save  an  animal  instinct  to  lead  him  where  he  could 
find  food.  But  even  this  earliest  instinct,  savage  though  it 
was,  taught  him  that  something  higher  than  himself  had 
made  him,  and  so  he  began  to  creep  on  by  slow  degrees 
towards  that  higher  at  once;  hence  instinct  led  to  reason, 
and  reason  to  culture  and  civilization.  And  now  having 
touched  as  high  a  point  of  experience  and  knowledge  as 
the  ancient  Assyrians  and  Egyptians  attained  before  their 
decline,  he  is  beginning  even  as  they  did,  to  be  weary  and. 
somewhat  afraid  of  what  lies  beyond  in  the  as  yet  unfathomed. 
realms  of  knowledge ;  and  he  half  wishes  to  creep  back 
again  on  all-fours  to  the  days  when  he  was  beast  merely. 
The  close  contemplation  of  the  Angel  terrifies  him, — he 
dare  not  grow  his  wings  !     Further  than  life,  as  life  appears 
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to  him  on  its  material  side,  he  is  afraid  to  soar, — what  lies 
in  the  far  distance  he  dare  not  consider !  This  is  where  the 
Pause  comes  in  all  progress, — the  hesitation,  the  doubt,  the 
fear; — the  moment  when  the  Creature  draws  so  near  to  his 
Creator  that  he  is  dazzled  and  confounded.  And  it  is  a 
strange  fact  that  he  is  always  left  alone, — alone  with  his  own 
Will,  in  every  such  grand  crisis.  He  has  been  helped  so 
much  by  divine  influences,  that  he  is  evidently  considered 
strong  enough  to  decide  his  own  fate.  He  is  strong  enough, 
— he  has  sufficient  reason  and  knowledge  to  decide  it  for 
the  Highest,  if  he  would.  But,  with  national  culture  goes 
national  luxury, — the  more  civilized  a  community,  the  greater 
its  bodily  ease, — the  more  numerous  the  temptations  against 
which  we  are  told  we  must  fight.  Spirit  flies  forward — Body 
pulls  back.  But  Spirit  is  one  day  bound  to  win !  We  have 
attained  in  this  generation  a  certain  knowledge  of  Soul-forces 
—  and  we  are  on  a  verge,  where,  if  we  hesitate,  we  are  lost, 
and  must  recoil  upon  our  own  Ego  as  the  centre  of  all 
desire.  But  if  we  go  on  boldly  and  leave  our  own  Ego 
behind,  we  shall  see  the  gates  of  Heaven  opening  indeed, 
and  all  the  Mysteries  unveiled !  How  often  we  pause  on 
the  verge  of  better  things,  doubting  whether  to  rise  or  grovel ! 
The  light  in  us  is  darkness  and  how  great  is  that  darkness  ! 
Such  is  the  state  of  mind  in  which  I,  your  preacher,  have 
found  myself  for  many  years  !  I  do  not  know  whether  to 
rise  or  grovel,— to  sink  or  soar !  To  be  absolutely  candid 
with  you,  I  am  quite  sure  that  I  should  not  sink  in  your 
opinion  for  confessing  myself  to  be  as  outrageous  in  my 
conceptions  of  morality  as  many  of  you  are.  You  would 
possibly  pretend  to  be  ashamed  of  me,  but  in  your  hearts 
you  would  like  me  all  the  better.  The  sinking  or  the  soar- 
ing of  my  nature  has  therefore  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
you.  It  is  a  strictly  personal  question.  But  what  I  specially 
wish  to  advise  you  of  this  morning, — taking  myself  as  an 
example, — is  that  none  of  you,  whether  inchned  to  virtue 
or  to  vice,  should  remain  such  arrant  fools  as  to  imagine 
that  your  sins  will  not  find  you  out.     They  will, — the  instant 
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they  are  committed,  their  sole  mission  is  to  start  on  your 
track,  and  hunt  you  down  !  I  cannot  absolutely  vouch  to 
you  that  there  is  a  God, — but  I  am  positive  there  is  a  hidden 
process  of  mathematics  going  on  in  the  universe  which  sums 
up  our  slightest  human  affairs  with  an  exactitude  which  at 
the  least  is  amazing  !  Twenty-five  years  ago  I  did  a  great 
wrong  to  a  human  creature  who  was  innocent,  and  who 
absolutely  trusted  me.  There  is  no  crime  worse  than  this, 
yet  it  seemed  to  me  quite  a  trifling  affair, — an  amusement — 
a  nothing  !  I  was  perfectly  aware  that  by  some  excessively 
strait-laced  people  it  might  be  termed  a  sin ;  but  my  ideas 
of  sin  were  as  easy  and  condoning  as  yours  are.  I  never 
repented  it, — I  can  hardly  say  I  ever  thought  of  it, — if  I 
did  I  excused  myself  quickly,  and  assured  my  own  conscience 
in  the  usual  way,  that  the  fault  was  merely  the  result  of 
circumstances  over  which  I  had  no  control.  Oh,  those  un- 
controllable circumstances  !  How  convenient  they  are  !  And 
what  a  weak  creature  they  make  of  man,  who  at  other  times 
than  those  of  temptation,  is  wont  to  assert  himself  master 
of  this  planet !  Master  of  a  planet  and  cannot  control  a 
vice  !  Excellent !  Well, — I  never,  as  I  say,  thought  of  the 
wrong  I  had  done, — but  if  /  forgot  it,  some  One  or  some 
Thing  remembered  it !  Yes — remembered  it ! — put  it  down — 
chronicled  it  with  precision  as  to  time  and  place, — and  set 
it,  a  breathing  fact,  before  me  in  my  old  age, — a  living  witness 
of  my  own  treachery." 

He  paused,  the  congregation  stirred, — the  actor  Miraudin 
looked  up  at  him  with  a  surprised  half-  smile.  Angela 
Sovrani  lifted  her  beautiful  violet  eyes  towards  him  in 
amazed  compassion,  —  Cardinal  Bonpr^,  recalling  the 
Abbe's  previous  confession  to  him,  bent  his  head,  deeply 
moved. 

"  Treachery,"  resumed  Vergniaud  determinedly,  "  is  always 
a  covert  thing.  We  betray  each  other  in  the  dark,  with 
silent  footsteps  and  sibilant  voices.  We  whisper  our  lies. 
We  concoct  our  intrigues  with  carefully  closed  doors.  I 
did  so.     I  was  a  priest  of  the  Roman  Church  as  I  am  now ; 
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it  would  never  have  done  for  a  priest  to  be  a  social  sinner ! 
I  therefore  took  every  precaution  to  hide  my  fault ; — hut 
out  of  my  lie  springs  a  living  condemnation  ;  from  my  care- 
fully concealed  hypocrisy  comes  a  blazonry  of  truth,  and 
from  my  secret  sin  comes  an  open  vengeance  ..." 

At  the  last  words  the  loud  report  of  a  pistol  sounded  through 
the  building  .  .  .  there  was  a  puff  of  smoke,  a  gleam  of  flame, 
and  a  bullet  whizzed  straight  at  the  head  of  the  preacher  !  The 
congregation  rose,  en  tnasse,  uttering  exclamations  of  terror, — 
but  before  anyone  could  know  exactly  what  had  happened  the 
smoke  cleared,  and  the  Abbd  Vergniaud  was  seen  leaning 
against  the  steps  of  the  pulpit,  pale  but  uninjured,  and  in 
front  of  him  stood  the  boy  Manuel  with  arms  outstretched, 
and  a  smile  on  his  face.  The  bullet  had  split  the  pulpit 
immediately  above  him.  An  excited  group  assembled 
round  them  immediately,  and  the  Abbe  was  the  first  to 
speak. 

"  I  am  not  hurt !  "  he  said  quickly — "See  to  the  boy  !  He 
sprang  in  front  of  me  and  saved  my  life." 

But  Manuel  was  equally  unhurt,  and  waived  aside  all 
enquiries  and  compliments.  And  while  eager  questions  were 
poured  out  and  answered,  a  couple  of  gendarmes  were  seen 
struggling  in  the  centre  of  the  church  with  a  man  who  seemed 
to  have  the  power  of  a  demon,  so  fierce  and  frantic  were  his 
efforts  to  escape. 

"Ah,  voilk!  The  assassin!"  cried  Miraudin,  hastening  to 
give  assistance. 

"  The  assassin  ! "  echoed  a  dozen  other  persons  pressing  in 
the  same  direction. 

Vergniaud  heard,  and  gave  one  swift  glance  at  Cardinal 
Bonpre  who,  though  startled  by  the  rapidity  and  excitement 
of  the  scene  that  had  9ccurred,  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  and 
understood  his  friend's  appeal  at  once,  even  before  he  said 
hurriedly, 

"  Monseigneur  !     Tell  them  to  let  him  go  ! or bring 

him  face  to  face  with  me  I " 

The  Cardinal  endeavoured  to  pass  through  the  crowd,  but 
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though  some  made  way  for  him  on  account  of  his  ecclesiastical 
dignity,  others  closed  in,  and  he  found  it  impossible  to  move 
more  than  a  few  steps.  Then  Vergniaud,  moved  by  a  sudden 
resolve,  raised  himself  a  little,  and  resting  one  hand  on  the 
shoulder  of  Manuel,  who  still  remained  on  the  steps  of  the 
pulpit  in  front  of  him,  he  called, 

"  Let  monsieur  the  assassin  come  here  to  me  !  I  have  a 
word  to  say  to  him  !  " 

Through  the  swaying,  tumultuous,  murmuring  throng  came 
a  sudden  stillness,  and  everyone  drew  back  as  the  gendarmes, 
responding  to  Abbe  Vergniaud's  command,  pushed  their  way 
along,  dragging  and  hustling  their  prisoner  between  them, — a 
young  black-browed,  black-eyed  peasant  with  a  handsome  face 
and  proud  bearing,  whose  defiant  manner  implied  that  having 
made  one  fierce  struggle  for  liberty  and  finding  it  in  vain, 
he  was  now  disdainfully  resigned  to  the  inevitable.  When 
brought  face  to  face  with  the  Abbe  he  lifted  his  head,  and 
flashed  his  dark  eyes  upon  him  with  a  look  of  withering 
contempt.  His  lips  parted, — he  seemed  about  to  speak  when 
his  glance  accidentally  fell  upon  Manuel, — then  something 
caused  him  to  hesitate, — he  checked  himself  on  the  very  verge 
of  speech  and  remained  silent.  The  Abbe  surveyed  him  wnth 
something  of  a  quizzical  half-admiring  smile,  then  addressing 
the  gendarmes  he  said, 

"Let  him  go!" 

The  men  looked  up  astonished,  doubting  whether  they  had 
heard  aright. 

"  Let  him  go  ! "  repeated  the  Abbe  firmly,  "  I  have  no 
accusation  to  make  against  him.  Had  he  killed  me  he  would 
have  been  perfectly  justified  !     Let  him  go  !  " 

"  Cher  Abbe  ! "  remonstrated  the  Marquis  Fontenelle,  who 
had  made  himself  one  of  the  group  immediately  around  the 
pulpit,  "  Is  not  this  a  mistake  on  your  part?  Let  me  advise 
you  not  to  be  so  merciful  ..." 

"'Blessed  are  the  merciful  for  they  shall  obtain  mercy,'" 
quoted  the  Abbe  with  a  strange  smile,  while  his  breath  came 
and  went  quickly,  and  his  face  grew  paler  as  he  spoke.     "Set 
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him  free,  messieurs,  if  you  please !  I  decline  to  prosecute  my 
own  flesh  and  blood.  I  will  be  answerable  for  his  future 
conduct, — I  am  entirely  answerable  for  his  past !  He  is  my 
son  ! " 


XIV 

No  one  ever  afterwards  quite  knew  how  the  crowd  in 
the  church  broke  up  and  dispersed  itself  after  this 
denouement.  For  a  few  minutes  the  crush  of  people  round  the 
pulpit  was  terrific ;  all  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  young  black- 
browed  peasant  who  had  so  nearly  been  a  parricide, — and  on 
the  father  who  publicly  exonerated  him, — and  then  there  came 
a  pressing  towards  the  doors  which  was  excessively  dangerous 
to  Ufe  and  limb.  Cardinal  Bonpr^,  greatly  moved  by  the 
whole  unprecedented  scene,  placed  himself  in  front  of  Angela 
as  a  shield  and  defence  from  the  crowd ;  but  before  he  had 
time  to  consider  how  he  should  best  pilot  her  through  the 
pushing  and  scrambling  throng,  a  way  was  made  for  him  by 
Manuel,  who,  • —  with  a  quiet  step  and  unruffled  bearing,  — 
walked  through  the  thickest  centre  of  the  crowd,  which  parted 
easily  on  either  side  of  him,  as  though  commanded  to  do 
so  by  some  unheard  but  absolute  authority.  Admiring  and 
wondering  glances  were  turned  upon  the  boy,  whose  fair  face 
shone  with  such  a  grave  peace  and  sweetness  ; — he  had  saved 
the  Abbe's  life,  the  people  whispered,  by  springing  up  the 
steps  of  the  pulpit,  and  throwing  himself  between  the  intended 
victim  and  the  bullet  of  his  assailant.  Who  was  he  ?  Where 
did  he  come  from  ?  No  one  knew ; — he  was  merely  the 
attendant  of  that  tall  ascetic-looking  Cardinal,  the  uncle  of  the 
famous  Sovrani.  So  the  words  ran  from  mouth  to  mouth,  as 
Felix  Bonpre  and  his  niece  moved  slowly  through  the  throng, 
following  Manuel; — then,  when  they  had  passed,  there  came 
a  general  hubbub  and  confusion  once  more,  and  the  people 
hustled  and  elbowed  each  other  through  the  church  regardless 
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of  consequences,  eager  to  escape  and  discuss  among  themselves 
the  sensation  of  the  morning. 

"C'est  un  drama!  Un  veritable  drame!"  said  Miraudin, 
pausing,  as  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  Marquis 
Fontenelle. 

Fontenelle  stared  haughtily. 

"Did  you  speak  to  me,  monsieur?"  he  enquired,  glancing 
the  actor  up  and  down  with  an  air  of  supreme  disdain. 

Miraudin  laughed  carelessly. 

"Yes,  I  spoke  to  you,  Marquis!"  he  replied,  "I  said  that 
the  public  confession  of  our  dear  Abbe  Vergniaud  was  a 
veritable  drame  !" 

"  An  unfortunate  scandal  in  the  church  ! "  said  Fontenelle 
curtly. 

■'Yes  !"  went  on  the  unabashed  Miraudin,  "If  it  were  on 
the  stage  it  would  be  taken  as  a  matter  of  course.  An 
actor's  follies  help  to  populate  the  world.  But  a  priest's 
petite  faute  would  seem  to  suggest  the  crushing  down  of  a 
universe  ! " 

"Custom  and  usage  make  the  rule  in  these  things,"  said 
Fontenelle  turning  away,  "  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you 
good  day,  monsieur  !  " 

"One  moment!"  said  the  actor  smiling,  "There  is  a 
curious  personal  resemblance  between  you  and  me.  Monsieur 
le  Marquis  !     Have  you  never  noticed  it  ?      We  might  almost 

be    brothers   by   our   looks and    also    I    believe   by   our 

temperaments  ! " 

Fontenelle's  hazel  eyes  flashed  angrily. 

"I  think  not!"  he  said  coldly,  "A  certain  resemblance 
between  totally  unrelated  persons  is  quite  common.  For  the 
rest,  we  are  absolutely  different — absolutely  ! " 

Again  Miraudin  laughed. 

"  As  you  will,  Marquis  ! "  and  he  raised  his  hat  with  a  light, 
half-mocking  air,  "  Au  revoir  ! " 

Fontenelle  scarcely  acknowledged  the  salutation, — he  was 
too  much  annoyed.  He  considered  it  a  piece  of  insolence  on 
Miraudin's  part  to  have  addressed  him  at  all  without  previous 
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introduction.  It  was  true  that  the  famous  actor  was  permitted 
a  license  not  granted  to  the  ordinary  individual, — as  indeed 
most  actors  are.  Even  princes,  who  hedge  themselves  round 
with  impassable  barriers  to  certain  of  their  subjects  who  arc  in 
all  ways  great  and  worthy  of  notice,  unbend  to  the  Mime  who 
to-day  takes  the  place  of  the  Court-jester,  and  allow  him  to 
enter  the  royal  presence,  often  bringing  his  newest  wanton 
with  him.  And  there  was  not  the  slightest  reason  for  the 
Marquis  Fontenelle  to  be  at  all  particular  in  his  choice  of 
acquaintances.  Yet  somehow  or  other,  he  was.  The  fine 
and  sensitive  instincts  of  a  gentleman  were  in  him,  and  though 
in  the  very  depths  of  his  own  conscience  he  knew  himself  to 
be  as  much  of  a  social  actor  as  Miraudin  was  a  professional 
one, — though  he  was  aware  that  his  passions  were  as  sensual, 
and  therefore  as  vulgar,  (for  sensuality  is  vulgarity), — there 
was  a  latent  pride  in  him  which  forbade  him  to  set  himself 
altogether  on  the  same  level.  And  no'.v  as  he  walked  away 
haughtily,  his  fine  aristocratic  head  lifted  a  little  higher  in  air 
than  usual,  he  was  excessively  irritated  —  with  everything 
and  everybody,  but  with  himself  in  particular.  Abbe 
Vergniaud's  sermon  had  stung  him  in  several  ways,  and 
the  startling  finale  had  vexed  him  still  more. 

"What  folly!"  he  thought,  as  he  entered  his  luxuriously 
appointed  fiat,  and  threw  himself  into  a  chair  with  a  kind 
of  angry  weariness,  "How  utterly  stupid  of  Vergniaud  to 
blazon  the  fact  that  he  is  no  better  than  other  men,  in  the 
full  face  of  his  congregation  !  He  must  be  mad  !  A  priest 
of  the  Roman  Church  publicly  acknowledging  a  natural  son  !  ^ 

'Rome,  August  19,  1899. — A  grave  scandal  has  just  burst  upon  the 
clerical  world  here.  The  Gazetta  di  Venczia  having  attacked  the  bishops 
attending  the  recent  conclave  of"  Latin  America,"  that  is  Spanish-speaking 
America,  as  men  of  loose  morality,  the  Osserratoe  Cattolico,  the  Vatican 
organ,  replied  declaring  that  the  life  of  the  bishops  present  at  the  conclave 
was  above  suspicion.  The  Gazetta  di  Venezia  responds  affirming  that  the 
majority  of  the  bishops  brought  with  them  to  Rome  their  mistresses,  and, 
in  some  instances,  their  children.  The  Gazetta  offers  to  disclose  the  names 
of  these  bishops,  and  demands  that  the  Pope  shall  satisfy  the  Catholic 
world  by  taking  measures  against  them. — Central  Nezvs. 
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Has  ever  such  a  thing  been  heard  of!  And  the  result  is 
merely  to  create  scandal  and  invite  his  own  disgrace !  A 
quoi  bon  !  " 

He  lit  a  cigarette  and  puffed  at  it  impatiently.  His  par- 
ticular "code"  of  morality  had  been  completely  upset; — 
things  seemed  to  have  taken  a  turn  for  general  offence,  and 
the  simplest  thoughts  became  like  bristles  in  his  brain, 
pricking  him  uncomfortably  in  various  sore  and  sensitive 
places.  Then,  added  to  his  general  sense  of  spleen  was  the 
unpleasant  idea  that  he  was  really  in  love,  where  he  had  never 
meant  to  be  in  love.  "  In  love,"  is  a  wide  term  nowadays, 
and  covers  a  multitude  of  poor  and  petty  passing  emotions, — 
and  it  is  often  necessary  to  add  the  word  "really"  to  it,  in 
order  to  emphasize  the  fact  that  the  passion  has  perhaps, — 
and  even  then  it  is  only  a  perhaps, — taken  a  somewhat  lasting 
form.  Why  could  not  Sylvie  Hermenstein  have  allowed 
things  to  run  their  natural  course? — this  natural  course  being 
according  to  Fontenelle,  to  drop  into  his  arms  when  asked, 
and  leave  those  arms  again  with  equal  alacrity  also  when 
asked  !  It  would  have  been  quite  pleasant  and  satisfactory 
to  him,  the  Marquis ; — and  for  Sylvie — well ! — for  Sylvie,  she 
would  soon  have  got  over  it !  Now  there  was  all  this  fuss 
and  pother  about  virtue  !  Virtue,  quotha  !  In  a  woman,  and 
in  Paris  !  At  this  time  of  day  !  Could  anything  be  more 
preposterous  and  ridiculous  ! 

"  One  would  imagine  I  had  stumbled  into  a  convent  for 
young  ladies,"  he  grumbled  to  himself,  "What  with  Sylvie 
actually  gone,  and  that  pretty  pattern  of  chastity,  Angela 
Sovrani  preaching  at  me  with  her  big  violet  eyes, — and  now 
Vergniaud   who   used   to  be   '  bon  camarade  et  bon  vivant,' 

branding  himself  a  social  sinner really  one  would  imagine 

that  some  invisible  Schoolmaster  was  trying  to  whip  me  into 
order  ..." 

"Peut-on  entrer?"  called  a  clear  voice  outside  at  this 
juncture,  and  without  waiting  for  permission  the  speaker 
entered,  a  very  pretty  woman  in  an  admirably  fitting  riding 
habit,   which    she   held   daintily  up  with   one  gloved   hand, 
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extending  the  other  as  she  came  to  the  Marquis,  who  grace- 
fully bent  over  it  and  kissed  it. 

"  Charm^  de  vous  voir,  Princesse  ! "  he  murmured. 

"  Not  at  all !  Spare  me  your  falsehoods  ! "  was  the  gay- 
reply,  accompanied  by  a  dazzling  smile,  "You  are  not  in 
the  least  charmed  ! — nothing — nobody  charms  you, — I  least 
of  all !  Did  you  not  see  me  in  church  ?  No  ?  Where  were 
your  eyes?  On  the  courageous  Vergniaud,  who  so  nearly 
gave  us  the  melancholy  task  of  arranging  a  chapelle  ardente 
for  him  this  afternoon?"  She  laughed,  and  her  eyes  twinkled 
maliciously, — then  she  went  on,  "  Do  you  know  he  is  quite 
a  delightful  boy, — the  peasant  son  and  assassin  ?  I  think  of 
taking  him  to  my  Chateau  and  making  something  of  him. 
I  waited  to  see  the  whole  play  out,  and  bring  you  the  news. 
Papa   Vergniaud    has    gone    home    with    his    good-looking 

offspring -then    Cardinal    Bonpre do    you    know    the 

Cardinal  Bonpre  ?  " 

"By  reputation  merely,"  replied  the  Marquis,  setting  a 
chair  for  his  fair  visitor,  "And  as  the  uncle  of  Donna 
Sovran  i." 

"Oh,  reputation  is  nothing!"  laughed  the  lady,  known  as 
the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  an  independent  beauty  of  great 
wealth  and  brilliant  attainments,  "Your  butler  can  give  you 
a  reputation,  or  take  it  away  from  you  !  But  the  Cardinal's 
reputation  is  truly  singular.  It  is  goodness  merely.  He  is 
so  good  that  he  has  become  actually  famous  for  it !  Now  I 
once  thought  that  to  become  famous  for  goodness  must  surely 
imply  that  the  person  so  celebrated  had  a  very  hypocritical 
nature, — the  worst  of  natures  indeed ; — that  of  pretending  to 
be  what  he  was  not, — but  I  was  mistaken.  Cardinal  Bonpre 
is  good  !  Absolutely  sincere  and  noble — therefore  a  living 
marvel  in  this  age  !  " 

"You  are  pleased  to  be  severe,  Princesse,"  said  the  Marquis, 
"Is  sincerity  so  difficult  to  find?" 

"The  most  difficult  of  virtues!"  answered  the  Princesse, 
lightly  tapping  out  a  little  tune  with  the  jewelled  handle  of 
her  riding-whip  on  the  arm  of  her  chair,  "That  is  why  I  like 
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horses  and  dogs  so  much — they  are  always  honest.  And  for 
that  reason  I  am  now  inclined  to  like  Abbe  Vergniaud  whom 
I  never  liked  before.  He  has  turned  honest !  To-day  indeed 
he  has  been  as  straightforward  as  if  he  were  not  a  man  at  all ! 
— and  I  admire  him  for  it.  He  and  his  son  will  be  my  guests 
at  the  Chateau  D'Agramont." 

"What  a  very  strange  woman  you  are!"  said  Fontenelle, 
with  a  certain  languid  admiration  beginning  to  glimmer  in  his 
eyes,  "You  always  do  things  that  nobody  else  would  dare  to 
do — and  yet  ...  no  lovers  ! " 

She  turned  herself  swiftly  round  and  surveyed  him  with  a 
bright  scorn  that  swept  him  as  with  a  lightning  flash  from 
head  to  heel. 

"  Lovers  !  Who  would  be  bored  by  them  !  Such  delight- 
ful company  !     So  unselfish  in  their  demands so  tender 

and  careful  of  a  woman's  feelings  !  Pouf !  Cher  ami ! — 
you  forget !     I  was  the  wife  of  the  late  Prince  D'Agramont ! " 

"That  explains  a  great  many  of  your  moods  certainly!" 
said  the  Marquis  smiling. 

"Does  it  not?  Le  beau  Louis! — romantic  Louis! — poet 
Louis  ! — musician  Louis  ! — Louis,  who  talked  pretty  philo- 
sophies by  the  hour,  —  Louis  who  looked  so  beautiful  by 
moonlight, — who  seemed  fastidious  and  refined  to  a  degree 

that  was  almost  ethereal ! Louis  who  swore,  with  passion 

flashing  in  his  eyes,  that  I  was  the  centre  of  the  universe  to 
him,  and  that  no  other  woman  had  ever  occupied,  would  ever 
occupy,  or  should  ever  occupy  his  thoughts  ! — yes,  he  was  an 
ideal  lover  and  husband  indeed  !  "  said  the  Princesse,  smiling 
coldly,  "  I  gave  him  all  my  life  and  love,  till  one  day,  when 
I  found  I  was  sharing  his  caresses  with  my  plumpest  dairy- 
maid, who  called  him  '  her  Louis ' !  Then  I  thought  it  was 
time  to  put  an  end  to  romance !  Tiens  ! "  and  she  gave  a 
little  shrug  and  sigh,  "  It  is  sad  to  think  he  died  of  over- 
eating ! " 

The  Marquis  laughed. 

"You  are  incorrigible,  belle  Loyse!"  he  said,  "You  should 
write  these  things,  not  speak  them." 
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"  Really  !  And  do  I  not  write  them  ?  Yes,  you  know  I  do, 
and  that  you  envy  me  my  skill !  The  Figaro  is  indebted  to  me 
for  many  admirable  essays.  At  the  same  time  I  do  not  give 
you  permission  to  call  me  Loyse  !  " 

"  Forgive  me  !  "  and  the  Marquis  folded  his  hands  with  an 
air  of  mock  penitence. 

"  Perhaps  I  will,  presently,"  and  she  laughed,  "  But  mean- 
while I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me." 

"Toujours  \  votre  service,  Madame  !  "  and  Fontenelle  bowed 
profoundly. 

"  How  theatrical  you  look !  You  are  alarmingly  like 
Miraudin ; — and  one  must  draw  the  line  at  Miraudin  !  This 
is  a  day  of  truth  according  to  the  Abb^  Vergniaud ;  how  dare 
you  say  you  are  at  my  service  when  you  do  not  mean  it?" 

"  Princesse,  I  protest  ..." 

"  Oh,  protest  as  much  as  you  like, — on  the  way  to  Rome  ! " 

The  Marquis  started. 

"To  Rome?" 

"Yes,  to  Rome.  I  am  going,  and  I  want  someone  to  look 
after  me.  Will  you  come  ?  All  Paris  will  say  we  have  eloped 
together  !  "     She  laughed  merrily. 

The  Marquis  stood  perplexed  and  silent. 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  went  on  the  Princesse  gaily,  "Is  there 
some  faint  sense  of  impropriety  stealing  over  you?  Not 
possible !  Dear  me,  your  very  muscles  are  growing  rigid ! 
You  will  not  go  ? " 

"  Madame,  if  you  will  permit  me  to  be  frank  with  you, — I 
would  rather  not !  " 

"  A  la  bonheur  ! — then  I  have  you  ! "  And  the  Princesse 
rose,  a  dazzling  smile  irradiating  her  features,  "You  have 
thrown  open  your  heart !  You  have  begun  to  reform  !  You 
love  Sylvie  Hermenstein — yes  ! — you  positively  love  her  !" 

"  Princesse — "  began  the  Marquis,  "  I  assure  you " 

"Assure  me  nothing!"  and  she  looked  him  straight  in  the 
eyes,  "  I  know  all  about  it !  You  will  not  journey  with  me 
because  you  think  the  Comtesse  Sylvie  will  hear  of  it,  and  put 
a  wrong  construction  on  your  courtesy.     You  wish  to  try  for 
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once,  to  give  her  no  cause  for  doubting  you  to  be  sans  peur 
et  sans  reproche.  You  wish  to  make  her  think  you  some- 
thing better  than  a  sort  of  Miraudin,  whose  amorous  inchna- 
tions  are  not  awakened  by  one  woman,  but  by  women.  And 
so  you  will  not  do  anything  which,  though  harmless  in  itself, 
may  seem  equivocal !  For  this  you  refuse  the  friendly  invita- 
tion of  one  of  the  best-known  'society  leaders'  in  Europe! 
Cher  Marquis  ! — it  is  a  step  in  the  right  direction.     Adieu  !  " 

"You  are  not  going  so  soon,"  he  said  hurriedly,  "Wait  till 
I  explain  ..." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  explain  ! "  and  the  pretty  Princesse 
gave  him  her  hand  with  a  beneficent  air,  "  I  am  very  pleased 
with  you  !  You  are  what  the  English  call  'good  boy' !  Now 
I  am  going  to  see  the  Abbe  and  place  the  Chateau  D'Agramont 
at  his  disposal  while  he  is  waiting  to  be  excommunicated, — 
for  of  course  he  will  be  excommunicated " 

"What  does  it  matter!  Who  cares?"  said  the  Marquis 
recklessly. 

"It  does  not  matter,  and  nobody  cares — not  in  actual 
Paris.  But  very,  very  nice  people  in  the  suburbs,  who  are 
morally  much  worse  than  the  Abbe,  will  perhaps  refuse  to 
receive  him.  That  is  why  my  doors  are  open  to  him,  and  also 
to  his  son  !" 

"  Original,  as  usual  !*" 

"  Perfectly  !  I  am  going  to  write  a  column  for  the  Figaro 
on  the  amazing  little  scene  of  this  morning.  Au  revoir !  My 
poor  horse  has  been  waiting  too  long  already, — I  must  finish 
my  ride  in  the  Bois,  and  then  go  to  Angela  Sovrani ;  for  all 
ihQ  dramatis  J}ersonce  oi  to-6.2.y^s  melodrama  are  at  her  studio, 
I  believe." 

"  Who  is  that  boy  with  the  Cardinal  ?  "  asked  the  Marquis 
suddenly. 

"  You  have  noticed  him  ?  I  also.  A  wonderful  face  !  A 
little  acolyte,  no  doubt.  And  so  you  will  not  go  to  Rome 
with  me?" 

"I  think  not,"  and  Fontenelle  smiled. 

"Comme  il  vous  plaira  !     I  will  tell  Sylvie  ! " 
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"The  Comtesse  Hermenstein  is  not  in  Paris." 

"No!"  and  the  Princesse  laughed  mischievously,  "She  is 
in  Rome  !  She  must  have  arrived  there  this  morning.  Au 
revoir,  Marquis ! "  Another  dazzHng  smile,  and  she  was 
gone. 

Fontenelle  stood  staring  after  her  in  amazement.  Sylvie 
was  in  Rome  then  ?  And  he  had  just  refused  to  accompany 
the  Princesse  D'Agramont  thither  !  A  sudden  access  of 
irritation  came  over  him,  and  he  paced  the  room  angrily. 
Should  he  also  go  to  Rome?  Never!  It  would  seem  too 
close  a  pursuit  of  a  woman  who  had  by  her  actions  distinctly 
shown  that  she  wished  to  avoid  him.  Now  he  would  prove 
to  her  that  he  also  had  a  will  of  his  own.  He  would  leave 
Paris ; — he  would  go — yes,  he  would  go  to  Africa !  Every- 
body went  to  Africa  !  It  was  becoming  a  fashionable  pasture- 
land  for  disappointed  lives.  He  would  lose  himself  in  some 
desert, — and  then — then  Sylvie  would  be  sorry  when  she  did 
not  know  where  he  was  or  what  he  was  doing.  But  also, — he 
in  his  turn  would  not  know  where  Sylvie  was,  or  what  she  was 
doing!  This  was  annoying.  It  was  certain  that  she  would 
not  remain  in  Rome  a  day  longer  than  she  chose  to, — well ! — 
then  where  would  she  go?  In  Africa  he  would  find  some 
difficulty  in  tracing  her  movements.     On  second  thoughts  he 

resolved  that  he  would  lose  himself  in  another  fashion and 

would  go  to  Rome  to  do  it ! 

"She  shall  not  know  I  am  there  !"  he  said  to  himself,  with 
a  kind  of  triumph  in  his  own  decision,  "I  shall  amuse  myself 
1  shall  see  her — but  she  shall  not  see  me  ! " 

Satisfied  with  this  as  yet  vague  plan  of  entertainment,  he 
began  at  once  making  his  arrangements  for  departure;  — 
meanwhile,  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  riding  gracefully  through 
the  Bois  on  her  beautiful  Arab,  was  amusing  herself  with  her 
thoughts,  and  weighing  the  pros  and  cons  of  the  different  lives 
of  her  friend.s,  without  giving  the  slightest  consideration  to  her 
own.  Hers  was  a  strange  nature,— as  a  girl  she  had  been 
intensely  loving,  generous  and  warm-hearted,  and  she  had 
adored  her  husband  with  exceptional  faith  and  devotion.  But 
14 
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the  handsome  Prince's  amours  were  legion,  though  he  had 
been  fairly  successful  in  concealing  them  from  his  wife,  till 
the  unlucky  day  when  she  had  found  him  making  desperate 
love  to  a  common  servant, — and  after  that  her  confidence, 
naturally,  was  at  an  end.     One  discovery  led  to  another, — -and 
the  husband  around  whom  she  had  woven  her  life's  romance, 
sank  degraded  in  her  sight,  never  to  rise  again.     She  was  of 
far  too  dignified  and  proud  a  nature  to  allow  her  sense  of 
outrage  and  wrong  to  be  made  public,  and  though  she  never 
again  lived  with  D'Agramont  as  his  wife,  she  carried  herself 
through  all  her  duties  as  mistress  of  the  household  and  hostess 
of  his  guests,  with  a  brave  bright  gaiety,  which  deceived  even 
the  closest  observer, — and  the  gossips  of  Paris  used  to  declare 
that  she  did  not  know  the  extent  of  her  husband's  follies. 
But  she  did  know, — and  while  filled  with  utter  disgust  and 
loathing  for  his  conduct  she  nevertheless  gave  him  no  cause 
of  complaint  against  herself.     And  when  he  died  of  a  fever 
brought  on  through  over-indulgence  in  vice,  she  conformed  to 
all  the  strictest  usages  of  society, — wore  her  solemn  widow's 
black  for  more  than  the  accustomed  period, — and  then  cast  it 
off, — not  to  dash  into  her  fashionable  "circle"  again  with  a 
splurge  of  colour,  but  rather  to  glide  into  it  gracefully,  a  vision 
of  refinement,  arrayed  in  such  soft  hues  as  may  be  seen  in 
some  rare  picture ;  and  she  took  complete  possession  of  it  by 
her  own  unaided  charm.     No  one  could  really  tell  whether 
she  grieved  for  D'Agramont's  death  or  not ;  no  one  but  herself 
knew  how  she  had  loved  him, — no  one  guessed  what  agonies 
of  pain  and  shame  she  had  endured  for  his  sake,  nor  how  she 
had  wept  herself  half  blind  with  despair  when  he  died.     All 
this  was   shut  up  in  her  own  heart,  but  the  working  of  the 
secret  bitterness  within  her  had  made  a  great  change  in  her 
disposition.     Her  nature,  once  as  loving  and  confiding  as  that 
of  a  little  child,  had  been  so  wronged  in  its  tenderest  fibres 
that  now  she  could  not  love  at  all. 

"Why  is  it,"  she  would  ask  herself,  "that  I  am  totally 
unable  to  care  for  any  living  creature  ?  That  it  is  indifferent 
to  me  whether  I   see  any  person  once,  or  often,  or  never? 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  211 

Why  are  all  men  like  phantoms,  drifting  past  my  soul's 
immovability?" 

The  answer  to  her  query  would  be,  that  having  loved  greatly 
once  and  been  deceived,  it  was  impossible  to  love  again. 
Some  women, — the  best,  and  therefore  the  unhappiest — are 
born  with  this  difficult  temperament. 

Now,  as  she  rode  quietly  along,  sometimes  allowing  her 
horse  to  prance  upon  the  turf  for  the  delight  of  its  dewy 
freshness,  she  was  weaving  quite  a  brilliant  essay  on  modern 
morals  out  of  the  scene  she  had  witnessed  at  the  Church  of 
the  Lorette  that  morning.  She  well  knew  how  to  use  that 
dangerous  weapon,  the  pen, — she  could  wield  it  like  a  wand 
to  waken  tears  or  laughter  with  equal  ease,  and  since  her 
husband's  death  she  had  devoted  a  great  deal  of  time  to 
authorship.  Two  witty  novels,  published  under  a  no7ii-de-plinne 
had  already  startled  the  world  of  Paris,  and  she  was  busy  with 
a  third.  Such  work  amused  her,  and  distracted  her  from 
dwelling  too  much  on  the  destroyed  illusions  of  the  past.  The 
Figaro  snatched  eagerly  at  everything  she  wrote ;  and  it  was 
for  the  Figaro  that  she  busied  her  brain  now,  considering  what 
she  should  say  of  the  Abb^  Vergniaud's  confession. 

"  Is  it  wisest  to  be  a  liar  and  remain  in  the  Church  ?  Or 
tell  the  truth  and  go  out  of  the  Church?"  she  mused, 
"Unfortunately,  if  all  priests  told  the  truth  as  absolutely  as 
the  Abbe  did  this  morning  we  should  have  hardly  any  of 
them  left!" 

She  laughed  a  little,  and  stroked  her  horse's  neck  caress- 
ingly. 

"Good  Rex!  You  and  your  kind  never  tell  lies ;  and  yet 
you  are  said  to  have  no  souls.  Now  I  wonder  why  we,  who 
are  mean  and  cunning  and  treacherous  and  hypocritical,  should 
have  immortal  souls,  while  horses  and  dogs  who  are  faithful 
and  kind  and  honest  should  be  supposed  to  have  none  !  " 

Rex  gave  a  gay  little  prance  forward  as  one  who  should 
say,  "  Yes,  but  it  is  only  you  silly  human  beings  who  suppose 
such  nonsense.  \\'e  know  what  we  know ;— we  have  our  own 
secrets ! " 
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"Now  the  Church,"  went  on  Loyse  D'Agramont,  pursuing 
the  tenor  of  her  thoughts,  "is  in  a  bad  way  all  over  the  world. 
It  is  possible  that  God  is  offended  with  it.  It  is  possible,  that 
after  nearly  two  thousand  years  of  patience  He  is  tired  of 
having  come  down  to  us  to  teach  us  the  path  of  Heaven  in 
vain.  Something  out  of  the  common  has  surely  moved  the 
Abbe  Vergniaud  to  speak  as  he  spoke  to-day.  He  was  quite 
unlike  himself  and  beyond  himself;  if  all  our  preachers  were 
seized  by  the  spirit  of  frankness  in  like  manner " 

Here  she  broke  off  for  she  had  arrived  at  Angela  Sovrani's 
door,  and  a  servant  coming  out,  assisted  her  to  alight,  and  led 
her  horse  into  the  courtyard  there  to  await  her  leisure.  She 
was  an  old  friend  of  Angela's  and  was  accustomed  to  enter 
the  house  without  announcement,  but  on  this  occasion  she 
hesitated,  and  after  ascending  the  first  few  steps  leading  to 
the  studio  paused  and  rang  the  bell.  Angela  herself  answered 
the  summons. 

"Loyse!  Is  it  you!  Oh,  I  am  so  glad!"  and  Angela 
caught  her  by  both  hands,  —  "You  cannot  imagine  the 
confusion  and  trouble  we  have  been  in  this  morning ! " 

"Oh  yes,  I  can!"  answered  the  Princesse  smiling,  as  she 
put  an  arm  round  her  friend's  waist  and  entered  the  studio, 
"  You  have  certainly  had  an  excitement !  What  of  the 
courageous  Abbe?     Where  is  he?" 

"Here!"     And  Angela's  eyes  expressed  volumes, — "Here, 

with  my  uncle.     They  are  talking  together and  that  young 

man Cyrillon the  son,  you  know " 

"Is  that  his  name?  —  Cyrillon?"  queried  the  Prin- 
cesse. 

"Yes, — he  has  been  brought  up  as  a  peasant.  IJut  he  is 
not  ignorant.  He  has  written  books  and  music,  so  it  appears 
— yet  he  still  keeps  to  his  labour  in  the  fields.  He  seems  to 
be  a  kind  of  genius  ;  another  sort  of  Maeterlinck " 

" Oh,  capricious  Destiny !"  exclaimed  the  Princesse,  "The 
dear  Abbe  scandalizes  the  Church  by  acknowledging  his  son 
to  all  men, — and  lo ! — the  son  he  was  ashamed  of  all  these 
years,  turns  out  a  prodigy  !     The  fault  once  confessed,  brings 
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a  blessing !  Angela,  there  is  something  more  than  chance  in 
this,  if  we  could  only  fathom  it !  " 

"This  Cyrillon  is  all  softness  and  penitence  now,"  Angela 
went  on,  "  He  is  overcome  with  sorrow  at  his  murderous 
attempt, — and  has  asked  his  father's  pardon.  And  they  are 
going  away  together  out  of  Paris  till " 

"Till  excommunication  is  pronounced,"  said  the  Princesse, 
"Yes,  I  thouglit  so!  I  came  here  to  place  my  Chateau  at 
the  Abbe's  disposal.  I  am  myself  going  to  Rome ;  so  he 
and  his  son  can  be  perfectly  at  home  there.  I  admire  the 
man's  courage,  and  above  all  I  admire  his  truthfulness,  liut 
I  cannot  understand  why  he  was  at  such  pains  to  keep  silence 
all  these  years,  and  then  to  declare  his  fault  ?  He  must  have 
decided  on  his  confession  very  suddenly?" 

Angela's  eyes  grew  dark  and  wistful. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  slowly — then  with  a  sudden  eagerness 
in  her  manner  she  added,  "  Do  you  know,  Loyse,  I  feel  as 
if  some  very  strange  influence  had  crept  in  among  us  !  Pray 
do  not  think  me  foolish,  but  I  assure  you  I  have  had  the 
most  curious  sensations  since  my  uncle.  Cardinal  Eonpre 
arrived  from  Rouen bringing  Manuel " 

"  jManuel  ?  Is  that  the  boy  I  saw  in  the  church  this  morning  ? 
The  boy  who  threw  himself  as  a  shield  between  Vergniaud  and 
the  flying  shot  ?     Yes  ?     And  do  you  not  know  who  he  is  ?  " 

"  No,"  and  Angela  repeated  the  story  of  the  way  in  which 
Manuel  had  been  found  and  rescued  by  the  Cardinal ;  "  You 
see,"  she  continued,  ''it  is  not  possible  to  ask  him  any  questions 
since  he  has  declined  to  tell  us  more  than  we  already  know  ! " 

"Strange!"  And  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  knitted  her 
delicate  brows  perplexedly.  "And  you  have  had  curious 
feelings  since  he  came,  you  say  ?     What  sort  of  feelings  ? " 

"Well,  you  will  only  laugh  at  me,"  replied  Angela,  her 
cheeks  paling  a  little  as  she  spoke,  "but  it  really  is  as  if 
some  supernatural  being  were  present  who  could  see  all  my 
inward  thoughts, — and  not  only  mine,  but  the  thoughts  of 
everyone  else.  Someone  too  who  impels  us  to  do  what  v/e 
have  never  thought  of  doing  before " 
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The  Princesse  opened  her  eyes  in  amazement. 

"  My  dear  girl !  You  must  have  been  over-working  to  get 
such  strange  fancies  into  your  head  !  There  is  nothing  super- 
natural left  to  us  nowadays  except  the  vague  idea  of  a  God, — 
and  even  that  we  are  rather  tired  of ! " 

Angela  trembled  and  grew  paler  than  usual. 

"  Do  not  speak  in  that  way,"  she  urged,  "  The  Abbe  talked 
in  just  such  a  light  fashion  until  the  other  day  here, — yet  this 
morning  I  think — nay,  I  am  sure  he  believes  in  something 
better  than  himself  at  last ! " 

The  Princesse  was  silent  for  a  minute. 

"Well,  what  is  to  happen  next?"  she  queried,  "Excom- 
munication of  course  !  All  brave  thinkers  of  every  time  have 
been  excommunicated,  and  many  of  our  greatest  and  most 
valuable  scientific  works  are  on  the  Index  Expurgatorius.  It 
is  my  ambition  to  get  into  that  Index,  —  I  shall  never  rest 
till  I  win  the  honour  of  being  beside  Darwin's  'Origin  of 
Species '  ! " 

Angela  smiled,  but  her  thoughts  were  elsewhere. 

"  I  hope  the  Abbe  will  go  away  at  once,"  she  said  medita- 
tively, "But  you  have  no  idea  how  happy  and  at  ease  he  is  ! 
He  seems  to  be  ready  for  anything." 

"  What  does  Cardinal  Bonpre  think?"  asked  the  Princesse. 

"  My  uncle  never  thinks  in  any  way  except  the  way  of 
Christ,"  replied  Angela.  "He  says,  'Thy  sins  be  forgiven 
thee ;  arise  and  walk,'  to  every  soul  stricken  with  the  palsy 
of  pain  and  repentance.  He  helps  the  fallen,  he  does  not 
strike  them  down  more  heavily." 

"Ah,  so!  And  is  he  fit  to  be  a  Cardinal?"  queried  the 
Princesse  D'Agramont  dubiously. 

Angela  gave  her  a  quick  look,  but  had  no  time  to  reply  as 
at  that  moment  a  servant  entered  and  announced,  "  Monsignor 
}^Ioretti ! " 

Angela  started  nervously. 

"Moretti!"  she  said  in  a  low  tone,  "I  thought  he  had 
left  Paris ! " 

Before  she  had  time  to  say  any  more  the  visitor   himself 
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entered,  a  tall  spare  man  with  a  dark  narrow  countenance 
of  the  true  Tuscan  type, — a  face  in  which  the  small  furtive 
eyes  twinkled  with  a  peculiarly  hard  brilliancy  as  though 
they  were  luminous  pebbles.  He  walked  into  the  room  with  a 
kind  of  aggressive  dignity  common  to  many  Italians,  and  made 
a  slight  sign  of  the  cross  in  air  as  the  two  ladies  saluted  him. 

"  Pardon  me,  Mesdames,  for  this  intrusion,"  he  said  in  a 
harsh  metallic  voice,  "  But  I  hear  that  the  Abb^  Vergniaud 
is  in  this  house, — and  that  Cardinal  Felix  Bonpre  has  received 
him  here  since"  (and  he  emphasized  the  word  "since")  "the 
shameful  scene  of  this  morning.  My  business  in  Paris  is 
ended  for  the  moment,  and  I  am  returning  to  Italy  to-night, 
— but  I  wish  to  know  if  the  Abbe  has  anything  to  say 
through  me  to  His  Holiness  the  Pope  in  extenuation  of  his 
conduct  before  I  perform  the  painful  duty  of  narrating  this 
distressing  affair  at  the  Vatican." 

"Will  you  see  him  for  yourself,  Monsignor?"  said  Angela 
quietly,  offering  to  lead  the  way  out  of  the  studio,  "  You  will 
no  doubt  obtain  a  more  direct  and  explicit  answer  from  the 
Abbe  personally." 

For  a  moment  Morctti  hesitated.  Princesse  DAgramont 
saw  his  indecision,  and  her  smile  had  a  touch  of  malice  in  it 
as  she  said, 

"It  is  a  little  difificult  to  know  how  to  address  the  Abbe 
to-day,  is  it  not,  Monsignor?  For  of  course  he  is  no  longer 
an  Abbe — no  longer  a  priest  of  Holy  Church  !  Helas  !  When 
anybody  takes  to  telling  the  truth  in  public  the  results  are 
almost  sure  to  be  calamitous!" 

Moretti  turned  upon  her  with  swift  asperity. 

"  Madame,  you  are  no  true  daughter  of  the  Church,"  he 
said,  "  and  my  calling  forbids  me  to  enter  into  any  discussion 
with  you  ! " 

The  Princesse  gave  him  a  charming  upward  glance  of  her 
bright  eyes,  and  curtsied  demurely,  but  he  paid  no  heed  to 
her  obeisance,  and  moving  away,  went  at  once  with  Angela 
towards  the  Cardinal's  apartments.  In  the  antechamber  he 
paused,  hearing  voices. 
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"  Is  there  anyone  with  His  Eminence,  besides  Vergniaud?" 
he  asked. 

"The  Abbe's  son  Cyrillon,"  replied  Angela  timidly. 

Moretti  frowned. 

"I  will  go  in  alone,"  he  said,  "You  need  not  announce  me. 
The  Abbe  knows  me  well,  and — "  he  added  with  a  slight  sneer, 
"  he  is  likely  to  know  me  better  ! " 

Without  further  words  he  signed  to  Angela  to  retire,  and 
passing  through  the  antechamber,  he  opened  the  door  of  the 
Cardinal's  room  and  entered  abruptly. 


XV 


THE  Cardinal  was  seated,  —  he  rose  as  Monsignor 
Moretti  appeared. 

"I  beg  your  Eminence  to  spare  yourself!"  said  Moretti 
suavely,  with  a  deep  salutation,  "And  to  pardon  me 
for  thus  coming  unannounced  into  the  presence  of 
one  so  highly  esteemed  by  the  Holy  Father  as  Cardinal 
Bonpre!" 

The  Cardinal  gave  a  gesture  of  courteous  deprecation ;  and 
Monsignor  Moretti,  liTting  his,  till  then,  partially  lowered  eye- 
lids, flashed  an  angry  regard  upon  the  Abbe  Vergniaud,  who 
resting  his  back  against  the  bookcase  behind  him,  met  his 
glance  with  the  most  perfect  composure.  Close  to  him  stood 
his  son  and  would-be  murderer  Cyrillon, — his  dark  handsome 
face  rendered  even  handsomer  by  the  wistful  and  softened 
expression  of  his  eyes,  which  ever  and  anon  rested  upon  his 
father  with  a  look  of  mingled  wonder  and  respect.  There 
was  a  brief  silence — of  a  few  seconds  at  most, — and  then 
Moretti  spoke  again  in  a  voice  which  thrilled  with  pent-up 
indignation,  but  which  he  endeavoured  to  render  calm  and 
clear  as  he  addressed  the  Cardinal. 

"Your  Eminence  is  without  doubt  aware  of  the  cause  of  my 
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visit  to  you.  If,  as  I  understand,  your  Eminence  was  present 
at  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette  this  morning,  and  witnessed  the 
regrettable  conduct  of  the  faithless  son  of  the  Church  here 
present " 

"  Pardon  !  This  is  my  affair,"  interposed  Vergniaud,  stepping 
forward,  "  His  Eminence,  Cardinal  Bonprd,  is  not  at  all  con- 
cerned in  the  matter  of  the  difficult  dispute  which  has  arisen 
between  me  and  my  own  conscience.  You  call  me  faithless, 
Monsignor, — will  you  explain  what  you  mean  by  '  faithless ' 
under  these  present  conditions  of  argument?" 

"It  shows  the  extent  and  hopelessness  of  your  retrogression 
from  all  good  that  you  should  presume  to  ask  such  a  question," 
answered  Moretti,  growing  white  under  the  natural  darkness 
of  his  skin  with  an  impotency  of  rage  he  could  scarcely 
suppress,  "  Your  sermon  this  morning  was  an  open  attack  on 
the  Church,  and  the  amazing  scene  at  its  conclusion  is  a 
scandal  to  Christianity  !" 

"  The  attack  on  the  Church  I  admit,"  said  the  Abbe  quietly, 
"  I  am  not  the  only  preacher  in  the  world  who  has  so  attacked 
it.  Christ  Himself  would  attack  it  if  He  were  to  visit  this 
earth  again  ! " 

Moretti  turned  angrily  towards  the  Cardinal. 

"Your  Eminence  permits  this  blasphemy  to  be  uttered  in 
your  presence?"  he  demanded, 

"Nay,  wherever  and  whenever  I  perceive  blasphemy,  my 
son,  I  shall  reprove  it,"  said  the  Cardinal,  fixing  his  mild  eyes 
steadily  on  Moretti's  livid  countenance,  "  I  cannot  at  present 
admit  that  our  unhappy  and  repentant  brother  here  has 
blasphemed.  In  his  address  to  his  congregation  to-day  he 
denounced  social  hypocrisy,  and  also  pointed  out  certain 
failings  in  the  Church  which  may  possibly  need  consideration 
and  reform ;  but  against  the  Gospel  of  Christ,  or  against  the 
Founder  of  our  Faith  I  heard  no  word  that  could  be  judged 
ill-fitting.  As  for  the  conclusion  which  so  very  nearly  ended 
in  disaster  and  crime,  there  is  nothing  to  be  said  beyond  the 
fact  that  both  the  persons  concerned  are  profoundly  sorry  for 
their  sins." 
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"No  sorrow  can  wipe  out  such  infamy — "  began  Moretti 
hotly. 

"  Patience  !  Patience,  my  son  !  "  and  the  Cardinal  raised 
his  hand  with  a  slight  gesture  of  authority,  "  Surely  we 
must  believe  the  words  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  'There  is 
more  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth  than 
over  ninety  and  nine  just  persons  which  have  no  need  of 
repentance ' ! " 

"And  on  this  old  and  well-worn  phrase  you  excuse  a  con- 
fessed heretic  ?  "  said  Moretti,  with  a  sneer. 

"  This  old  and  well-worn  phrase  is  the  saying  of  our  Master," 
answered  the  Cardinal  firmly,  "And  it  is  as  true  as  the  truth 
of  the  sunshine  which,  in  its  old  and  well-worn  way,  lights  up 
this  world  gloriously  every  morning  !  I  would  stake  my  very 
life  on  the  depth  and  the  truth  of  Vergniaud's  penitence  ! 
Who,  seeing  and  knowing  the  brand  of  disgrace  he  has 
voluntarily  burnt  into  his  own  social  name  and  honour,  could 
doubt  his  sincerity,  or  refuse  to  raise  him  up,  even  as  our  Lord 
would  have  done,  saying,  '  Thy  sins  be  forgiven  thee !  Go, 
and  sin  no  more  ! '  ?  " 

Moretti's  furtive  eyes  disappeared  for  a  moment  under 
his  discoloured  eyelids,  which  quivered  rapidly  like  the  throb- 
bings  in  the  throat  of  an  angry  snake.  Before  he  could  speak 
again  however,  Vergniaud  interposed. 

"Why  trouble  His  Eminence  with  my  crimes  or  heresies?" 
he  said  quietly,  "  I  am  grateful  to  him  from  my  soul  for  his 
gentleness  and  charity  of  judgment — but  I  need  no  defence — 
not  even  from  him.  I  am  answerable  to  God  alone  ! — neither 
to  Church  nor  Creed  !  It  was  needful  that  I  should  speak  as 
I  spoke  to-day " 

"  Needful  to  scandalize  the  Church  ? "  demanded  Moretti 
sharply. 

"  The  Church  is  not  scandalized  by  a  man  who  confesses 
himself  an  unworthy  member  of  it !"  returned  Vergniaud,  "It 
is  better  to  tell  the  truth  and  go  out  of  the  Church  than  to 
remain  in  it  as  a  liar  and  a  hypocrite  ! " 

"  According  to  your  own  admission  you  have  been  a  liar 
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and  a  hypocrite  for  twenty-five  years  ! "  said  Moretli  bitterly, 
"  You  should  have  made  your  confession  before,  and  have 
made  it  privately.  There  is  something  unnatural  and  repre- 
hensible in  the  sudden  blazon  you  have  made  to  the  public  of 
your  gross  immorality." 

'"A  sudden  blazon'  you  call  it,—"  said  the  Abb^,  "Well, 
perhaps  it  is  !  But  murder  will  out,  no  matter  how  long  it 
is  kept  in.  You  are  not  entirely  aware  of  my  position, 
Monsignor.  Have  you  the  patience  to  hear  a  full  explana- 
tion ?  " 

"I  have  the  patience  to  hear  because  it  is  my  duty  to  hear," 
replied  Moretti  frigidly,  "  I  am  bound  to  convey  the  whole  of 
this  matter  to  His  Holiness." 

"  True  !  That  is  your  duty,  and  who  shall  say  it  is  not  also 
your  pleasure!"  and  Vergniaud  smiled  a  little.  "\\'ell! — 
Convey  to  His  Holiness  the  news  that  I,  Denis  Vergniaud, 
am  a  dying  man, — and  that  knowing  myself  to  be  in  that 
condition,  and  that  two  years  at  the  utmost,  is  my  extent  of 
life  on  this  planet,  I  have  taken  it  seriously  into  my  head  to 
consider  as  to  whether  I  am  fit  to  meet  death  with  a  clean 
conscience.  Death,  Monsignor,  admits  of  no  lying,  no 
politeness,  no  elegant  sophistries  !  Now,  the  more  I  have 
considered,  the  more  I  am  aware  of  my  total  unfitness  to 
confront  whatever  may  be  waiting  for  me  in  the  Afterwards 
of  death — (for  without  doubt  there  is  an  afterwards,) — and 
being  conscious  of  having  done  at  least  one  grave  injury  to 
an  innocent  person,  I  have  taken  the  best  and  quickest  way 
to  make  full  amends.  I  wronged  a  woman  —  this  boy's 
mother — "  and  he  indicated  with  a  slight  gesture  Cyrillon, 
who  had  remained  a  silent  witness  of  the  scene, — "and  the 
boy  himself  from  early  years  set  his  mind  and  his  will  to 
avenge  his  mother's  dishonour.  I — the  chief  actor  in  the 
drama, — am  thus  responsible  for  a  woman's  misery  and 
shame ;  and  am  equally  responsible  for  the  murderous  spirit 
which  has  animated  one,  who  without  this  feeling,  would 
have  been  a  promising  fellow  enough.  The  woman  I 
wronged,  alas  ! — is  dead,  and  I  cannot  reinstate  her  name. 
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save  in  an  open  acknowledgment  of  her  child,  my  son.  I  do 
acknowledge  him, — I  acknowledge  him  in  your  presence,  and 
therefore  virtually  in  the  presence  of  His  Holiness.  I  thus  help 
to  remove  the  stigma  I  myself  set  on  his  name.  Plainly 
speaking,  Monsignor,  we  men  have  no  right  whatever  to 
launch  human  beings  into  the  world  with  the  '  bar  sinister ' 
branded  upon  them.  We  have  no  right,  if  we  follow  Christ, 
to  do  anything  that  may  injure  or  cause  trouble  to  any  other 
creature.  We  have  no  right  to  be  hasty  in  our  judgment, 
even  of  sin."' 

"  Sin  is  sin, — and  demands  punishment — "  interrupted 
Moretti. 

"  You  quote  the  law  of  Moses,  Monsignor  !  I  speak  with 
the  premise  'if.'  If  we  follow  Christ; — if  we  do  not,  the 
matter  is  of  course  different.  We  can  then  twist  Scripture  to 
suit  our  own  purpose.  We  can  organise  systems  which  are 
agreeable  to  our  own  convenience  or  profit,  but  which  have 
nothing  whatever  of  Christ's  Divine  Spirit  of  universal  love 
and  compassion  in  them.  My  action  this  morning  was 
unusual  and  quixotic  no  doubt.  Yet,  it  seemed  to  me  the 
only  way  to  comport  myself  under  those  particular  circum- 
stances. I  did  a  wrong — I  seek  to  make  amends!  I  believe 
this  is  what  God  would  have  me  do.  I  believe  that  the 
Supernal  Forces  judge  our  sins  against  each  other  to  be  of  a 
far  worse  nature  than  sins  against  Church  or  Creed.  I  also 
believe  that  if  we  try  to  amend  our  injustices  and  set  crooked 
things  straight,  death  will  be  an  easier  business,  and  Heaven 
will  come  a  little  nearer  to  our  souls.  As  for  my  attack  on  the 
Church " 

"  Ah  truly  !  What  of  your  attack  on  the  Church  ? "  said 
Moretti,  his  small  eyes  glistening,  and  his  breath  coming  and 
going  quickly. 

"  I  would  say  every  word  of  it  again  with  absolute  con- 
viction," declared  Vergniaud,  "for  I  have  said  nothing  but 
the  truth !  There  is  a  movement  in  the  world,  Monsignor, 
which  all  the  powers  of  Rome  are  unable  to  cope  with ! — the 
movement  of  an  advancing  resistless  force  called  Tmth, — the 
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Voice  of  God, — the  Voice  of  Christ !  Truth  cannot  be 
choked,  murdered  and  killed  nowadays  as  in  the  early 
Intjuisition  !  Rather  than  that  the  Voice  of  Truth  should 
be  silenced  or  murdered  now  at  this  period  of  time,  Clod  will 
shake  down  Rome  ! " 

"  Not  so  !  "  exclaimed  Moretti  hotly — "  Every  nation  in  the 
world  shall  perish  before  Rome  shall  lose  her  sacred  power ! 
She  is  the  *  headstone  of  the  corner ' — and  '  upon  whomsoever 
that  stone  shall  fall,  it  shall  grind  him  to  powder  !" 

"You  think  so?"  and  Vergniaud  shrugged  his  shoulders 
ever  so  slightly — "Well  !  For  me,  I  believe,  material  as  well 
as  spiritual  forces  combine  to  fight  against  long-concealed  sin 
and  practised  old  hypocrisies.  It  would  not  surprise  me  if 
the  volcanic  agencies  which  are  forever  at  work  beneath  the 
blood-stained  soil  of  Italy,  were  to  meet  under  the  Eternal 
City,  and  in  one  fell  burst  of  flame  and  thunder  prove  its 
temporary  and  ephemeral  worth  !  The  other  day  an  earth- 
(juake  shook  the  walls  of  Rome  and  sent  a  warning  shock 
through  St.  Peter's.  St.  Peter's,  with  its  vast  treasures,  its 
gilded  shrines,  its  locked-up  wealth,  its  magnificence, — a  strange 
contrast  to  Italy  itself! — Italy  with  its  people  ground  down 
under  the  heel  of  a  frightful  taxation,  starving,  and  in  the  iron 
bonds  of  poverty!  'The  Pope  is  a  prisoner  and  can  do 
nothing'?  Monsignor,  the  Pope  is  a  prisoner  by  his  own 
choice  !  If  he  elected  to  walk  abroad  among  the  people  and 
scatter  Peter's  Pence  among  the  sick  and  needy,  he  would  then 
perhaps  be  bcginfting  to  do  the  duties  our  Lord  enjoined  on 
all  His  disciples  !" 

Moretti  had  stood  immovable  during  this  speech,  his  dark 
face  rigid,  his  eyes  downcast,  listening  to  every  word,  but  now 
he  raised  his  hand  with  an  authoritative  gesture. 

"Enough!"  he  said,  "I  will  hear  no  more!  You  know 
the  consecjuences  of  this  at  the  Vatican  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  You  are  prepared  to  accept  them  ?  " 

"  As  prepared  as  any  of  the  truth-tellers  who  were  burned 
for  the  love  of  Christ  by  the  Inquisition,"  replied  Vergniaud 
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deliberately.  "The  world  is  wide, — there  is  room  for  me 
in  it  outside  the  Church  ! " 

"  One  would  imagine  you  were  bitten  by  the  new  '  Christian 
Democratic'  craze,"  said  Moretti  with  a  cold  smile,  "And 
that  you  were  a  reader  and  follower  of  the  Socialist, 
Gys  Grandit!" 

At  this  name,  Vergniaud's  son  Cyrillon  stirred,  and  lifting 
his  dark  handsome  head  turned  his  flashing  eyes  full  on  the 
speaker. 

"  Did  you  address  me,  Monsignor  ? "  he  queried,  in  a 
voice  rich  with  the  musical  inflexions  of  Southern  France, 
"I  am  Gys  Grandit!" 

Had  he  fired  another  pistol  shot  in  the  quiet  room  as  he 
had  fired  it  in  the  church,  it  could  hardly  have  created  a  more 
profound  sensation. 

"You — you — "  stammered  Moretti,  retreating  from  him  as 
from  some  loathsome  abomination,  "You Gys  Grandit !" 

"You,    Cyrillon! — you! you,    my    son! "    and   the 

Abbe  almost  lost  breath  in  the  extremity  of  his  amazement, 
while  Cardinal  Bonpre  half  rose  from  his  chair  doubting 
whether  he  had  heard  aright.  Gys  Grandit ! — the  writer  of 
fierce  political  polemics  and  powerful  essays  that  were  the 
life  and  soul,  meat  and  drink  of  all  the  members  of  the 
Christian  Democratic  party  ! 

"  Gys  Grandit  is  my  7wm-de-plume"  pursued  the  young 
man,  composedly,  "  I  never  had  any  hope  of  being  acknow- 
ledged as  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  son  of  my  father,— I  had  truly 
no  name,  and  resolved  to  create  one.  That  is  the  sole 
explanation.     My  history  has  made  me — not  myself!" 

There  was  a  dead  pause.     At  last  Moretti  spoke. 

"  I  have  no  place  here  ! "  he  said,  biting  his  lips  hard  to 
keep  them  from  trembling  with  rage,  "This  house,  which  I 
thought  was  the  abode  of  a  true  daughter  of  the  Church, 
Donna  Sovrani,  is  apparently  for  the  moment  a  refuge  for 
heretics  !  And  I  find  these  heretics  kept  in  countenance  by 
Cardinal  Felix  Bonpre,  whose  reputation  for  justice  and  holi- 
ness should  surely  move  him  to  denounce  them  were  he  not 
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held  in  check  by  some  malignant  spirit  of  evil,  which  seems  to 
possess  this  atmosphere " 

"  Monsignor  Moretti,"  interposed  the  Cardinal  with  dignity, 
"  it  is  no  part  of  justice  or  holiness  to  denounce  anything  or 
anybody  till  the  full  rights  of  the  case  have  been  heard.  I  was 
as  unaware  as  yourself  that  this  young  man,  Cyrillon  Vergniaud, 
was  the  daring  writer  who  has  sent  his  assumed  name  of  '  Gys 
Grandit'  like  a  flame  through  Europe.  I  have  read  his  books, 
and  cannot  justly  denounce  them,  because  they  are  expressed 
in  the  language  of  one  who  is  ardently  and  passionately  seeking 
for  Truth.  Equally,  I  cannot  denounce  the  Abbe,  because  he 
has  confessed  his  sin,— declared  himself  as  he  is,  to  the  public, 
saved  his  son  from  being  a  parricide,  and  has  to  some  extent 
we  trust,  made  his  peace  with  God.  If  you  can  find  any  point 
on  which,  as  a  servant  of  Christ,  I  can  denounce  these  two 
human  beings  who  share  with  me  the  strange  and  awful 
privileges  of  life  and  death,  and  the  promise  of  an  immortal 
hereafter,  I  give  you  leave  to  do  so.  The  works  of  Gj-s 
Grandit  do  not  blaspheme  Christ, — they  call,  they  clamour, 
they  appeal  for  Christ  through  all  and  in  all " 

"  And  with  all  this  clamour  and  appeal  their  writer  is  willing 
to  become  a  murderer  ! "  said  INIoretti  satirically. 

Young  Vergniaud  sprang  forward. 

"  Monsignor,  in  the  name  of  the  Master  you  profess  to  serve 
I  would  advise  you  to  set  a  watch  upon  your  tongue  ! "  he  said, 
"  Granted  that  I  was  willing  to  murder  the  man  who  had  made 
my  mother's  life  a  misery,  I  was  also  willing  to  answer  to  God 
for  it !  I  saw  my  mother  die — "  here  he  gave  a  quick  glance 
towards  the  Abbe  who  instinctively  shrank  at  his  words,  "I 
shall  pain  you,  my  father,  by  what  I  say,  but  the  pain  is  perhaps 
good  for  us  both  !  I  repeat — I  saw  my  mother  die.  She 
passed  away  uncomforted  after  a  long  life  of  patient  loneliness 
and  sorrow — for  she  was  faithful  to  the  last,  ever  faithful !     I 

have  seen  her  weep  in  the  silence  of  the  night !- 1  have  heard 

her  ever  since  I  was  able  to  understand  the  sound  of  weeping  ! 
Oh,  those  tears  ! — Do  you  not  think  God  has  seen  them  !  She 
worked  and  toiled,  and  starved  herself  to  educate  me, — she 
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had  no  friends,  for  she  had  'fallen,'  they  said,  and  sometimes 
she  could  get  no  employment,  and  often  we  starved  together ; 
and  when  I  thought  of  the  man  who  had  done  this  thing,  even 
as  a  young  boy  I  said  to  myself,  'I  will  kill  him  !'  She  did 
not  mean,  poor  mother,  to  curse  her  lover  to  me — but  uncon- 
sciously she  did, — her  sorrow  was  so  great — her  loneliness  so 
bitter ! " 

Moretti  gave  a  gesture  of  impatience  and  contempt. 
Cyrillon  noted  it,  and  his  dark  eyes  flashed,  but  he  went 
on  steadily, — 

"And  then  I  saw  her  die— she  stretched  her  poor  thin  hard- 
Avorking  hands  out  to  God,  and  over  and  over  again  she 
muttered  and  moaned  in  her  fever  the  refrain  of  an  old  peasant 
song  we  have  in  Touraine,  '  Ah,  la  tristesse  d'avoir  aime  ! ' 
If  you  had  heard  her — if  you  had  seen  her — ^if  you  had,  or 
have  a  heart  to  feel,  nerves  to  wrench,  a  brain  to  rack,  blood 
to  be  stung  to  frenzy,  you  would, — seeing  your  mother  perish 
thus, — have  thought,  that  to  kill  the  man  who  had  made  such 
a  wreck  of  a  sweet  pure  life,  would  be  a  just,  ay  even  a 
virtuous  deed  !  I  thought  so.  But  my  intended  vengeance 
was  frustrated — whether  by  the  act  of  God,  who  can  say  ?  But 
the  conduct  of  the  man  whom  I  am  now  proud  to  call  my 
father " 

"  You  have  great  cause  for  pride  ! "  said  Moretti  sarcastic- 
ally. 

"  I  think  I  have ! "  said  the  young  man,  "  In  the  close 
extremity  of  death  at  my  hands,  he  won  my  respect.  He  shall 
keep  it !  It  will  be  my  glory  now  to  show  him  what  a  son's 
love  and  pardon  may  be.  If  it  be  true  as  I  understand,  that 
he  is  attacked  by  a  disease  which  needs  must  be  fatal,  his  last 
hours  will  not  be  desolate !  It  may  be  that  I  shall  give  him 
more  comfort  than  Churches, — more  confidence  than  Creeds  ! 
It  may  be  that  the  clasp  of  my  hand  in  his  may  be  a  better 
preparation  for  his  meeting  with  God, — and  my  mother, — than 
the  touch  of  the  Holy  Oils  in  Extreme  Unction  ! " 

"Like  all  your  accursed  sect,  you  blaspheme  the  Sacra- 
ments ! "  interrupted  Moretti  indignantly — "  And  in  the  very 
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presence    of   one    of   her    chiefcst    Cardinals,   you    scorn   the 
Church!" 

Cyrillon  gave  a  quick  gesture  of  emphatic  denial. 

'*  Monsignor,  I  do  not  scorn  the  Church, — but  I  think  that 
honesty  and  fair  dealing  with  one  another  is  better  than  any 
Church !  Christ  had  no  Church.  He  built  no  temples,  He 
amassed  no  wealth, — He  preached  simply  to  those  who  would 
hear  Him  under  the  arching  sky, — in  the  open  air  !  He  pro- 
phesied the  fall  of  temples;  'In  this  place,'  He  said,  'is 
One  greater  than  the  temple.'^  He  sought  to  destroy  long 
built-up  hypocrisies.  '  My  hou.se  is  called  the  house  of  prayer, 
but  ye  have  made  it  a  den  of  thieves.'  Thieves,  not  only  of 
gold,  but  of  honour  ! — thieves  of  the  very  Gospel,  which  has 
been  tampered  with  and  twisted  to  suit  the  times,  the  con- 
ditions and  opinions  of  varying  phases  of  priestcraft.  Who 
that  has  read,  and  thought,  and  travelled,  and  studied  the 
manuscripts  hidden  away  in  the  old  monasteries  of  Armenia 
and  Syria,  believes  that  the  Saviour  of  the  world  ever  con- 
descended to  'pun'  on  the  word  Petrus,  and  say,  'On  this 
Rock  (or  stone)  I  will  build  My  church,'  when  He  already 
knew  that  He  had  to  deal  with  a  coward  who  would  soon 
deny  Him  ?" 

"  Enough  !  I  will  hear  no  further  !  "  cried  Moretti,  turning 
livid  with  fury — "Cardinal  Bonprd,  I  appeal  to  you  ..." 

But  Cyrillon  went  on  unheedingly, — 

"  Beware  of  that  symbol  of  your  Church,  Monsignor  !  It  is 
a  very  strange  one  !  It  seems  about  to  be  expanded  into  a 
reality  of  dreadful  earnest !  '  I  know  not  the  man,'  said  Peter. 
Does  not  the  glittering  of  the  world's  wealth  piled  into  the 
Vatican,— useless  wealth  lying  idle  in  the  midst  of  hideous 
beggary  and  starvation, — proclaim  with  no  uncertain  voice,  '  / 
know  7wt  the  Man ' .?  The  Man  of  Sorrows, — the  Man  of 
tender  and  pitying  heart, — the  Man  who  could  not  send  the 
multitude  away  without  bread,  and  compassed  a  miracle  to 
give  it  to  them, — the  Man  who  wept  for  a  friend's  death, — 
who  took  little  children  in  His  arms  and  blessed  them, — who 

^  Matt.  xii.  ver.  6. 
15 
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pardoned  the  unhappy  outcast  and  said,  '  Sin  no  more,' — who 
was  so  selfless,  so  pure,  so  strong,  so  great,  that  even  sceptics, 
while  denying  His  Divinity,  are  compelled  to  own  that  His  life 
and  His  actions  were  more  Divine  than  those  of  any  other 
creature  in  human  shape  that  has  ever  walked  the  earth ! 
jMonsignor,  there  is  no  true  representative  of  Christ  in  this 
world  ! " 

"Not  for  heretics  possibly,"  said  Moretti  disdainfully. 

"For  no  one!"  said  Cyrillon  passionately — "For  no  poor 
sinking,  seeking  soul  is  there  any  such  visible  comforter !  But 
there  is  a  grand  tendency  in  Mankind  to  absorb  His  Spirit  and 
His  teaching  ; — to  turn  from  forms  and  shadows  of  faith  to  the 
Faith  itself, — from  descriptions  of  a  possible  heaven  to  the 
real  Heaven,  w^hich  is  being  disclosed  to  us  in  transcendent 
glimpses  through  the  jewel -gates  of  science!  There  were 
twelve  gates  in  the  visioned  heaven  of  St.  John, — and  each 
gate  was  composed  of  one  pearl !  Truly  do  the  scoffers  say 
that  never  did  any  planetary  sea  provide  such  pearls  as  these  ! 
No,— for  they  were  but  prophetic  emblems  of  the  then  undis- 
covered Sciences.  Ah,  Monsignor  ! — and  what  of  the  psychic 
senses  and  forces  ? — forces  which  we  are  just  beginning  to  dis- 
cover and  to  use, — forces  which  enable  me  to  read  your  mind 
at  this  present  moment  and  to  see  how  willingly  you  would 
send  me  to  the  burning,  Christian  as  you  call  yourself,  for  my 
thoughts  and  opinions! — as  your  long-ago  predecessors  did 
with  all  men  who  dared  to  reason  for  themselves  !  But  that 
time  has  passed,  Monsignor  ! — the  Spirit  of  Christ  in  the  world 
has  conquered  the  Church  there  I ''^ 

The  words  rushed  from  his  lips  with  a  fervid  eloquence  that 
was  absolutely  startling, — his  eyes  were  aglow^  with  feeling — 
his  face  so  animated  and  inspired,  that  it  seemed  as  though  a 
flame  behind  it  illumined  every  feature.  Abbe  Vergniaud, 
astonished  and  overcome,  laid  a  trembling  hand  on  the  arm 
of  the  eager  speaker  with  a  gesture  more  of  appeal  than 
restraint,  and  the  young  man  caught  that  hand  within  his 
own  and  held  it  fast.  Moretti  for  a  moment  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  father  and  son  with  an  expression  of  intense  hatred  that 
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darkened  his  face  with  a  deep  shadow  as  of  a  black  mask, — 
and  then  without  a  word  dehberately  turned  his  back  upon 
both. 

"Your  Eminence  has  heard  all  this,"  he  said  coldly, 
addressing  the  Cardinal  who  sat  rigidly  in  his  chair,  silent 
and  very  pale. 

"  I  have,"  replied  Bonprt^  in  a  low  strained  tone. 

"  And  I  presume  your  Eminence  permits ?  " 

"Why  talk  of  permission?"  interrupted  the  Cardinal, 
raising  his  eyes  with  a  sorrowful  look,  "Who  is  to  permit 
or  deny  freedom  of  speech  in  these  days?  Have  I — have 
you — the  right  to  declare  that  a  man  shall  not  express  his 
thoughts?  In  what  way  are  we  to  act?  Deny  a  hearing? 
We  cannot — we  dare  not — not  if  we  obey  our  Lord,  who  says, 
'  Whatsoever  ye  would  that  men  should  do  unto  you,  do  ye 
even  so  to  them.'  If  we  ask  for  ourselves  to  be  heard,  we 
must  also  hear." 

"  We  may  hear — but  in  such  a  case  as  the  present  one  must 
we  not  also  condemn  ? "  demanded  Moretti,  watching  the 
venerable  prelate  narrowly. 

"We  can  only  condemn  in  the  case  of  a  great  sin,"  replied 
Bonprd  gently,  "  and  even  then  our  condemnation  must  be 
passed  with  fear  and  trembling,  and  with  full  knowledge  of 
all  the  facts  pertaining  to  the  error.  'Judge  not  that  ye  be 
not  judged.'  We  are  told  plainly  that  our  brother  may  sin 
against  us  not  only  seven  times  but  seventy  times  seven,  and 
still  we  are  bound  to  forgive,  to  sustain,  to  help,  and  not  to 
trample  down  the  already  fallen." 

"  These  are  your  Eminence's  opinions  ?  "  said  Moretti. 

"  Most  assuredly  !     Are  they  not  yours  ?  " 

Moretti  smiled  coldly. 

"  No.  I  confess  they  are  not !  I  am  a  faithful  servant  of 
the  Church ;  and  the  Church  is  a  system  of  moral  government 
in  which,  if  the  slightest  laxity  be  permitted,  the  whole  fabric 
is  in  danger— — •" 

"  A  house  of  cards  then,  which  a  breath  may  blow  down  ! " 
interposed    "  Gys    Grandit,"    otherwise    Cyrillon   Vergniaud. 
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^'Surely  an  unstable  foundation  for  the  everlasting  ethics  of 
Christ ! " 

"  I  did  not  speak  to  you,  sir,"  said  Moretti,  turning  upon 
him  angrily. 

"  I  know  you  did  not.  I  spoke  to  you,"  answered  the 
young  man  coolly,  "I  have  as  much  right  to  speak  to  you, 
as  you  have  to  speak  to  me,  or  to  be  silent — if  you  choose. 
You  say  the  Church  is  a  system  of  moral  government.  Well, 
look  back  on  the  past,  and  see  what  it  has  done  in  the  way 
of  governing  !  In  the  very  earliest  days  of  Christianity,  when 
men  were  simple  and  sincere,  when  their  faith  in  the  power  of 
Divine  things  was  strong  and  pure,  the  Church  was  indeed  a 
safeguard,  and  a  powerful  restraint  on  man's  uneducated 
licentiousness  and  inherent  love  of  strife.  But  when  the  lust 
of  gain  began  to  creep  like  a  fever  into  the  blood  of  those  with 
whom  worldly  riches  should  be  as  nothing  compared  to  the 
riches  of  the  mind,  the  heart,  and  the  spirit,  then  the  dry-rot 
of  hypocrisy  set  in- — ^then  came  craftiness,  cruelty,  injustice, 
and  pitilessness,  and  such  grossness  of  personal  conduct  as 
revolts  even  the  soul  of  an  admitted  sinner.  Moral  govern- 
ment ?  Where  is  it  to-day  ?  Look  at  France — Italy — Spain  ! 
Count  up  the  lies  told  by  the  priests  in  these  countries  to  feed 
the  follies  of  the  ignorant !  Did  Christ  ever  tell  lies  ?  No. 
Then  why,  if  you  are  His  follower,  do  you  tell  them  ?" 

"I  repeat,  I  did  not  speak  to  you,"  said  Moretti,  his  eyes 
sparkling  with  fury,  "To  me  you  are  a  heretic,  accursed,  and 
excommunicate ! — thrust  out  of  salvation,  and  beyond  my 
province  to  deal  with  !  " 

"  Oh,  that  a  man  should  be  thrust  out  of  salvation  in  these 
Christian  days!"  exclaimed  Cyrillon  with  a  flashing  look  of 
scorn,  "And  that  he  should  find  a  servant  of  Christ  to  tell  him 
so  !  Accursed  and  excommunicate  !  Then  I  am  a  kind  of 
leper  in  the  social  community !  And  you,  as  a  disciple  of 
your  Master,  should  heal  me  of  my  infirmity — and  cleanse  me 
of  my  leprosy  !  Loathsome  as  leprosy  is,  whether  of  mind  or 
body,  Christ  never  thrust  it  out  of  salvation  !  " 

"The  leper  must  wish  to  be  cleansed!"  said  Moretti  fiercely. 
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"If  he  does  not  himself  seek    to  be  healed  of  his  evil,  no 
miracle  can  help  him." 

"Oh  but  I  do  seek!"  And  young  Vergniaud  throwback 
his  handsome  head  with  a  splendid  gesture  of  appeal,  "With 
all  my  soul,  if  I  am  diseased,  I  wish  to  be  cleansed  !  Will  you 
cleanse  me?  Can  you?  I  wish  to  stand  up  whole  and  pure, 
face  to  face  with  the  Divine  in  this  world,  and  praise  Him  for 
His  goodness  to  me  !  But  surely  if  He  is  to  be  found  anywhere 
it  is  in  the  Spirit  of  Truth  !  Not  in  any  sort  of  a  lie  !  Now, 
according  to  His  own  words  the  Holy  Ghost  is  the  Spirit  of 
Truth.  '  When  the  Spirit  of  Truth  is  come  He  will  guide  you 
into  all  Truth.'  And  what  then  ?  Monsignor,  it  is  somewhat 
dangerous  to  oppose  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  whether  that  Force 
speak  through  the  innocent  lips  of  a  child  or  the  diseased 
ones  of  a  leper  !  '  For  whosoever  speaketh  a  word  against  the 
Son  of  Man  it  shall  be  forgiven  him,  l>uf  whosoever  speaketh 
against  the  Holy  Ghost'' — or  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  known  some- 
times as  Inspiration 'zV  shall  7iot  be  forgiven  him  in  this 

world,  neither  in  the  world  to  come.'     That  is  a  terrible  curse, 
which  an  ocean  of  Holy  Water  could  scarcely  wash  away  ! " 

"Your  argument  is  wide  of  the  mark,"  said  Moretti,  im- 
patiently, yet  forced  in  spite  of  himself  to  defend  his 
position,  "The  Church  is  not  opposed  to  Truth,  but  to 
Atheism." 

"  Atheism  !  There  is  no  such  thing  as  a  real  atheist  in 
the  world  I "  declared  Cyrillon  passionately,  "  No  reasoning 
human  being  alive,  that  has  not  felt  the  impress  of  the  Divine 
Image  in  himself  and  in  all  the  universe  around  him  !  He 
may,  through  apathy,  and  the  falsehoods  of  priestcraft,  have 
descended  into  callousness,  indifference  and  egotism,  but  he 
knows  well  that  God's  impress  cannot  be  stamped  out — that  he 
will  have  to  account  for  his  part,  however  small  it  be,  in  the 
magnificent  pageant  of  life  and  work, — for  he  has  not  been  sent 
into  it  '  on  chance.'  Inasmuch  as  if  there  is  chance  in  one 
thing  there  must  be  chance  in  another,  and  the  solar  system 
is  too  mathematically  designed  to  be  a  haphazard  arrange- 
ment !     With  all  our  cleverness,    our   logic,   our  geometrical 
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skill,  we  can  do  nothing  so  exact !  As  part  of  the  solar 
system,  you  and  I  have  our  trifling  business  to  enact,  Monsignor, 
— and  to  enact  it  properly,  and  with  satisfaction  to  our 
Supreme  Employer,  it  seems  to  me  that  if  we  are  honest  with 
the  world  and  with  each  other,  we  shall  be  on  the  right 
road  ! " 

"  For  my  part,  I  am  perfectly  honest  with  you,"  said 
Moretti  smiling  darkly,  "  I  told  you,  and  I  tell  you  again,  that 
to  me  you  are  a  heretic,  accursed  and  excommunicate.  You 
will,  as  the  democrat  '  Gys  Grandit,'  no  doubt  feel  a  peculiar 
pleasure  when  your  father  is  also  declared  accursed  and 
excommunicate.  I  have  said,  and  I  say  again,  that  the 
Church  is  a  system  of  moral  government,  and  that  no  laxity 
can  be  permitted.  It  is  a  system  founded  on  the  Gospel  of 
our  Lord,  but  to  obey  the  commands  of  our  Lord  to  the  letter 
we  should  have  to  find  another  world  to  live  in " 

"  Pardon  me — I  ask  for  information,"  interposed  Cyrillon, 
"You  of  course  maintain  that  Christ  was  God  in  Man?" 

"  Most  absolutely  !  " 

"And  yet  you  say  that  to  obey  His  commands  to  the 
letter  we  should  have  to  find  another  world  to  live  in ! 
Strange !  Since  He  made  the  world  and  knows  all  our 
capabiUties  of  progress !  But  have  you  never  fancied  it 
possible  that  we  may  be  forced  to  obey  His  commands  to  the 
letter^  or  perish  for  refusing  to  do  so  ?  " 

Moretti  made  as  though  he  would  have  sprung  forward, 
— his  face  was  drawn  and  rigid,  his  lips  tightly  compressed, 
but  he  had  no  answer  to  this  unanswerable  logic.  He  there- 
fore took  refuge  in  turning  brusquely  away  as  before,  and  was 
about  to  address  himself  to  Bonpre,  but  stopped  short,  as  he 
perceived  Manuel,  who  had  entered  while  the  conversation 
was  going  on,  and  who  now  stood  quietly  by  the  Cardinal's 
chair  in  an  attitude  of  composed  attention.  Moretti  glanced 
at  him  with  a  vexed  sense  of  irritation  and  reluctant  wonder  ; — 
then,  moistening  his  dry  lips,  he  began, 

"I  am  bound  to  regret  deeply  that  your  Eminence  has 
allowed  this  painful  discussion  to  take  place  in  your  presence 
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without  reproof.  But  I  presume  you  are  aware  of  the 
responsibility  incurred  ?  " 

The  Cardinal  slowly  inclined  his  head  in  grave  assent. 

"In  relating  the  scene  of  to-day  to  His  Holiness,  I  shall 
be  compelled  to  mention  the  attitude  you  have  maintained 
throughout  the  conversation." 

"You  are  at  perfect  liberty  to  do  so,  my  son,"  said  Bonpre, 
with  unruffled  gentleness. 

Moretti  hesitated.     His  eyes  again  rested  on  Manuel. 

"Pardon  me,"  he  said  suddenly  and  irrelevantly,  "This 
boy  ..." 

"  Is  a  foundling,"  said  the  Cardinal,  "  He  stays  with  me  till 
I  can  place  him  well  in  the  world.     He  has  no  friends." 

"  He  took  some  part  in  the  affair  of  this  morning,  I  believe  ?" 
queried  Moretti,  with  a  doubtful  air. 

"He  saved  my  life,"  said  Abbe  Vergniaud,  "It  was  not 
particularly  worth  saving — but  he  did  it.  And  I  owe  him 
much — for  in  saving  me,  he  also  saved  Cyrillon  from  some- 
thing worse  than  death." 

"  Naturally  you  must  be  very  grateful,"  retorted  Moretti 
satirically,  "  The  affection  of  a  son  you  have  denied  for 
twenty-five  years  must  be  exceedingly  gratifying  to  you  ! " 
He  paused  —  then  said,  "  Does  this  boy  belong  to  the 
Church?" 

"  No,"  said  Manuel,  answering  for  himself,  "  I  have  no 
Church  ! " 

"No  Church!"  exclaimed  Moretti,  "His  Eminence  must 
educate  you,  boy  !     You  must  be  received." 

"  Yes,"  said  Manuel,  raising  his  eyes,  and  fixing  them  full 
on  the  priest,  "  I  must  be  received  !  I  need  education  to 
understand  the  Church  !  And  so, — for  me  to  be  received 
might  be  difficult  !  " 
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AS  he  thus  spoke,  slowly,  and  with  an  exquisite  soft- 
ness, something  in  his  voice,  manner,  or  words 
aroused  a  sudden  and  violent  antipathy  in  Moretti's  mind. 
He  became  curiously  annoyed,  without  any  apparent  cause, 
and  out  of  his  annoyance  answered  roughly. 

"Ignorance  is  always  difficult  to  deal  with,"  he  said,  "But 
if  it  is  not  accompanied  by  self-will  or  obstinacy — (and  boys 
of  your  age  are  apt  to  be  self-willed  and  obstinate) — then 
much  can  be  done.  The  Church  has  infinite  patience  even 
with  refractory  sinners." 

"  Has  it  ?  "  asked  Manuel  simply,  and  his  clear  eyes,  turning 
slowly  towards  Vergniaud  and  his  son,  rested  there  a  moment, 
and  then  came  back  to  fix  the  same  steady  look  upon  Moretti's 
face.  Not  another  word  did  he  say, — but  the  priest  flushed 
darkly,  and  anon  grew  very  pale.  Restraining  his  emotions 
however  by  an  effort,  he  addressed  himself  with  cold  formality 
once  more  to  the  Abbe. 

"You  have  no  explanation  then  to  offer  to  His  Holiness, 
beyond  what  you  have  already  said  ?  " 

"None!"  replied  Vergniaud  steadily.  "The  reasons  for 
my  conduct  I  think  are  sufficiently  vital  and  earnest  to  be 
easily  understood." 

"And  your  Eminence  has  nothing  more  to  say  on  this 
matter?"  pursued  Moretti,  turning  to  the  Cardinal. 

"  Nothing,  my  son  !  But  I  would  urge  that  the  Holy 
Father  should  extend  his  pardon  to  the  offenders,  the  more  so 
as  one  of  them  is  on  the  verge  of  that  land  where  we  'go 
hence  and  are  no  more  seen.'" 

Moretti's  eyelids  quivered,  and  his  lips  drew  together  in  a 
hard  and  cruel  line. 

"I  will  assuredly  represent  your  wishes  to  His  Holiness," 
he  replied,  "But  I  doubt  whether  they  will  meet  with  so  much 
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approval  as  surprise  and  regret.     I  have  the  honour  to  wish 
your  Eminence  farewell  !  " 

"  Farewell,  my  son  ! "  said  the  Cardinal  mildly,  "  Benedicite  I " 

Moretti  bent  down,  as  custom  forced  him  to  do,  under  the 
gently  uttered  blessing,  and  the  extended  thin  white  hand  that 
signed  the  cross  above  him.  Then  with  a  furtive  under-glance 
at  Manuel,  whose  quiet  and  contemplative  observation  of  him 
greatly  vexed  and  disturbed  his  composure,  he  left  the  room. 

There  was  a  short  silence.  Then  Abbe  Vergniaud,  some- 
what hesitatingly,  approached  Bonprd. 

"I  much  fear,  my  dear  friend,  that  all  this  means  unpleasant- 
ness for  you  at  the  Vatican,"  he  said,  "And  I  sincerely  grieve 
to  be  the  means  of  bringing  you  into  any  trouble  ! " 

"Nay,  there  should  be  no  trouble,"  said  Bonprd  quietly, 
"Nothing  has  happened  which  should  really  cause  me  any 
perplexity.  On  the  contrary,  events  have  arranged  themselves 
so  that  there  shall  be  no  obstacle  in  the  way  of  speaking  my 
mind.  I  have  journeyed  far  from  my  diocese  to  study  and 
to  discover  for  myself  the  various  phases  of  opinion  on  religious 
matters  in  these  days,  and  I  am  steadily  learning  much  as  I 
go,  I  regret  nothing,  and  would  have  nothing  altered.  I  am 
perfectly  confident  that  in  all  the  things  I  meet,  or  may  have 
to  consider,  my  Master  is  my  Guide.  All  is  well  wherever  we 
hear  His  Voice ; — all  things  work  for  the  best  when  we  are 
able  to  perceive  His  command  clearly,  and  have  strength  and 
resolution  enough  to  forsake  our  sins  and  follow  Him  !  " 

As  he  spoke,  a  tranc^uil  smile  brightened  his  venerable 
features,  and  seeing  the  fine  small  hand  of  Manuel  resting  on 
his  chair,  he  laid  his  own  wrinkled  palm  over  it  and  clasped  it 
tenderly.  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  moved  by  a  quick  impulse, 
suddenly  advanced  towards  him. 

" Monseigneur,"  he  said,  with  unaffected  deference,  "You 
are  much  more  than  a  Cardinal, — you  are  a  good  and  honest 
man  !  And  that  you  serve  Christ  purely,  is  plainly  evidenced 
in  your  look  and  bearing.  Do  me  one  favour  !  Extend  your 
pardon  to  me  for  my  almost  committed  crime  of  to-day, — and 
give  me  your  blessing  !     I  will  try  to  be  worthy  of  it ! " 
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The  Cardinal  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes  looking  at  him 
earnestly. 

"My  blessing  is  of  small  value,"  he  said,  "And  yet  I  do 
not  think  you  would  ask  it  for  mere  mockery  of  an  old  man's 

faith.     I  should  like, "  here  he  paused — then  slowly  went 

on  again,  "I  should  like  to  say  a  few  words  to  you  if  I  might 
to  ask  you  one  or  two  questions  concerning  yourself " 

"Ask  anything  you  please,  Monseigneur,"  replied  Cyrillon, 
"  I  will  answer  you  frankly  and  fully.  I  have  never  had  any 
mysteries  in  my  life  save  one, — that  of  my  birth,  which  up  till 

to-day  was  a  stigma  and  a  drawback ; but  now,  I  feel  I 

may  be  proud  of  my  father.  A  man  who  sacrifices  his  entire 
social  reputation  and  position  to  make  amends  for  a  wrong 
done  to  the  innocent  is  worthy  of  honour  !  " 

"  I  grant  it ! "  said  the  Cardinal,  "  But  you  yourself— why 
have  you  made  a  name  which  is  like  a  firebrand  to  start  a 
conflagration  of  discord  in  Europe?  Why  do  you  use  your 
gifts  of  language  and  expression  to  awaken  a  national  danger 
which  even  the  strongest  Government  may  find  itself  unable 
to  stand  against?  I  do  not  blame  you  till  I  hear, — till  I 
know; — but  your  writings, — your  appeals  for  truth  in  all 
things, — are  like  loud  clarion  blasts  which  may  awaken  more 
evil  than  good  ! " 

"  Monseigneur,  the  evil  is  not  of  my  making, — it  exists ! " 
replied  Cyrillon,  "  My  name, — my  writings, — are  only  as  a 
spark  from  the  huge  smouldering  fire  of  religious  discontent 
in  the  world  !  If  it  were  not  my  name  it  would  be  another's  ! 
If  /  did  not  write  or  speak,  someone  else  would  write  and 
speak — perhaps  better— perhaps  not  so  well.  At  any  rate  I 
am  sincere  in  my  convictions,  and  write  from  the  fulness  of 
the  heart.  I  do  not  care  for  money — I  make  none  at  all  by 
literature, — but  I  earn  enough  by  my  labour  in  the  fields  to 
keep  me  in  food  and  lodging.  I  have  no  desire  for  fame, — 
except  in  so  far  as  my  name  may  serve  as  an  encouragement 
and  help  to  others.     If  you  care  to  hear  my  story " 

"  I  should  appreciate  your  confidence  greatly,"  said  the 
Cardinal   earnestly,   "The  Fates   have   made   you   a   leading 
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spirit  of  the  time, — it  would  interest  me  to  know  your  thoughts 
and  theories.     But  if  you  would  prefer  not  to  speak " 

"I  generally  prefer  not  to  speak,"  replied  Cyrillon,  "But 
to-day  is  one  of  open  confession, — and  I  think  too  that  it  is 
sometimes  advisable  for  men  of  the  Church  to  understand  and 
enter  into  the  minds  of  those  who  are  outside  the  Church, — 
who  will  have  no  Church,— not  from  disobedience  or  insub- 
ordination, but  simply  because  they  do  not  find  God  or  Christ 
in  that  institution  as  it  at  present  exists.  And  nowadays  we 
are  seeking  for  God  strenuously  and  passionately  !  We  have 
found  Him  too  in  places  where  the  Church  assured  us  He  was 
not  and  could  not  be." 

"Is  there  any  portion  of  Hfe  where  God  is  not?"  asked 
Manuel  gently. 

Cyrillon's  dark  eyes  softened  as  he  met  the  boy's  glance. 

"No,  dear  child! — truly  there  is  not, — but  the  priests  do 
nothing  to  maintain  or  to  prove  that !"  he  replied  ;  "  And  the 
more  the  world  lifts  itself  higher  and  higher  into  the  light,  the 
more  we  shall  perceive  God,  and  the  less  we  will  permit 
anything  to  intervene  between  ourselves  and  Him.  But  you 
are  too  young  to  understand " 

"!No,  not  at  all  too  young  to  understand!"  answered 
Manuel,  "Not  at  all  too  young  to  understand  that  God  is  love, 
and  pardon,  and  patience; — and  that  wheresoever  men  are 
intolerant,  uncharitable,  and  bigoted,  there  they  straightway 
depart  from  God  and  know  Him  not  at  all ! " 

"Truly  that  is  how  I  understand  Christianity,"  said  Cyrillon, 
"But  for  so  simple  and  plain  a  perception  of  duty  one  is 
called  atheist  and  socialist,  and  one's  opinions  are  branded  as 
dangerous  to  the  community.  Truth  is  dangerous,  I  know — 
but  why  ?  " 

"Would  that  not  take  a  century  to  explain?"  said  the 
silvery  voice  of  the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  who  entered  with 
Angela  at  that  moment,  and  made  her  deep  obeisance  before 
the  Cardinal,  glancing  inquisitively  as  she  did  so  at  Manuel 
who  still  stood  resting  against  the  prelate's  chair,  "Pardon  our 
abrupt  appearance,  Monseigneur,  but  Angela  and  I  are  moved 
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by  the  spirit  of  curiosity ! — and  if  we  are  swept  out  of  the 
Church  like  straw  before  the  wind  for  our  impertinence,  we 
care  not !  Monsignor  Moretti  has  just  left  the  house,  wrapt 
up  in  his  wrath  like  a  bird  of  prey  in  a  thunder-cloud,  mutter- 
ing menaces  against  '  Gys  Grandit '  the  Socialist  writer.  Now 
what  in  the  world  has  Gys  Grandit  to  do  with  him  or  with 
us?  Salut,  cher  Abbe  !" — and  she  gave  Vergniaud  her  hand 
with  charming  friendliness ;  "  I  came  here  really  to  see  you, 
and  place  the  Chateau  D'Agramont  at  your  disposal,  while 
I  am  away  passing  the  winter  in  Italy.  Pray  make  yourself  at 
home  there — and  your  son  also  ..." 

"  Madame,"  said  the  Abbe,  profoundly  touched  by  the 
sincerity  of  her  manner,  and  by  the  evident  cordiality  of  her 
intention,  "I  thank  you  from  my  heart  for  your  friendship  at 
this  moment  when  friendship  is  most  needed  !  But  I  feel  I 
ought  not  to  cast  the  shadow  of  my  presence  on  your  house 

under  such  circumstances and  as  for  my  son it  would 

certainly  be  unwise  for  you  to  extend  your  gracious  hospitality 

to  him  ...  he  is  my  son yes  truly ! — and  I  acknowledge 

him  as  such ;  but  he  is  also  another  person  of  his  own  making 
Gys  Grandit ! " 

Angela  Sovrani  gave  a  slight  cry,  and  a  wave  of  colour 
flushed  her  face, — the  Princesse  stood  amazed. 

"  Gys  Grandit !  "  she  echoed  in  a  low  tone,  "And  Vergniaud's 
son  !  Grand  Dieu  !  Is  it  possible  !  "  Then  advancing,  she 
extended  both  her  hands  to  Cyrillon,  "  Monsieur,  accept  my 
homage !  You  have  a  supreme  genius, — and  with  it  you 
command  more  than  one  half  of  the  thoughts  of  France  !  " 

Cyrillon  took  her  hands, — lightly  pressed,  and  released 
them. 

"  Madame,  you  are  too  generous  !  " 

But  even  while  he  exchanged  these  courtesies  with  her,  his 
eyes  were  fixed  on  Angela  Sovrani,  who,  moving  close  to  her 
uncle's  chair,  had  folded  her  hands  upon  its  sculptured  edge 
and  now  stood  beside  it,  a  graceful  nymph-like  figure  of 
statuesque  repose.  But  her  breath  came  and  went  quickly, 
and  her  face  was  very  pale. 
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"No  wonder  Moretti  was  so  exceedingly  angry,"  resumed 
the  Princesse  D'Agramont  with  a  smile,  "  I  understand  the 
position  now  !  It  is  a  truly  remarkable  one  1  Monseigneur," 
this  with  a  profound  reverence  to  the  Cardinal,  "you  must 
have  found  it  difficult  to  be  umpire  in  the  discussion." 

"The  discussion  was  not  mine,"  said  the  Cardinal  slowly, 
"  But  the  cause  of  the  trouble  is  a  point  which  affects  many, — 
and  I  am  one  of  those  who  desire  to  hear  all  before  I  presume 
to  judge  one.  I  have  asked  the  son  of  my  old  friend  Vergniaud 
to  tell  me  what  led  him  to  make  his  assumed  name  one  of 
such  terror  and  confusion  in  the  world ;  he  is  still  young, 
and  yet  ..." 

"And  yet  people  talk  much  of  me  you  would  say, 
Monseigneur,"  said  Cyrillon,  a  touch  of  scorn  lighting  up  his 
fine  eyes,  "True,  but  it  is  easy  to  be  talked  of!  That  is 
nothing.  I  do  not  wish  for  that,  except  in  so  far  as  it  helps 
me  to  attain  my  ambition." 

"And  that  ambition  is?"  queried  the  Princesse. 

"To  lead!"  answered  Cyrillon  with  a  passionate  gesture, 
"To  gather  the  straying  thoughts  of  men  into  one  burning 
focus — and  turn  that  fire  on  the  world  !  " 

They  were  all  silent  for  a  minute — then  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont  spoke  again 


(( 


But Pardon  me  !     Then  you  were  about  to  destroy  all 

your  own  chances  of  the  future  in  your  wild  impulse  of  this 
morning?" 

"  Oh,  Madame,  it  was  no  wild  impulse  !  When  a  man  takes 
an  oath  by  the  side  of  a  dead  woman,  and  that  woman  his 
mother,  he  generally  means  to  keep  it !  And  I  most  resolutely 
meant  to  kill  my  father  and  make  of  myself  a  parricide.  But 
I  considered  my  mother  had  been  murdered  too — socially  and 
morally — and  I  judged   my  vengeance  just.     If  it   had   not 

been  for  the  boy  there "  and  he  glanced  at  Manuel,  "I 

should  certainly  have  fulfilled  my  intention." 

"And  then  there  would  have  been  no  Abbe  Vercniaud,  and 
no  'Gys  Grandit.'"  said  the  Princesse  lightly,  endeavouring  to 
change  the  sombre  tone  of  the  conversation, "and  the 
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Christian  Democratic  party  would  have  been  in  sackcloth 
and  ashes  ! " 

"The  Christian  Democratic  party!"  echoed  the  Cardinal, 
"What  do  they  mean ?     What  do  they  want ? " 

"Christianity,  Monseigneur  !  That  is  all !"  replied  Cyrillon, 
"All — but  so  much  !  You  asked  me  for  my  history — will  you 
hear  it  now?" 

There  was  an  immediate  murmur  of  assent,  and  the  group 
around  Cardinal  Bonpre  were  soon  seated — all  save  Manuel, 
who  remained  standing.  Angela  sat  on  a  cushion  at  her 
uncle's  feet,  and  her  deep  violet  eyes  were  full  of  an  eager, 
almost  feverish  interest  which  she  could  scarcely  conceal ;  and 
the  Abbe  Vergniaud,  vitally  and  painfully  concerned  as  he  was 
in  the  narrative  about  to  be  told,  could  not  help  looking  at 
her,  and  wondering  at  the  extraordinary  light  and  beauty  of 
her  face  thus  transfigured  by  an  excitation  of  thought.  Was 
she  a  secret  follower  of  his  son's  theories,  he  wondered? 
Composing  himself  in  his  chair,  he  sat  with  bent  head, 
marvelling,  as  he  heard  the  story  of  the  bold  and  fearless  and 
philosophic  life  that  had  sprung  into  the  world  all  out  of  his 
summer's  romance  with  a  little  innocent  girl,  whom  he  had 
found  praying  to  her  guardian  angel. 

"It  is  not  always  ourselves,"  began  Cyrillon  in  his  slow, 
emphatic,  yet  musical  voice,  "who  are  responsible  for  the 
good  or  the  evil  we  may  do  in  our  lives.  Much  of  our  cha- 
racter is  formed  by  the  earliest  impressions  of  childhood — and 
my  earliest  impressions  were  those  of  sorrow.  I  started  life 
with  the  pulse  of  my  mother's  broken  heart  beating  in  me, — 
hence  my  thoughts  were  sombre,  and  of  an  altogether  un- 
natural character  to  a  child  of  tender  years.  We  lived — my 
mother  and  I — in  a  small  cottage  on  the  edge  of  a  meadow 
outside  the  quaint  old  city  of  Tours, — a  meadow,  full  at  all 
seasons,  of  the  loveliest  wild  flowers,  but  sweetest  in  the 
spring-time  when  the  narcissi  bloomed,  lifting  their  thousand 
cups  of  sweet  perfume  like  incense  to  the  sky.  I  used  to  sit 
among  their  cool  green  stems, — thinking  many  thoughts,  chief 
among  which  was  a  wonder  why  God  had  made  my  little 
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mother  so  unhappy.  I  heard  afterwards  that  God  was  not  to 
blame, — only  man,  breaking  God's  laws  of  equity.  She  was  a 
good  brave  woman,  for  despite  her  loneliness  and  tears,  she 
worked  hard; — worked  to  send  me  to  school,  and  to  teach  me 
all  she  herself  knew — which  was  little  enough,  poor  soul, — but 
she  studied  in  order  to  instruct  me, — and  often  when  I  slept 
the  unconscious  sleep  of  healthy  childhood,  she  was  up 
through  half  the  night  spelling  out  abstruse  books,  difficult 
enough  for  an  educated  woman  to  master,  but  for  a  peasant 
— (she  was  nothing  more — )  presenting  almost  superhuman 
obstacles.  I  was  very  quick  to  learn,  and  her  loving  patience 
was  not  wasted  upon  me ; — but  when  I  was  about  eleven  years 
old  I  resolved  that  I  could  no  longer  burden  her  with  the 
expenses  of  my  life — so  without  asking  her  consent,  I  hired 
myself  out  to  a  farmer,  to  clear  weeds  from  his  fields,  and  so 
began  to  earn  my  bread,  which  is  the  best  and  noblest  form  of 
knowledge  existing  in  the  world  for  all  of  us.  "With  the  earning 
of  my  body's  keep  came  spiritual  independence,  and  young  as 
I  was  I  began  to  read  and  consider  for  myself — till  when  I 
was  about  fifteen  chance  brought  me  across  the  path  of  a  man 
whose  example  inspired  me  and  decided  my  fate,  named 
Aubrey  Leigh." 

Angela  gave  a  slight  exclamation  of  surprise,  and  Cyrillon 
turned  his  dark  eyes  upon  her. 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle  ! — I  am  aware  that  he  has  been  in  Paris 
lately.  No  doubt  you  know  him.  Certainly  he  is  born  to  be 
a  leader  of  men,  and  if  a  noble  life  and  unsullied  character, 
together  with  eloquence,  determination,  and  steadfastness  of 
purpose  can  help  him  to  fulfil  his  mission,  he  will  assuredly 
succeed.  He  is  from  America,  though  born  of  British  parents, 
and  the  first  thing  I  gathered  from  him  was  an  overwhelming 
desire  to  study  and  to  master  the  English  language  —  not 
because  it  was  English,  but  because  it  was  the  universal 
language  spoken  by  America.  I  felt  from  what  he  said  then, 
— and  I  feel  still  from  what  I  have  learnt  and  know  now, — that 
America  has  all  the  future  in  the  hollow  of  a  hand  !  My 
intention,  had  I  succeeded  in  my  revengeful  attempt  this  morn- 


240  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

ing,  was  to  escape  to  America  immediately,  and  from  there 
write   under   the    nom- de-plume   which  I  have   already  made 
known.     I  can  write  as  easily  in  English  as  in  French, — for 
my  friend  Aubrey  Leigh  was  very  kind,  and  took  a  great  liking 
to  me,  and  stayed  in  Touraine  for  a  year  and  a  half,  simply 
for  the   pleasure  of  instructing  me   and  grafting  his  theories 
upon  my  young  and  aspiring  mind.     And  now  we  are  as  one 
in  our  hopes  and  endeavours,  and  the  years   make  little  dis- 
parity  between   us.       He  was    twenty-two    when    I    was    but 
fifteen, — but  now  that  I  am  twenty-six  and  he  thirty-three  we 
are  far  better  matched  associates.     From  him  I  learnt  much  of 
the  discontents, — ethical  and  religious, — of  the  world,  from 
him  I  learnt  how  to  speak  in  public.     He  was  then  an  actor, 
a  sort  of  wandering  'Bohemian,' — but  he  soon  tired  of  the 
sordidness  of  the  stage,  and  aspired  to  higher  platforms  of  work, 
and  he  had  already  begun  to  lead  the  people  by  his  powers  of 
oratory,  as  he  leads  them  now.     I  heard  him  speak  in  French, 
as  fluently  as  in  English ;  and  I  resolved  on  my  part  to  speak 
likewise  in  English  as  easily  as  he  did  in  French.     And  when 
we  parted  it  was  with  a  mutual  resolve  to  lead  ! — to  lead — and 
ever  still  to  lead  ! — we  would  starve  on  our  theories,  we  said, 
but  we  would  speak  out,  if  it  cost  us  our  very  lives.     To  earn 
daily  bread   I   managed  to  obtain  steady  employment  as  a 
labourer  in  the  fields, — and  I  soon  gained  sufficient  to  keep 
my  mother  and  myself.     My  friend  Aubrey  had  imbued  me 
thoroughly  with  the  love  of  incessant  hard  work ;  there  was  no 
disgrace,  he  said,  in  digging  the  soil,  if  the  brain  were  kept 
working  as  well  as    the  hands.      And    I  did  keep  my  brain 
working  ;  I  allowed  it  also  to  lie  fallow,  and  to  absorb  every- 
thing of  nature  that  was  complex,  grand  and  beautiful, — and 
from  such  studies  I  learnt  the  goodness  and  the  majesty  of  the 
Creator  as  they  are  never  found  in  human  expositions  of  Him 
made  by  the  preachers  of  creeds.     At  eighteen  I  made  my 
first  public  address, — and  the  next  year  published  my  first 
book  in  Tours.     But  though  I  won  an  instant  success  my  soul 
was  hampered  and  heavy  with  the  burning  thought  of  venge- 
ance ;  and  this  thought  greatly  hindered  the  true  conceptions 
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of  life  which  I  desired  to  entertain.  When  my  mother  died, 
and  her  faiHng  voice  crooned  for  the  last  time,  "Ah,  la  tristesse 
d'avoir  aime  ! "  the  spark  of  hatred  I  had  cherished  all  the 
years  of  my  life  for  my  father,  burst  into  a  flame,  and  leapt  up 
to  its  final  height  this  morning  as  you  saw.  Now  it  has  gone 
out  into  dust  and  ashes — the  way  of  all  such  flames  !  I  have 
been  spared  for  better  things,  I  hope.  What  I  have  written 
and  done,  France  knows, — but  my  thoughts  are  not  limited  to 
France ; — they  seek  a  wider  horizon.  France  is  a  decaying 
nation — her  doom  is  sealed  !  I  work  and  write  for  the  To-Bc, 
not  the  Has-Been.  Such  as  my  life  is,  it  has  never  been 
darkened  or  brightened  by  love  of  any  sort,  save  that  which  my 
mother  gave  me.  Your  Eminence,"  and  he  turned  towards 
the  Cardinal,  "  asks  me  why  I  inculcate  theories  which  suggest 
change,  terror  and  confusion ; — Monseigneur,  terror  and  con- 
fusion can  never  be  caused  save  among  the  ranks  of  those  who 
have  secret  reason  to  be  terrorised  !  There  is  nothing  terrify- 
ing in  Truth  to  those  who  are  true!  If  I  distract  and  alarm 
unworthy  societies,  revolting  hypocrisies,  established  shams 
and  miserable  conventions,  I  am  only  the  wielder  of  the  broom 
that  sweeps  out  the  cobwebs  and  the  dust  from  a  dirty  house. 
My  one  desire  is  to  make  the  habitation  of  Christian  souls 
clean  !  Terror  and  confusion  there  will  be, — there  must  be ; — 
the  time  is  ripe  for  it — none  of  us  can  escape  it — it  is  the 
prophesied  period  of  '  men's  hearts  failing  them  for  fear,  and 
looking  after  those  things  which  are  coming  on  the  earth.'  I 
have  not  made  the  time.  I  am  born  (p/it— one  with  it; — God 
arranges  these  things.  I  am  not  working  for  self  or  for  money, 
— I  can  live  on  bread  and  herbs  and  water.  I  want  no  luxurious 
surroundings, — no  softnesses — no  delicacies — no  tendernesses 
— no  sympathies !  I  set  my  face  forward  in  the  teeth  of  a  thou- 
sand winds  of  opposition,  forward  still  forward  !  I  seek  nothing 
for  my  own  personal  needs  !  I  know  that  nothing  can  hinder 
me  or  keep  me  back  !  Nothing  !  Monseigneur,  I  voice  the  cry 
of  multitudes  ! — they  have,  as  it  were,  been  wandering  in  the 
wilderness  listening  to  the  Gospel  for  many  days, — days  which 
have  accumulated  to  more  than  eighteen  hundred  years ;  just 
16 
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as  they  did  of  old, — only  the  Master  did  not  send  them  away 
hungry — He  fed  them  lest  they  should  'faint  by  the  way.'  He 
thought  of  that  possibility ! — we  seldom  care  how  many  faint 
by  the  way,  or  die  in  the  effort  to  live  !  Monseigneur,  I  must 
— I  will  speak  for  the  dumb  mouths  of  the  nations  !  And 
every  unit  that  can  so  speak,  or  can  so  write,  should  hasten 
to  turn  itself  into  a  Pentecostal  flame  of  fire  to  blaze  and 
burn  a  warning  upon  the  verge  of  this  new  century, — causing 
men  to  prophesy  with  divers  tongues,  of  the  Truth  of  God, — 
not  of  the  lies  that  have  been  made  to  represent  Him  !" 

Felix  Bonpre  raised  one  hand  with  a  slight  gesture  enjoining 
silence,  and  seemed  wrapped  for  a  moment  in  painful  medita- 
tion. Angela  looking  anxiously  up  at  him  caught,  not  his 
glance,  but  that  of  Manuel,  who  smiled  at  her  encouragingly. 
Presently  the  Cardinal  spoke,  —  gently  and  with  a  kind  of 
austere  patience. 

"Am  I  to  understand  from  your  speech,  my  son,  and  the 
work  of  your  life,  that  you  consider  the  Church  a  lie?  I  put 
the  question  plainly ;  but  I  do  not  ask  it  either  to  reproach  or 
intimidate  you.  I  am  well  aware  I  can  do  neither.  Thought 
is  free  to  the  individual  as  well  as  to  the  nations  ;  and  whereas, 
in  past  time  we  had  one  man  who  could  think  and  speak,  we 
have  now  a  thousand  !  We  are  unfortunately  apt  to  forget 
the  spread  of  education  ; — but  a  man  who  thinks  as  you  do, 
and  dares  all  things  for  the  right  to  act  upon  his  thought, 
should  surely  be  able  to  clearly  explain  his  reasons  for 
arming  himself  against  any  outwardly  expressed  form  of  faith, 
which  has  received  the  acceptance  and  submission  of  the 
world?" 

"  Monseigneur,  I  do  not  attack  any  faith  !  Faith  is  neces- 
sary,—  faith  is  superb!  I  honour  this  uplifting  virtue, — 
whether  I  find  it  in  the  followers  of  the  Talmud  or  the  Koran, 
or  the  New  Testament ;  and,  personally  speaking,  I  would  die 
for  my  belief  in  the  great  name  and  ethical  teaching  of  Christ. 
I  attack  the  Church — yes, — and  why  ?  Because  it  has  departed 
from  the  Faith  !  Because  it  is  a  mere  system  now, — corrupt 
in  many  parts,  as  all  systems  must  naturally  become  when 
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worn  out  by  long  usage.  In  many  ways  it  favours  stupid 
idolatries,  and  in  others  it  remains  deaf  and  blind  and  imper- 
vious to  the  approach  of  great  spiritual  and  religious  facts, 
which  are  being  made  splendidly  manifest  by  Science.  ^Vhy, 
there  is  not  a  miracle  in  the  Testament  that  science  will 
not  make  possible  ! — there  is  not  a  word  Christ  ever  spoke 
that  shall  not  be  proved  true  !  And  may  I  not  be  called 
a  Christian  ?  I  may, — I  must, — I  will  be, — for  I  am  !  But 
hypocrisy,  false  measures,  perverted  aims,  and  low  pandering 
to  ignorance  and  brutality,  vile  superstition  and  intimidation 
— these  things  must  be  destroyed  if  the  Church  is  to  last 
with  honour  to  itself  and  with  usefulness  to  others.  To-day, 
over  in  England,  they  are  quarrelling  with  bitter  acrimony 
concerning  forms  and  outward  symbols  of  religion,  thus 
fulfilling  the  words  of  the  Lord,  '  Ye  make  clean  the  outside 
of  the  cup  and  of  the  platter,  but  within  ye  are  full  of  extor- 
tion and  excess.'  Now,  if  the  Spirit  of  Christ  were  at  all  in 
these  men  who  thus  argue,  there  would  be  no  trouble  about 
forms  or  symbols  of  faith, — there  would  be  too  much  of  the 
faith  itself  for  any  such  petty  disputation.  Monseigneur,  I 
swear  to  you,  I  say  nothing,  teach  nothing  but  what  is  the 

straight  and  true  command  of  Christ ! no  more,  but  also 

no  less  !" 

Moved  by  the  young  man's  eloquence,  the  Cardinal  looked 
at  him  straightly  in  the  eyes. 

"You  speak  well!"  he  said,  "Some  people  would  tell  you 
that  you  have  that  fluency  of  tongue  which  is  judged  dangerous. 
I!ut  danger  is  after  all  only  for  those  who  have  something  to 
fear.  If  we  of  the  Church  are  pure  in  our  intent  nothing 
should  disturb  our  peace, — nothing  should  move  us  from  our 
anchorage.  Your  ideas,  you  say,  are  founded  on  the  Master's 
Word?" 

"  Entirely,"  replied  Cyrillon,  "  I  am  working,  Aubrey  Leigh 
is  working, — we  are  all  working  for  a  House  of  Praise  more 
than  a  Place  of  Prayer.  We  want  to  give  thanks  for  what 
we  are,  and  what,  if  we  follow  the  sane  and  healthy  laws  of 
life,  we  may  be, — rather  than  continue  to  clamour  for  more 
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benefits  when  we  liave  already  received,  and  are  receiving  so 
much." 

"Would  you  not  pray  at  all  then?"  asked  Bonpre. 

"  Yes — for  others,  not  for  ourselves  !  And  then  not  as  the 
Church  prays.     Her  form  of  service  is  direct  disobedience  !  " 

"In  what  way?" 

"  Monseigneur,  I  always  preface  my  remarks  on  these  sub- 
jects with  the  words  '//"we  believe  in  Christ.'  I  say  if  we 
believe,  we  must  accept  His  commands ;  and  they  are  plain 
enough.  '  When  ye  pray,  use  not  vain  repetitions  as  the  heathen 
do,  for  they  think  they  shall  be  heard  for  their  much  speaking. 
Be  not  ye  therefore  like  unto  them,  for  your  Father  knoweth 
what  things  ye  have  need  of  before  ye  ask  Him.'  Now  if  this  is 
to  be  understood  as  the  command  of  Christ,  the  Messenger  of 
God,  do  we  not  deliberately  act  against  it  in  all  directions  ? 
A^ain  repetitions  !  The  Church  is  full  of  them, — choked  with 
them !  The  priests  who  order  us  to  say  ten  or  twenty 
'  Paternosters '  by  way  of  penance,  are  telling  us  to  do  exactly 
what  Christ  commanded  us  not  to  do  !  The  terrible  Litany  of 
the  Protestant  Church,  with  its  everlasting  '  Good  Lord  deliver 
us,'  is  another  example  of  vain  repetition.  Again — think  of 
these  words — 'When  thou  prayest,  thou  shalt  7wt  be  as  the 
hypocrites  are,  for  they  love  to  pray  standing  in  the  synagogues, 
and  at  the  corners  of  the  streets  that  they  may  be  seen  of 
men.''  Is  not  all  our  church-going  that  we  may  be  seen  of 
men?" 

"Then,  my  son,  it  seems  that  you  would  do  away  with  the 
Church  altogether  in  the  extremity  of  your  zeal ! "  said  the 
Cardinal  gently,  "There  must  surely  be  some  outward  seeming 
— some  city  set  on  a  hill  whose  light  cannot  be  hid — some 
visible  sign  of  Christ  among  us ^" 

"True,  Monseigneur,  but  such  a  sign  must  be  of  so  brilliant 
and  pure  a  nature, — so  grand  an  uplifted  Cross  of  unsullied 
light,  that  it  shall  be  as  the  sun  rising  out  of  darkness  !  Oh,  I 
would  have  churches  built  gloriously,  with  every  possible  line 
of  beauty  and  curve  of  perfect  architecture  in  their  fabrication  ; 
— but  I  would  have  no  idolatrous  emblems, — no  superstitious 
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ceremonies  within  them, — no  tawdry  reliquaries  of  gems — no 
boast  of  the  world's  wealth  at  all ;  but  great  Art, — the  result 
of  man's  great  Thought  rendered  and  given  with  pure  simpli- 
city !  I  would  have  great  music, — and  more  than  all  I  would 
have  thanksgiving  always  !  And  if  valuables  were  brought  to 
the  altar  for  gifts,  the  gifts  should  be  given  out  again  to  those 
in  need  ; — not  kept, — not  left  untouched  like  a  miser's  useless 
hoard,  while  one  poor  soul  was  starving  !  " 

"  My  son,  such  a  scheme  of  purification  as  yours  will  take 
centuries  to  accomplish,"  murmured  Bonpre  slowly,  "Almost 
it  would  need  Christ  to  come  again  ! " 

"And  who  shall  say  He  will  not  come  !"  exclaimed  Cyrillon 
fervently,  "  Who  shall  swear  He  is  not  even  now  among  us  ! 
Has  He  not  told  us  all  to  '  watch,'  because  we  know  not  the 
hour  at  which  He  cometh?  No,  Monseigneur  ! — centuries  are 
not  needed  for  Truth  to  make  itself  manifest  nowadays  !  We 
hold  Science  by  the  hand, — she  is  becoming  our  familiar  friend 
and  companion,  and  through  her  guidance  we  have  learned 
that  the  Laws  of  the  Universe  are  Truth, — Truth  which  cannot 
be  contradicted  ;  and  that  only  the  things  which  move  and 
work  in  harmony  with  those  laws  can  last.  All  else  must 
perish  !  '  Whosoever  is  not  with  Me  is  agaitist  Me,^ — or,  in 
other  words,  whosoever  opposes  himself  to  Eternal  Laws  must 
be  against  the  whole  system  of  the  Universe,  and  is  therefore 
a  discord  which  is  bound  to  be  silenced.  Monseigneur,  Christ 
was  a  Divine  Preacher  of  Truth ; — and  I,  in  my  humble  man's 
way  endeavour  to  follow  Truth.  And  if  I  ever  fail  now,  after 
to-day's  attempted  crime,  to  honour  the  commands  of  Christ, 
and  obey  tliem  as  closely  as  I  can,  then  pass  your  condemna- 
tion upon  me,  but  not  till  then  !  Meanwhile,  give  me  a  good 
man's  blessing  ! " 

Deeply  interested  as  he  was,  the  Cardinal  nevertheless  still 
hesitated.  To  him,  though  the  sayings  and  opinions  of  the 
famous  "  Gys  Grandit "  were  not  exactly  new,  there  was  some- 
thing terrible  in  hearing  him  utter  them  with  such  bold  and 
trenchant  meaning.  He  sighed,  and  appeared  lost  in  thought ; 
till  Manuel  touched  him  gently  on  the  arm. 
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"  Dear  friend,  are  you  afraid  to  bless  this  man  who  loves 
our  Father  ?  " 

"Afraid?  IMy  child,  I  am  afraid  of  nothing — but  there  is 
grave  trouble  in  my  heart " 

"Nay,  trouble  should  never  enter  there!"  said  Manuel 
softly,  "  Stretch  out  your  hand  ! — let  no  human  soul  wait  for 
a  benediction  ! " 

Profoundly  moved,  the  Cardinal  obeyed,  and  laid  his  white 
trembling  hand  on  Cyrillon's  bent  head. 

"  May  God  forgive  thee  the  intention  of  thy  sin  to-day  ! "  he 
said,  in  a  low  and  solemn  tone — "May  Christ  guide  thee  out 
of  all  evil,  and  lead  thee  through  the  wildness  of  the  world  to 
Heaven's  own  peace,  which  passeth  understanding  ! " 

So  gentle,  so  grave,  so  sweet  and  tender  were  the  accents  in 
which  he  spoke  these  few  simple  words,  that  the  tears  filled 
Angela's  eyes,  and  Abbe  Vergniaud,  resting  his  head  on  one 
hand,  felt  a  strange  contraction  in  his  throat,  and  began  to 
think  of  possible  happy  days  yet  to  be  passed  perchance,  in 
seclusion  with  this  long-denied  son  of  his,  who  had  sprung  out 
of  the  secret  ways  of  love,  first  to  slay  and  then  to  redeem 
him.  Could  there  be  a  more  plain  and  exact  measuring  out 
of  law?  If  he  had  not  confessed  his  sin  he  would  have 
probably  died  in  it  suddenly,  without  a  chance  of  amendment 
or  repentance, — but  lo ! — on  confession,  his  life  had  been 
saved  as  if  by  a  miracle,  and  the  very  result  of  evil  had  been 
transformed  into  consolation  !  So  he  sat  absorbed,  wondering 
— musing — and  while  the  Cardinal  spoke  his  blessing  with 
closed  eyes,  all  heads  were  bent,  and  faces  hidden.  And  in 
the  reverent  silence  that  followed,  the  gentle  prelate  gave  a 
sign  of  kind  dismissal  and  farewell  to  all,  which  they,  under- 
standing, accepted,  and  at  once  made  their  brief  adieux,  the 
Abbe  Vergniaud  only  lingering  a  moment  longer  than  the 
rest,  to  bend  humbly  down  and  kiss  his  Apostolic  ring.  Then 
they  left  him,  alone  with  Manuel. 

On  their  way  out  of  the  house,  through  Angela's  studio,  the 
Princesse  D'Agramont  paused  for  a  few  minutes  to  say  further 
kind  words  to  the  Abbe   respecting   the   invitation   she  had 
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given  him  to  her  Chateau, — and  while  she  was  thus  engaged, 
Angela  turned  hurriedly  to  Cyrillon. 

"  As  '  Gys  Grand  it '  you  receive  many  letters  from  strangers, 
do  you  not?" 

The  young  man  regarded  her  earnestly,  with  unconcealed 
admiration  glowing  in  his  fine  eyes. 

"Assuredly,  Mademoiselle  !  And  some  of  these  letters  are 
very  dear  to  me,  because  they  make  me  aware  of  friends  I 
might  otherwise  never  have  known." 

"You  have  one  correspondent  who  is  deeply  interested  in 
your  theories,  and  who  sympathises  keenly  in  all  your  religious 

views  —  "   she   went   on,    lowering   her   eyes "a   certain 

Madame  Angele " 

He  uttered  a  quick  exclamation  of  pleasure. 

"You  know  her?" 

She  looked  up, — her  eyes  sparkled — and  she  laid  a  finger  on 
her  lips. 

"  Keep  my  secret !  "  she  said— — "  I  am  so  glad  to  meet  you 
personally  at  last ! " 

He  stared,  bewildered. 

You you  .  .  . !  " 

Yes.  I!"  and  she  smiled — "The  mysterious  and 
Christian-Democratic  '  Angele '  is  Angela  Sovrani.  So  you 
see  we  have  been  unconscious  friends  for  some  time  !  " 

His  face  grew  radiant,  and  he  made  a  quick  movement 
towards  her. 

"Then  I  owe  you  a  great  debt  of  gratitude!"  he  said; 
"  For  encouragement  —  for  sympathy  —  for  help  in  dark 
hours ! and  how  unworthy  I  have  proved  of  your  good- 
ness .  .  .  what  must  you  think  of  me — you — so  beautiful — so 
good ' 

She  moved  back  with  a  warning  gesture — and  his  words 
were  interrupted  by  the  Abbe,  who  glancing  from  one  to  the 
other  in  a  little  surprise,  said,  as  he  bent  reverently  over  her 
hand  and  kissed  it, 

"  We  must  be  going,  Cyrillon  ! " 

Another  few  moments,  and  Angela  was  left  alone  to  think 
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over,  and  try  to  realize  the  strange  and  rapidly-occurring  events 
of  the  day.  Whatever  her  thoughts  were,  they  seemed  for  a 
long  time  to  be  of  a  somewhat  April-like  character,  for  her 
eyes  brimmed  over  with  tears  even  while  she  smiled. 


XVII 

IN  one  of  the  few  remaining  streets  of  Rome  which  the 
vandal  hand  of  the  modern  builder  and  restorer  has  not 
meddled  with,  stands  the  Casa  D'Angeli,  a  sixteenth-century 
building  fronted  with  wonderfully  carved  and  widely  projecting 
balconies — each  balcony  more  or  less  different  in  design,  yet 
forming  altogether  in  their  entirety  the  effect  of  complete 
sculptural  harmony.  The  central  one  looks  more  like  a 
cathedral  shrine  than  the  embrasure  of  a  window,  for  above 
it  angels'  heads  look  out  from  the  enfolding  curves  of  their 
own  tail  wings,  and  a  huge  shield  which  might  serve  as  a 
copy  of  that  which  Elaine  kept  bright  for  Lancelot,  is  poised 
between,  bearing  a  lily,  a  cross,  and  a  heart  engraven  in  its 
quarterings.  Here,  leaning  far  forward  to  watch  the  intense 
gold  of  the  Roman  moon  strike  brightness  and  shadow  out 
of  the  dark  uplifted  pinions  of  her  winged  stone  guardians, 
stood  Sylvie  Hermenstein,  who  in  her  delicate  white  attire, 
with  the  moonbeams  resting  like  a  halo  on  her  soft  hair, 
might  have  easily  passed  for  some  favoured  saint  whom  the 
sculptured  angels  were  protecting.  And  yet  she  was  only  one 
whom  the  world  called  "a  frivolous  woman  of  society,  who 
lived  on  the  admiration  of  men."  So  little  did  they  know  her, 
— so  little  indeed  does  the  world  know  about  any  of  us.  It 
was  true  that  Sylvie,  rich,  lovely,  independent,  and  therefore 
indifferent  to  opinions,  lived  her  own  life  very  much  according 
to  her  own  ideas, — but  then  those  ideas  were  far  more  simple 
and  unworldly  than  anybody  gave  her  credit  for.  ^he  to 
whom  all  the  courts  of  Europe  were  open,  preferred  to  wander 
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in  the  woods  alone,  reading  some  favourite  book,  to  almost 
any  other  pleasure, — and  as  for  the  admiration  which  she  won 
by  a  look  or  turn  of  her  head  wherever  she  went,  nothing  in 
all  the  world  so  utterly  bored  her  as  this  influence  of  her  own 
charm.  For  she  had  tried  men  and  found  them  wanting. 
With  all  the  pent-up  passion  of  her  woman's  soul  she 
longed  to  be  loved, — but  what  she  understood  by  love  was 
a  much  purer  and  more  exalted  emotion  than  is  common 
among  men  and  women.  She  was  suffering  just  now  from 
an  intense  and  overpowering  ennui.  Rome  was  beautiful,  she 
averred,  but  dull.  Stretching  her  fair  white  arms  out  over  the 
impervious  stone-angels  she  said  this,  and  more  than  this,  to 
someone  within  the  room,  who  answered  her  in  one  of  the 
most  delightfully  toned  voices  in  the  world  —  a  voice  that 
charmed  the  ear  by  its  first  cadences,  and  left  the  listener 
fascinated  into  believing  that  its  music  was  the  expression  of 
a  perfectly  harmonious  mind. 

"You  seem  very  discontented,"  said  the  voice,  speaking  in 
English,  "  But  really  your  pathway  is  one  of  roses  ! " 

"You  think  so?"  and  Sylvie  turned  her  head  quickly  round 
and  looked  at  her  companion,  a  handsome  little  man  of  some 
thirty-five  years  of  age,  who  stretching  himself  lazily  full  length 
in  an  arm-chair  was  toying  with  the  silky  ears  of  an  exceedingly 
minute  Japanese  spaniel,  Sylvie's  great  pet  and  constant  com- 
panion. "Oh,  mon  Dieu  !  You,  artist  and  idealist  though 
you  are — or  shall  I  say  as  you  are  supposed  to  be,"  and  she 
laughed  a  little,  "you  are  like  all  the  rest  of  your  sex  !  Just 
because  you  see  a  woman  able  to  smile  and  make  herself 
agreeable  to  her  friends,  and  wear  pretty  clothes,  and  exchange 
all  the  bo)i  mofs  of  badinage  and  everyday  flirtation,  you 
imagine  it  impossible  for  her  to  have  any  sorrow ! " 

"There  is  only  one  sorrow  possible  to  a  woman,"  replied  the 
gentleman,  who  was  no  other  than  Florian  Varillo,  the  ideal 
of  Angela  Sovrani's  life,  smiling  as  he  spoke  with  a  look  in 
his  eyes  which  conveyed  an  almost  amorous  meaning. 

Sylvie  left  the  balcony  abruptly,  and  swept  back  into  the 
room,  looking  a  charming  figure  of  sylph-like  slenderness  and 


250  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

elegance  in  her  clinging  gown  of  soft  white  satin  showered 
over  with  lace  and  pearls. 

"Only  one  sorrow  !"  she  echoed,  "And  that  is ?" 

"  Inability  to  win  love,  or  to  awaken  desire  ! "  replied  Varillo, 
still  smiling. 

The  pretty  Comtesse  raised  her  golden  head  a  little  more 
proudly,  with  the  air  of  a  lily  lifting  itself  to  the  light  on  its 
stem — her  deep  blue  eyes  flashed. 

"  I  certainly  cannot  complain  on  that  score ! "  she  said, 
with  a  touch  of  malice  as  well  as  coldness — "But  the  fact 
that  men  lose  their  heads  about  me  does  not  make  me  in  the 
least  happy." 

"  It  should  do  so  !  "  and  Varillo  set  the  little  Japanese  dog 
carefully  down  on  the  floor,  whereupon  it  ran  straight  to  its 
mistress,  uttering  tiny  cries  of  joy,  "There  is  no  sweeter 
triumph  for  a  woman  than  to  see  men  subjugated  by  her 
smile,  and  intimidated  by  her  frown ; — to  watch  them  burning 
themselves  like  moths  in  her  clear  flame,  and  dying  at  her  feet 
for  love  of  her  !  The  woman  who  can  do  these  things  is 
gifted  vv'ith  the  charm  which  makes  or  ruins  life, — few  can 
resist  her, — she  draws  sensitive  souls  as  a  magnet  draws  the 
needle — and  the  odd  part  of  it  all  is  that  she  need  not  have 
any  heart  herself — she  need  not  feel  one  pulse  of  the  passion 
with  which  she  inspires  others — indeed  it  is  better  that  she 
should  not.  The  less  she  is  moved  herself,  the  greater  is  her 
fascination.  Love  clamours  far  more  incessantly  and  passion- 
ately at  a  closed  gate  than  an  open  one  ! " 

Sylvie  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  two  looking  at  him  with 
something  of  doubt  and  disdain.  The  room  they  were  in  was 
one  of  those  wide  and  lofty  apartments  which  in  old  days 
might  have  been  used  for  a  prince's  audience  chamber,  or 
a  dining-hall  for  the  revelry  of  the  golden  youth  of  Imperial 
Rome.  The  ceiling,  supported  by  eight  slender  marble 
columns,  was  richly  frescoed  with  scenes  from  Ariosto's  poems, 
some  of  the  figures  being  still  warm  with  colour  and  instinct 
with  life, — and  on  the  walls  were  the  fading  remains  of  other 
pictures,    the   freshest   among   them  being  a  laughing  Cupid 
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poised  on  a  knot  of  honeysuckle,  and  shooting  his  arrow 
at  random  into  the  sky.  Ordinarily  speaking,  the  huge  room 
was  bare  and  comfortless  to  a  degree,  —  but  the  Comtesse 
Sylvie's  wealth,  combined  with  her  good  taste,  had  filled  it 
with  things  that  made  it  homelike  as  well  as  beautiful.  The 
thickest  velvet  pile  carpets  laid  over  the  thickest  of  folded 
mattings,  covered  the  marble  floors,  and  deprived  them  of 
their  usual  chill,  —  great  logs  of  wood  burned  cheerfully  in 
the  wide  chimney,  and  flowers,  in  every  sort  of  quaint  vase 
or  bowl,  made  bright  with  colour  and  blossom  all  dark  and 
gloomy  corners,  and  softened  every  touch  of  melancholy  away. 
A  grand  piano  stood  open, — a  mandoline  tied  with  bright 
ribbons,  lay  on  a  little  table  near  a  cluster  of  roses  and 
violets, — books,  music,  drawings,  bits  of  old  drapery  and  lace 
were  so  disposed  as  to  hide  all  sharp  corners  and  forbid- 
ding angles, — and  where  the  frescoes  on  the  wall  were  too 
damaged  to  be  worth  showing  even  in  outline,  some  fine 
old  Flemish  tapestry  covered  the  defect.  Sylvie  herself,  in 
the  exquisite  clothing  which  she  always  made  it  her  business 
to  wear,  was  the  brilliant  completion  of  the  general  pictur- 
esqueness, — and  Florian  Varillo  seemed  to  think  so  as  he 
looked  at  her  with  the  practised  under-glance  of  admiration 
which  is  a  trick  common  to  Italians,  and  which  some  women 
accept  as  a  compliment  and  others  resent  as  an  insult. 

"  Do  you  not  agree  with  me  ?"  he  said  persuasively,  withasmile 
which  showed  his  fine  and  even  teeth  to  perfection,  "  When 
the  chase  is  over  the  hunters  go  home  tired !  What  a  man 
cannot  have,  that  very  thing  is  what  he  tries  most  to  obtain  ! " 

"You  speak  from  experience,  I  suppose,"  said  Sylvie,  moving 
slowly  across  the  room  towards  the  fire,  and  caressing  her  little 
dog  which  she  held  nestled  under  her  rounded  chin  like  a  ball 
of  silk,  "And  yet  you,  more  than  most  men,  have  everything 
you  can  want  in  this  world — but  I  suppose  you  are  not 
satisfied — not  even  with  Angela  ! " 

"Angela  is  a  dear  little  woman  !"  said  Florian,  with  an  air  of 
emotional  condescension,  "  The  dearest  little  woman  in  the 
world  !     And  she  is  really  clever." 
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"  Clever  !  ■"'  echoed  Sylvie,  "  Is  that  all  ?  " 

"  Cara  Contessa,  is  not  that  enough?" 

"Angela  is  a  genius,"'  averred  Sylvie,  with  warmth  and 
energy,  "A  true  genius  ! — a  great, — a  sublime  artist !  " 

''Che  che/"  and  Varillo  smiled,  "  How  delightful  it  is  to 
hear  one  woman  praise  another !  Women  are  so  often  like 
cats  spitting  and  hissing  at  each  other,  tearing  at  each  other's 
clothes  and  reputations, — clothes  even  more  than  reputa- 
tions,—that  it  is  really  quite  beautiful  to  me  to  hear  you 
admire  my  Angela  !     It  is  very  generous  of  you  !  " 

"  Generous  of  me  !  "  and  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  looked 
him  full  in  the  eyes,  "  Why  I  think  it  an  honour  to  know 
her — a  privilege  to  touch  her  hand  !  All  Europe  admires 
her — she  is  one  of  the  world's  greatest  artists." 

"  She  paints  wonderfully  well, — for  a  woman,"  said  Varillo 
lazily,  "But  there  is  so  much  in  that  phrase,  cara  Contessa, 
'for  a  woman.'  Your  charming  sex  often  succeeds  in  doing 
very  clever  and  pretty  things ;  but  in  a  man  they  would  not  be 
considered  surprising.  You  fairy  creatures  are  not  made  for 
fame — but  for  love  ! " 

The  Comtesse  glanced  him  up  and  down  for  a  moment,  then 
laughed  musically. 

"And  for  desertion,  and  neglect  as  well !"  she  said,  "And 
sometimes  for  bestowing  upon  your  charming  sex  every  fortune 
and  every  good  blessing,  and  getting  kicked  for  our  pains  ! 
And  sometimes  it  happens  that  we  are  permitted  the  amazing 
honour  of  toiling  to  keep  you  in  food  and  clothing,  while  you 
jest  at  your  clubs  about  the  uselessness  of  women's  work  in 
the  world !  Yes,  I  know  !  Have  you  seen  Angela's  great 
picture  ?  " 

Again  Florian  smiled. 

"  Great  ?  No  !  I  know  that  the  dear  little  girl  has  fixed  an 
enormous  canvas  up  in  her  studio,  and  that  she  actually  gets 
on  a  ladder  to  paint  something  upon  it ; — but  it  is  always 
covered, — she  does  not  wish  me  to  see  it  till  it  is  finished. 
She  is  like  a  child  in  some  things,  and  I  always  humour  her. 
I  have  not  the  least  desire  to  look  at  her  work  till  she  herself 
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is  willing  to  show  it  to  me.  I5ut  in  myself  1  am  convinced 
she  is  trying  to  do  too  much — it  is  altogether  too  large  an 
attempt." 

"What  arc  you  doing?"  asked  Sylvie  abruptly. 

"  Merely  delicate  trifles, — little  mosaics  of  art  1 "  said  Varillo 
with  languid  satisfaction,  "  They  may  possibly  please  a  con- 
noisseur,— but  they  are  quite  small  studies." 

"You  have  the  same  model  you  had  last  year?"  queried 
Sylvie. 

Their  eyes  met,  and  Varillo  shifted  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

"The  same,"  he  replied  curtly. 

Again  Sylvie  laughed. 

"Immaculate  creature!"  she  murmured,  "The  noblest  of 
her  sex,  of  course  !  Men  always  call  the  women  v/ho  pander 
to  their  vices  'noble.'" 

Varillo  flushed  an  angry  red. 

"  You  are  pleased  to  be  sarcastic,  fair  lady,"  he  said 
carelessly,  "  I  do  not  understand " 

"  No  ?  You  are  not  usually  so  dense  with  me,  though  to 
those  who  do  not  know  you  as  well  as  I  do,  you  sometimes 
appear  to  be  the  very  stupidest  of  men  !  Now  be  frank  ! — tell 
me,  is  not  Pon-Pon  one  of  the  'noble'  women?" 

"She  is  a  very  good  creature,"  averred  Varillo  gently,  and 
with  an  air  that  was  almost  pious, — "  She  supports  her  family 
entirely  on  her  earnings." 

"How  charming  of  her!"  laughed  Sylvie,  "And  so  ex- 
ceptional a  thing  to  do,  is  it  not  ?  My  dressmaker  does  the 
same  thing,  —  she  '  supports  '  her  family  ;  but  respectably ! 
And  just  think  ! — if  ever  your  right  hand  loses  its  cunning  as 
a  painter,  Angela  will  be  able  to  '  support '  jw^  /  " 

"Always  Angela!"  muttered  Varillo,  beginning  to  sulk, 
"  Cannot  you  talk  of  something  else  ?  " 

"  No, — not  for  the  moment !  She  is  an  interesting  subject, — 
to  f/ie  /  She  will  arrive  in  Rome  to-morrow  night,  and  her 
uncle.  Cardinal  Ponpre,  will  be  with  her,  and  they  will  all  stay 
at  the  Sovrani  Palace,  which  seems  to  me  like  a  bit  of  the 
Vatican  and  an  old  torture-chamber  rolled  into  one !     And, 
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talking  of  this  same  excellent  Cardinal,  they  have  almost 
canonized  him  at  the  Vatican,— almost,  but  not  quite." 

"  For  what  reason  ?  " 

"Oh,  have  you  not  heard?  It  appears  he  performed  a 
miracle  in  Rouen,  curing  a  child  who  had  been  a  cripple  ever 
since  babyhood,  and  making  him  run  about  as  well  and  strong 
as  possible.  One  prayer  did  it,  so  it  is  said, — the  news 
reached  the  Vatican  some  days  ago  ;  our  charming  Monsignor 
(iherardi  told  me  of  it.  The  secretary  of  the  Archbishop  of 
Rouen  brought  the  news  personally  to  the  Holy  Father." 

"I  do  not  believe  it,"  said  Varillo  indifferently,  "The  days 
of  miracles  are  past.  And  from  what  I  know,  and  from  what 
Angela  has  told  me  of  her  uncle.  Cardinal  Bonpre,  he  would 
never  lend  himself  to  such  nonsense." 

"Well,  I  only  tell  you  what  is  just  now  the  talk  at  the 
Vatican,"  said  Sylvie,  "Your  worthy  uncle-in-law  that  is  to  be, 
may  be  Pope  yet !     Have  you  heard  from  Angela?" 

"  Every  day.  But  she  has  said  nothing  about  this 
miracle." 

"  Perhaps  she  does  not  know," — and  Sylvie  began  to  yawn, 
and  stretch  her  white  arms  above  her  head  lazily,  "Oh,  Dio 
iiiio  !     How  terribly  dull  is  Rome  !  " 

"  How  long  have  you  been  here,  Contessa?" 

"  Nearly  a  week  !  If  I  am  not  more  amused  I  shall  go 
away  home  to  Budapest." 

"But  how  is  one  to  amuse  you?"  asked  Varillo,  sitting 
down  beside  her  and  endeavouring  to  take  her  hand.  She 
drew  it  quickly  from  him. 

"  Not  in  that  way  ! "  she  said  scornfully,  "  Is  it  possible  that 
you  can  be  so  conceited  !  A  woman  says  she  is  dull  and 
bored,  and  straightway  the  nearest  man  imagines  his  uncouth 
caresses  will  amuse  her !  Tiens  tiens !  When  will  you 
understand  that  all  women  are  not  like  Pon-Pon?" 

Varillo  drew  back,  chafed  and  sullen.  His  amour  propre 
was  wounded,  and  he  began  to  feel  exceedingly  cross.  The 
pretty  laugh  of  Sylvie  rang  out  like  a  little  peal  of  bells. 

"Suppose  Angela  knew  that  you  wished  to  'amuse'  me  in 
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ihat  particularly  unamusing  way?"  she  wenL  on,  "You — who 
to  her  are  chevalier  sans  peur  et  sans  reproche  /" 

"Angela  is  different  to  all  other  women,"  said  Varillo 
(juickly,  with  a  kind  of  nervous  irritation  in  his  manner  as  he 
spoke,  "and  she  has  to  be  humoured  accordingly.  She  is 
extremely  fantastic — full  of  strange  ideas  and  unnatural  con- 
ceptions of  life.  Her  temperament  is  studious  and  dreamy 
— self-absorbed  too  at  times — and  she  is  absolutely  passion- 
less.    That  is  why  she  will  make  a  model  wife." 

The  Comtessc  drew  her  breath  quickly, — her  blood  began 

to  tingle  and  her  heart  to  beat but  she  repressed  these 

feelings  and  said, 

"You  mean  that  her  passionless  nature  will  be  her  safety 
in  all  temptation?" 

"  Exactly  !  "  and  ^'arillo,  smiling,  became  good  -  natured 
again — "  For  Angela  to  be  untrue  would  be  a  grotesque 
impossibility!  She  has  no  idea  of  the  stronger  sentiment 
of  love  which  strikes  the  heart  like  a  lightning  flash  and 
consumes  it.  Pier  powers  of  affection  are  intellectually  and 
evenly  balanced, — and  she  could  not  be  otherwise  than 
faithful  because  her  whole  nature  is  opposed  to  infidelity. 
But  it  is  not  a  nature  which,  being  tempted,  overcomes — 
because  there  is  an  adamantine  self-poise  in  her  which  cannot 
be  tempted  or  disturbed,  inasmuch  as  there  is  no  temptation 
which  is  attractive  to  her  ! " 

"You  think  so?"  and  a  sparkle  of  satire  danced  in  Sylvie's 
bright  eyes,  "Really?  And  because  she  is  self-respecting  and 
proud,  you  would  almost  make  her  out  to  be  sexless? — not  a 
woman  at  all, — without  heart  ? — without  passion  ?  Then  you 
do  not  love  her  ! " 

"She  is  the  dearest  creature  to  me  in  all  the  world!" 
declared  Florian,  with  emotional  ardour,  "There  is  no  one 
at  all  like  her !  Even  her  beauty,  which  is  variable,  and 
comes  and  goes  with  her  mood,  is  to  an  artist's  e}'e  like  mine, 
exquisite, — and  more  dazzlitig  to  the  senses  than  the 
stereotyped  calm  of  admitted  perfection  in  form  and  feature. 
JjUt,  cara  Contessa^  I  am  something  of  an  analyst  in  character 
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— and  I  know  that  the  delicacy  of  Angela's  charm  lies  in  that 
extraordinary  tranquillity  of  soul,  which,  {you  suggested  the 
word !)  may  indeed  be  almost  termed  sexless.  She  is  purer 
than  snow — and  very  much  colder." 

"You  are  fortunate  to  be  the  only  man  selected  to  melt 
that  coldness,"  said  Sylvie  with  a  touch  of  disdain,  "Myself, 
I  think  you  make  a  great  mistake  in  caUing  Angela  passion- 
less. She  is  all  passion — and  ardour — but  it  is  kept  down, — 
held  firmly  within  bounds,  and  devoutly  consecrated  to  you. 
Pardon  me,  if  I  say  that  you  should  be  more  grateful  for  the 
love  and  trust  she  gives  you.  You  are  not  without  rivals  in 
the  field!" 

Florian  Varillo  raised  his  eyebrows  smilingly. 

"Rivals?      Veramente !     I  am  not  aware  of  them." 

"  No,  I  should  say  you  had  too  good  an  opinion  of  yourself 
to  imagine  any  rival  possible  !  "  said  the  Comtesse,  "  But  such 
a  person  may  exist !  " 

Varillo  yawned,  and  flicked  a  grain  of  dust  off  his  waistcoat 
with  a  fastidious  thumb  and  finger. 

"  Impossible !  No  one  could  possibly  fall  in  love  with 
Angela  now  !  She  is  an  icicle, — no  man  save  myself  has  the 
ghost  of  a  chance  with  her  1 " 

"Of  course  not,"  said  Sylvie  impatiently,  "Because  she  is 
betrothed  to  you.     But  if  things  were  not  as  they  are — " 

"  It  would  make  no  difference,  I  assure  you,"  laughed 
Varillo  gaily,  "Angela  does  not  care  for  men,  or  their 
attentions.  She  is  fondest  of  romance — of  dreams — of  visions, 
out  of  which  come  the  ideas  for  her  pictures " 

"And  she  is  quite  passionless  with  all  this,  you  think?" 
said  Sylvie,  "  The  '  stronger  sentiment  which  strikes  the  heart 
like  a  flash  of  lightning,  and  consumes  it,'  as  you  so  poetically 
describe  it — could  never  possibly  disturb  her  peace  ?  " 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Varillo,  with  a  meditative  air, 
"Angela  and  I  glided  into  love  like  two  children  wandering 
by  chance  into  a  meadow  full  of  flowers, — no  storm  struck 
us  —  no  sudden  danger  signal  flashed  from  our  eyes  —  no 
trembling  hurry  of  the  blood  bade  us  rush  into  each  other's 
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arms  and  cling ! nothing  of  this  marvel  touched  us  ! 

we  loved  with  all  the  calm but  without  the  glory  ! " 

His  voice, — the  most  fascinating  quality  attached  to  his 
personality,— rose  and  fell  in  this  little  speech  with  an 
exquisite  cadence,  half  sad,  half  sweet — and  Sylvie,  impres- 
sionable creature  as  she  was,  with  her  innate  love  of  romance 
and  poetry,  was  unconsciously  moved  by  it  to  a  faint  sigh. 
There  was  nothing  to  sigh  for,  really, — it  was  just  a  mere 
melodious  noise  of  words,  in  the  making  of  which  Florian 
Varillo  was  an  adept.  He  had  not  an  atom  of  serious  thought 
in  his  remark,  any  more  than  in  the  dainty  verses  he  was  wont 
to  append  to  his  pictures — verses  which  he  turned  out  with 
the  lightest  and  swiftest  ease,  and  which  read  like  his  spoken 
sentences,  as  if  there  were  a  meaning  in  them,  when  truly 
there  was  none.  But  Sylvie  was  just  then  in  a  curious  state 
of  mind,  and  slight  things  easily  impressed  her.  She  was  in 
love — and  yet  she  was  not  in  love.  The  handsome  face  and 
figure  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle,  together  with  many  of  his 
undoubted  good  and  even  fine  qualities,  attracted  her  and 
held  her  in  thrall,  much  more  than  the  consciousness  of  his 
admiration  and  pursuit  of  her, — but — and  this  was  a  very 
interfering  "but"  indeed, — she  was  reluctantly  compelled  to 
admit  to  herself  that  there  was  no  glozing  over  the  fact  that  he 
was  an  incorrigibly  "fast,"  otherwise  bad  man.  His  life  was 
a  long  record  of  liaisons  with  women, — an  exact  counterpart 
of  the  life  of  the  famous  actor  Miraudin.  And  though  there 
is  a  saying  that  a  reformed  rake  makes  the  best  husband, 
Sylvie  was  scarcely  sure  of  being  willing  to  try  this  test, — 
besides,  the  Marquis  had  not  offered  himself  in  that  capacity, 
but  only  as  a  lover.  In  Paris, — within  reach  of  him,  surrounded 
by  his  gracious  and  graceful  courtesies  everywhere,  the  pretty 
and  sensitive  Comtesse  had  sometimes  felt  her  courage  oozing 
out  at  her  fingers'  ends, — and  the  longing  to  be  loved  became 
so  strong  and  overwhelming  in  her  soul  that  she  had  felt 
she  must  perforce  one  day  yield  to  her  persistent  admirer's 
amorous  solicitations,  come  what  would  of  it  in  the  end.  Her 
safety  had  been  in  flight ;  and  here  in  Rome,  she  had  found 
17 
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herself,  like  a  long-tossed  little  ship,  suddenly  brought  up  to 
firm  anchorage.  The  vast  peace  and  melancholy  grandeur  of 
the  slowly  dying  "  Mother  of  Nations,"  enveloped  her  as  with 
a  sheltering  cloak  from  the  tempest  of  her  own  heart  and 
senses,  and  being  of  an  exquisitely  refined  and  dainty  nature 
in  herself,  she  had,  while  employing  her  time  in  beautifying, 
furnishing  and  arranging  her  apartments  in  the  Casa  D'Angeli, 
righted  her  mind,  so  to  speak,  and  cleared  it  from  the  mists  of 
illusion  which  had  begun  to  envelop  it,  so  that  she  could  now 
think  of  Fontenelle  quietly  and  with  something  of  a  tender 
compassion, — she  could  pray  for  him  and  wish  him  all  things 
good, — but  she  could  not  be  quite  sure  that  she  loved  him. 
And  this  was  well.  For  we  should  all  be  very  sure  indeed 
that  we  do  love,  before  we  crucify  ourselves  to  the  cross  of 
sacrifice.  Inasmuch  as  if  the  love  in  us  be  truly  Love,  we 
shall  not  feel  the  nails,  we  shall  be  unconscious  of  the  blood 
that  flows,  and  the  thorns  that  prick  and  sting — we  shall  but 
see  the  great  light  of  Resurrection  springing  glorious  out  of 
death  !  But  if  we  only  think  we  love, — when  our  feeling  is 
the  mere  attraction  of  the  senses  and  the  lighter  impulses — 
then  our  crucifixion  is  in  vain,  and  our  death  is  death  indeed. 
Some  such  thoughts  as  these  had  given  Sylvie  a  new  charm 
of  manner  since  her  arrival  in  Rome — she  was  less  mirthful, 
but  more  sympathetic — less  riante,  but  infinitely  prettier  and 
more  fascinating.  Florian  Varillo  studied  her  appreciatively 
in  this  regard  after  he  had  uttered  his  little  meaningless 
melody  of  sentiment,  and  thought  within  himself — "A  week 
or  two  and  I  could  completely  conquer  that  woman  ! "  He 
was  mistaken — men  who  think  these  sort  of  things  often  are. 
But  the  thought  satisfied  him,  and  gave  bold  lustre  to  his  eyes 
and  brightness  to  his  smile  when  he  rose  to  take  his  leave. 
He  had  been  one  of  the  guests  at  a  small  and  early  dinner- 
party given  by  the  Comtesse  that  evening, — and  with  the 
privilege  of  an  old  acquaintance,  he  had  lingered  thus  long 
after  all  the  others  had  gone  to  their  respective  homes. 

"  I    will    bid  you    now    the  felicissima    notte,    cara    e   bella 
Contessa/"  he  said  caressingly,  raising  her  small  white  hand  to 
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his  lips,  and  kissing  it  with  a  lingering  pressure  of  what  he 
considered  a  peculiarly  becoming  moustache — "  When  Angela 
arrives  to-morrow  night  I  shall  be  often  at  the  Palazzo  Sovrani 
— shall  I  see  you  there?" 

"  Of  course  you  will  see  me  there,"  replied  Sylvie,  a  little 
impatiently,  "  Am  I  not  one  of  Angela's  closest  friends  ?  " 

"True  !  And  for  the  sake  of  la  mia  dolcezza,  you  will  also 
be  a  friend  to  me  ?  " 

"'Za  mia  dolcezza,''"  repeated  Sylvie,  "Is  that  what  you 
call  her?" 

"  Yes — but  I  fear  it  is  not  original  !  "  said  Varillo  smiling, 
"  One  Ariosto  called  his  lady  thus." 

"  Yes  ?  "  and  Sylvie's  eyes  darkened  and  grew  humid  with  a 
sudden  tenderness  of  thought,  "  It  is  a  pretty  phrase  ! " 

"  It  should  be  used  to  you  always,  by  every  man  who  has 
my  present  privilege  ! "  said  Varillo,  gallantly,  kissing  her  hand 
once  more,  "  You  will  be  my  friend  ?  " 

Sylvie  disengaged  her  hand  from  his. 

"You  must  not  djepend  upon  me,  Signor,"  she  said  with 
sudden  coldness,  "To  be  perfectly  frank  with  you,  I  am  not 
sure  that  I  like  you  !  You  are  very  charming  and  very  clever — 
but  I  doubt  your  sincerity." 

"■Ah,  che  sono  itifelicel''  murmured  Varillo  softly,  "You  are 
right,  bellissit/ta  Madama !  I  am  not  myself  with  many 
people — but  with  you— you  are  one  of  the  few  who  understand 
me  ...  I  am  the  very  soul  of  candour  ! " 

He  fixed  his  eyes  full  upon  her  with  an  open  and  straight 
regard,  adding,  "  Can  you  doubt  me  ?  "  in  a  touching  tone  of 
wounded  feeling. 

The  Comtesse  laughed,  and  her  face  flushed. 

"  Well,  I  do  not  know ! "  she  said,  with  a  light  gesture 
of  her  hands  as  though  she  threw  something  unpleasant 
away  from  her,  "  I  shall  judge  of  you  by  the  happiness — or 
sorrow — of  Angela  !  " 

A  slight  frown  contracted  his  brows — but  it  passed  quickly, 
and  the  candid  smile  illumined  his  mobile  face  once  more. 

"  Ebbetif     Buona  tiotte,  bella  capricciosa  I  "  and  bowing  low 
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he  turned  towards  the  door,  "Thank  you  a  thousand  times 
for  a  very  happy  evening  !  Even  when  you  are  unkind  to  me 
you  are  still  charming  !    Addio  ! " 

She  murmured  an  "addio"  in  response,  and  when  he  had 
gone,  and  the  echo  of  his  footfall  down  the  great  marble 
stairs  had  completely  died  away,  she  went  out  once  more 
to  the  balcony  and  leaned  among  the  sculptured  angels,  a 
dainty,  slender,  white  figure,  with  her  soft  flower-like  face 
turned  up  to  the  solemn  sky,  where  the  large  moon  marched 
like  an  Amazon  through  space,  attended  by  her  legions  and 
battalions  of  stars.     So  slight,  so  fragile  and  sweet  a  woman! 

— with  a  precious  world  of  love  pent  up  in  her  heart • 

yet  alone — quite  alone  on  this  night  of  splendid  luminousness 
and  majestic  suggestions  of  infinity, — an  infinity  so  monstrous 
and  solitary  to  the  one  delicate  creature,  whose  whole  soul 
craved  for  a  perfect  love.  Alas,  for  this  "perfect  love,"  of 
which  all  the  dearest  women  dream  !  Where  shall  they  find 
it? — ^and  how  shall  they  win  it?  Too  often  it  comes  when 
they  may  not  have  it ;  the  cup  of  nectar  is  offered  to  lips 
that  are  forbidden  to  drink  of  it,  because  the  world's  con- 
vention stands  between  and  turns  the  honey  to  gall.  One  of 
the  many  vague  problems  of  a  future  life,  offered  for  our  con- 
sideration, is  the  one  concerning  the  righteous  satisfaction 
of  love.  Will  not  those  who  have  been  bound  fast  as  prisoners 
in  the  bonds  of  matrimony  without  love,  find  those  whose 
spirits  are  naturally  one  with  theirs,  but  whom  they  have 
somehow  missed  in  this  life?  For  Byron's  fine  lines  are 
eternally  true, — 

"  Few — none — find  what  they  love  or  could  have  loved, — 
Though  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies — but  to  recur  ere  long 
Envenom'd  with  irrevocable  wrong." 

And  the  "  blind  contact"  is  the  worst  of  all  influences  brought 
to  bear  upon  the  mind  and  heart,— the  most  pernicious,  and 
the  most  deeply  weighted  with  responsibility.  In  this  regard, 
Sylvie  Hermenstein   had  acted  wisely  by   removing   herself 
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from  association,  or  "blind  contact"  with  her  would-be  lover, 
—  and  yet,  though  she  was  aware  that  her  doing  so  had 
caused  a  certain  dispersal  of  the  atmosphere  which  almost 
veered  towards  complete  disillusion,  she  found  nevertheless, 
that  Rome  as  she  had  said,  was  "dull";  her  heart  was  empty, 
and  longing  for  she  knew  not  what.  And  that  deep  longing 
she  felt  could  not  have  been  completely  gratified  by  the 
brief  ardours  of  Fontenelle.  And  so  she  sat  thinking  wearily, 
— wondering  what  was  to  become  of  her  life.  She  had  riches 
in  plenty;  a  fine  estate  and  castle  in  Hungary, — servants  at 
her  beck  and  call — and  yet  with  all  her  wealth  and  beauty 
and  brilliancy,  she  felt  that  she  was  only  loved  by  two  persons 
in  the  world,  her  old  butler,  and  Madame  Bozier,  who  had 
been  her  first  governess,  and  who  now  lived  with  her,  as  a 
sort  of  dame  d'honneur,  surrounded  with  every  comfort  and 
luxury,  and  who  certainly  served  her  former  pupil  with  a 
faithful  worship  which  would  not  have  changed,  even  if  the 
direst  poverty  instead  of  riches  had  been  the  portion  of  her 
beloved  patroness.  This  elderly  lady  it  was  who  entered  now 
with  a  soft  and  hesitating  step,  and  raising  her  glasses  to 
her  eyes,  peered  anxiously  through  the  lighted  room  towards 
the  dark  balcony  where  Sylvie  stood,  like  a  fairy  fallen  out 
of  the  moon,  and  who  presently  ventured  to  advance  and 
call  softly, 

"Sylvie!" 

The  pretty  Comtesse  turned  and  smiled. 

"Is  it  you,  Katrine?  Will  you  come  out  here?  It  is 
not  cold,  and  there  is  a  lace  wrap  on  the  chair, — put  it 
round  your  dear  old  head  and  come  and  be  romantic  with 
me  ! "  and  she  laughed  as  the  worthy  Bozier  obeyed  her, 
and  came  cautiously  out  among  the  angels'  sculptured  wings. 
■'  Ah,  dear  Katrine  !  The  happy  days  are  gone  when  a  dark- 
eyed  Roman  lover  would  come  strolling  down  a  street  like 
ti'is  to  strike  the  chords  of  his  mandoline,  and  sing  the 
d-ar  old  song, 

'  Ti  voglio  bene  assai, 
E  tu  non  pensi  a  me  ! ' " 
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Without  thinking  about  it,  she  sang  this  refrain  suddenly 
in  her  sweet  mezzo-soprano,  every  note  ringing  clear  on  the 
silence  of  the  night,  and  as  she  did  so  a  man  of  slim  figure 
and  medium  height,  stepped  out  of  the  dark  shadows  and 
looked  up.  His  half-laughing  eyes,  piercing  in  their  regard, 
met  the  dreamy  soft  ones  of  the  pretty  woman  sitting  among 

the  angels'  heads  above  him and  pausing  a  moment  he 

hesitated  —  then  lifted  his  hat.  His  face  was  excessively 
delicate  in  outline  and  very  pale,  but  a  half-mischievous 
smile  softened  and  sweetened  the  firm  lines  of  his  mouth 
and  chin,  and  as  the  moonbeams  played  caressingly  on  his 
close  curling  crop  of  fair  hair,  he  looked  different  enough  to 
most  of  the  men  in  Rome  to  be  considered  singular  as  well 
as  handsome.  Sylvie,  hidden  as  she  was  among  the  shadows, 
blushed  and  drew  back,  a  little  vexed  with  herself, — the 
worthy  Madame  Bozier  was  very  properly  scandalized. 

"  My  dear  child  ! "  she  murmured,  "  Remember — we  are 
in  Rome !  People  judge  things  so  strangely !  What  an 
unfortunate  error  ! " 

But  Sylvie  became  suddenly  unmanageable.  Her  love 
of  coquetry  and  mischief  got  the  better  of  her,  and  she 
thrust  out  her  pretty  head  over  the  balcony  once  more. 

"Be  quiet,  Katrine!"  she  whispered,  "I  was  longing  for 
a  romance,  and  here  is  one ! "  And  detaching  a  rose  from 
her  dress  she  tossed  it  lightly  to  the  stranger  below.  He 
caught  it — then  looked  up  once  more, 

"Till  we  meet,"  he  said  softly  in  English, — and  moving  on 
among  the  shadows,  disappeared. 

"Now,  who  do  you  suppose  he  was?"  enquired  Sylvie, 
leaning  back  against  the  edge  of  the  balcony,  with  an  arch 
glance  at  her  gouvernanfe,  "It  was  someone  unlike  anyone 
else  here,  I  am  sure  !  It  was  somebody  with  very  bright 
eyes, — laughing  eyes, — audacious  eyes,  because  they  laughed 
at  me !  They  sparkled  at  me  like  stars  on  a  frosty  night ! 
Katrine,  have  you  ever  been  for  a  sleigh-ride  in  America? 
No,  I  did  not  take  you  there, — -I  forgot !  You  would  have 
had  the  rheumatism,  poor   dear !      Well,   when   you   are   in 
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America  during  the  winter,  you  go  for  rides  over  the  snow 
in  a  big  sleigh,  with  tinkhng  bells  fastened  to  the  horses,  and 
you  see  the  stars  flash  as  you  pass — like  the  eyes  of  that 
interesting  gentleman  just  now.  His  face  was  like  a  cameo — 
I  wonder  who  he  is  !  I  shall  find  out !  I  must  do  something 
desperate,  for  Rome  is  so  terribly  dull !  But  I  feel  better 
now  !  I  like  that  man's  eyes.  They  are  such  a  contrast  to 
the  sleepy  tiger  eyes  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  !  " 

"My  dear  Sylvie!"  remonstrated  Madame  Bozier,  "How 
can  you  run  on  in  this  way  ?  Do  you  want  to  break  any  more 
hearts?  You  are  like  a  lamp  for  unfortunate  moths  to  burn 
themselves  in  1" 

"Oh  no,  not  I,"  said  Sylvie,  shaking  her  head  with  a  touch 
of  half-melancholy  scorn,  "lam  not  a  'professional'  beauty! 
The  Prince  of  Wales  does  not  select  me  for  his  admiration, — 
hence  it  follows  that  I  cannot  possibly  be  an  attraction  in 
Europe.  I  have  not  the  large  frame,  the  large  hands,  and  the 
still  larger  feet  of  the  beautiful  English  ladies,  who  rule  royal 
hearts  and  millionaires'  pockets !  Men  scarcely  notice  me 
till  they  come  to  know  me — and  then,  pouf! — away  go  their 
brains ! — and  they  grovel  at  my  small  feet  instead  of  the  large 
ones  of  the  English  ladies!"  She  laughed.  "Now  how  is 
that,   Katrine?" 

"  Oest  du  charme — toujours  du  charme  I "  murmured  Madame 
Bozier,  studying  with  a  wistful  affection  the  dainty  lines  of 
Sylvie's  slight  figure,  "And  that  is  an  even  more  fatal  gift  than 
beauty,  chere petite  T^ 

"Z)u  charme!  You  think  that  is  it?  Yes? — and  so  the 
men  grow  stupid  and  wild ! — some  want  me,  and  some  want 
my  fortune — and  some  do  not  know  what  they  want! — but 
one  thing  is  certain,  that  they  all  quarrel  together  about  me 
and  bore  me  to  extinction  ! — Even  the  stranger  with  the  bright 
stars  of  a  winter  night  in  America  for  eyes,  might  possibly  bore 
me  if  I  knew  him  !" 

She  gave  a  short  sigh  of  complete  dissatisfaction. 

"To  be  loved,  Katrine — really  loved!  What  a  delicious 
thing  that  would  be  !     Have  you  ever  felt  it  ?  " 
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The  poor  lady  trembled  a  little,  and  gave  a  somewhat 
mournful  smile. 

"  No,  you  dear  romantic  child  !  I  cannot  say  with  truth 
that  I  have,  I  married  when  I  was  very  young,  and  my 
husband  was  many  years  older  than  myself.  He  was  afflicted 
with  chronic  rheumatism  and  gout,  and  to  be  quite  honest,  I 
could  never  flatter  myself  that  he  thought  of  me  more  than  the 
gout.  There  !  I  knew  that  would  amuse  you  ! " — this,  as  Sylvie's 
pretty  tender  laugh  rippled  out  again  on  the  air,  "And  though 
it  sounds  as  if  it  were  a  jest,  it  is  perfectly  true.  Poor 
Monsieur  Bozier  I  He  was  the  drawing  master  at  the  school 
where  I  was  assistant  governess, — and  he  was  very  lonely  ;  he 
wanted  someone  to  attend  to  him  when  the  gouty  paroxysms 
came  on,  and  he  thought  I  should  do  as  well,  perhaps  better 
than  anyone  else.  And  I — I  had  no  time  to  think  about 
myself  at  all,  or  to  fall  in  love — I  was  very  glad  to  be  free  of 
the  school,  and  to  have  a  home  of  my  own.  So  I  married 
him,  and  did  my  best  to  be  a  good  nurse  to  him, — but  he  did 
not  live  long,  poor  man — you  see  he  always  would  eat  things 
that  did  not  agree  with  him,  and  if  he  could  not  get  them  at 
home  he  went  out  and  bought  them  on  the  sly.  There  was  no 
romance  there,  my  dear  !  And  of  course  he  died.  And  he 
left  me  nothing  at  all, — even  our  little  home  was  sold  up  to 
pay  our  debts.  Then  I  had  to  work  again  for  my  living, — and 
it  was  by  answering  an  advertisement  in  the 'Times,' which 
applied  for  an  English  governess  to  go  to  a  family  in  Budapest, 
that  I  first  came  to  know  you." 

"And  that  is  all  your  history!"  said  Sylvie,  "Poor  dear 
Bozier  !     How  uneventful !  " 

"Yes,  it  is,"  and  the  worthy  lady  sighed  also,  but  hers  was  a 
sigh  of  placid  and  philosophical  comfort.  "Still,  my  dear,  I 
am  not  at  all  sorry  to  be  uninteresting.  I  have  rather  a  terror 
of  lives  that  arrange  themselves  into  grand  dramas,  with  love- 
affairs  as  the  central  motives." 

"Have  you?  I  have  not!"  said  Sylvie  thoughtfully, — 
"With  all  my  heart  I  admire  a  ' grande  passion.''  Sometimes 
I  think  it  is  the  only  thing  that  makes  history.     One  does  not 
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hear  nearly  so  much  of  the  feuds  in  which  Dante  was  concerned, 
as  of  his  love  for  Beatrice.  It  is  always  so,  only  few  people 
are  capable  of  the  strength  and  patience  and  devotion  needed 
for  this  great  consummation  of  life.     Now  I " 

Madame  Bozier  smiled,  and  with  tender  fingers  arranged 
one  of  the  stray  knots  of  pearls  with  which  Sylvie's  white  gown 
was  adorned. 

"  You  dear  child !  You  were  made  for  sweetness  and 
caresses, — not  suffering — " 

"You  mistake!"  said  Sylvie,  with  sudden  decision,  "You, 
in  your  fondness  for  me,  and  because  you  have  seen  me  grow 
up  from  childhood,  sometimes  still  view  me  as  a  child,  and 
think  that  I  am  best  amused  with  frivolities,  and  have  not  the 
soul  in  me  that  would  endure  disaster.  But  for  love's  sake  I 
would  do  anything — yes  ! anything  !  " 

"  My  child  ! " 

"Yes,"  repeated  Sylvie,  her  eyes  darkening  and  lightening 
quickly  in  their  own  fascinating  way,  "  I  would  consent  to 
shock  the  stupid  old  world  ! — though  one  can  scarcely  ever 
shock  it  nowadays,  because  it  has  itself  become  so  shocking  ! 
But  then  the  man  for  whom  I  would  sacrifice  myself,  must  love 
me  as  ardently  as  I  would  love  him  !  That  is  the  difficulty, 
Katrine.     For  men  do  not  love — they  only  desire  ! " 

She  raised  her  face  to  the  sky,  and  the  moonbeams  shed  a 
golden  halo  round  her. 

"That,"  she  said  slowly,  "is  the  reason  why  I  have  come 
here  to  avoid  the  Marquis  Fontenelle.  He  does  not  love 
me!" 

"  He  is  a  villain  ! "  said  Madame  Bozier  with  asperity. 

"  Helas  !  There  are  so  many  villains  !  "  sighed  Sylvie,  still 
looking  up  at  the  brilliant  heavens,  "  And  sometimes  if  a 
villain  really  loves  anybody  he  half  redeems  his  villainy.  But 
the  Marquis  loves  himself  best  of  anyone  in  the  world^ — —and 
I  —  I  do  not   intend   to   be  second   in   anyone's   affections! 

So "  she  paused,  "  Do  you  see  that  star,  Katrine?     It  is  as 

bright  as  if  it  were  shining  on  a  frosty  night  in  America ! 
And  do  you  not  notice  the  resemblance  to  the  eyes  of  the 
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stranger  who  has  my  rose  ?  I  daresay  he  will  put  it  under  his 
pillow  to-night,  and  dream  ! "  She  laughed, — "  Let  us  go 
in!" 

Madame  Bozier  followed  her  as  she  stepped  back  into  the 
lighted  salon,  where  she  was  suddenly  met  by  her  little  Arab 
page,  carrying  a  large  cluster  of  exquisite  red  and  white  roses. 
A  card  was  attached  to  the  flowers,  bearing  the  words,  "These 
many  unworthy  blossoms  in  return  for  one  beyond  all  worth." 

The  Comtesse  read  and  passed  it  in  silence  to  Madame 
Bozier.     A  smile  was  on  her  face,  and  a  light  in  her  eyes. 

"I  think  Rome  is  not  so  dull  after  all!"  she  said,  as  she 
set  the  flowers  carefully  in  a  tall  vase  of  Etruscan  ware,  "Do 
you  know,  I  am  beginning  to  find  it  interesting  ! " 


XVIII 

AUBREY  LEIGH  was  a  man  who  had  chosen  his  own  way 
of  life, — and,  as  a  natural  consequence  of  this,  had  made 
for  himself  an  independent  and  original  career.  Born  in  the 
new  world  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  he  had  been  very 
highly  educated, — not  only  under  the  care  of  a  strict  father, 
and  an  idolising  mother,  but  also  with  all  the  advantages  one 
of  the  finest  colleges  in  the  States  could  give  him.  Always  a 
brilliant  scholar,  and  attaining  his  successes  by  leaps  and 
bounds  rather  than  by  close  and  painstaking  study,  the  day 
came, — as  it  comes  to  all  finely-tempered  spirits, — when  an 
overpowering  weariness  of  body  and  soul  took  possession  of 
him, — when  the  very  attainment  of  knowledge  seemed  absurd, 
— and  all  things,  both  in  nature  and  art,  took  on  a  sombre 
colouring,  and  the  majestic  pageant  of  the  world's  progress 
appeared  no  more  than  a  shadow  too  vain  and  futile  to  be 
worth  while  watching  as  it  passed.  Into  a  Slough  of  Despond, 
such  as  Solomon  experienced  when  he  wrote  his  famous 
"Ecclesiastes,"  Aubrey  sank  unconsciously,  and, — to  do  him 
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justice, — most  unwillingly.  His  was  naturally  a  bright,  viva- 
cious, healthy  nature — but  he  was  over-sensitively  organised, — 
his  nerves  did  not  resemble  iron  so  much  as  finely-tempered 
steel,  which  could  not  but  suffer  from  the  damp  and  rust  of  the 
world's  conventionalities.  And  some  "little  rift  within  the 
lute  "  chanced  to  him,  as  it  often  chances  to  many,  so  that  the 
subtle  music  of  his  soul  jarred  into  discord  with  the  things  of 
life,  making  harsh  sounds  in  place  of  melody.  There  was  no 
adequate  cause  for  this, — neither  disappointed  love  nor  balked 
ambition  shadowed  his  days ; — it  was  something  altogether 
indefinable — a  delicate,  vague  discontent  which,  had  he  known 
it,  was  merely  the  first  stirring  of  an  embryo  genius  destined 
one  day  to  move  the  world.  He  did  not  know  what  ailed  him, 
— but  he  grew  tired — tired  of  books — tired  of  music — tired  of 
sifting  the  perplexing  yet  enchanting  riddles  of  science — tired 
of  even  his  home  and  his  mother's  anxious  eyes  of  love  that 
watched  his  moods  too  closely  for  his  peace, — and  one  day, 
out  of  the  merest  boyish  impulse,  he  joined  a  company  of 
travelling  actors  and  left  America.  Why  he  did  this  he  could 
never  tell,  save  that  he  was  a  student  and  lover  of  Shakspeare. 
Much  to  his  own  surprise,  and  somewhat  to  his  disgust,  he 
distinguished  himself  with  exceptional  brilliancy  on  the  stage, 
— his  voice,  his  manner,  his  physique  and  his  bearing  all 
told  highly  in  his  favour, — but  unfortunately  his  scholarly 
acumen  and  knowledge  of  literature  went  against  him  with 
his  manager.  This  personage,  who  was  densely  ignorant. 
and  who  yet  had  all  the  ineffable  conceit  of  ignorance,  took 
him  severely  to  task  for  knowing  Shakspeare's  intentions 
better  than  he  did, — and  high  words  resulted  in  mutual  sever- 
ance. Aubrey  was  hardly  sorry  when  his  theatrical  career 
came  thus  untimely  to  an  end.  At  first  he  had  imagined  it 
possible  to  become  supreme  in  histrionic  art, — one  who  should 
sway  the  emotions  of  thousands  by  a  word,  a  look  or  a  gesture, 
— he  had  meant  to  be  the  greatest  Shakspearean  actor  of  his 
day ;  and  with  his  knowledge  of  French,  which  was  as  perfect 
as  his  knowledge  of  English,  he  had  even  foreseen  the  possi- 
bility of  taking  the  French  stage  as  well  as  the  English  by 
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storm.  But  when  he  gradually  came  to  discover  the  mean 
tricks  and  miserable  treacheries  used  by  his  fellow-actors  to 
keep  a  rising  comrade  down, — when  he  felt  to  the  core  of  his 
soul  the  sordidness  and  uncleanness  of  his  surroundings, — 
when  he  shudderingly  repulsed  the  would-be  attentions  of  the 
painted  drabs  called  "ladies  of  the  stage," — and  above  all, 
when  he  thought  of  the  peace  and  refinement  of  the  home 
he  had,  for  a  mere  freak,  forsaken, — the  high  tone  of  thought 
and  feeling  maintained  there,  the  gracefulness  and  charm 
of  womanhood,  of  which  his  mother  had  been,  and  was 
still  a  perfect  embodiment,  some  new  and  far  stronger  spirit 
rose  up  within  him,  crying — "What  is  this  folly?  Am  I  to 
sink  to  the  level  of  those  whom  I  know  and  see  are  beneath 
me?  With  what  I  have  of  brain  and  heart  and  feeling,  are 
these  unworthy  souls  to  drag  me  down?  Shall  I  not  try  to 
feel  my  wings,  and  make  one  bold  dash  for  higher  liberty? 
And  if  I  do  so,  whither  shall  I  fly  ?  " 

He  had  come  to  England  at  this  period, — and  in  the  small 
provincial  town  where  his  final  rupture  with  the  illiterate 
theatrical  manager  had  taken  place,  there  was  a  curious,  silent 
contest  going  on  between  the  inhabitants  and  their  vicar.  The 
vicar  was  an  extremely  unpopular  person, — and  the  people 
■were  striving  against  him,  and  fighting  him  at  every  possible 
point  of  discussion.  For  so  small  a  community  the  struggle 
was  grim, — and  Aubrey  for  some  time  could  not  understand  it, 
till  one  day  an  explanation  was  offered  him  by  a  man  engaged 
in  stitching  leather,  in  a  dirty  evil-smelling  little  hole  of  a  shop 
under  a  dark  archway. 

"You  see,  sir,  it's  this  way,"  he  said,  "Bessie  Morton — she 
wor  as  good  a  girl  as  ever  stepped — bright  and  buxom  and 
kind-hearted — yes,  that  was  Bessie,  till  some  black  scoundrel 
got  her  love  at  a  soft  moment,  and  took  the  better  of  her. 
Well ! — I  suppose  some  good  Christian  folk  would  say  she  wor 
a  bad  'un — but  I'll  warrant  she  worn't  bad  at  heart,  but  only 
just  soft-like — and  she  an  orphan,  with  no  one  to  look  after 
her,  or  say  she  done  ill  or  well.  And  there  was  a  little  child 
born — the  prettiest  little  creature  ye  ever  saw — Bessie's  own 
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copy — all  blue  eyes  and  chestnut  hair and  it  just  lived  a 

matter  of  fewer  year,  and  then  it  took  sick  and  died.  liessie 
went  nigh  raving  mad ;  that  she  did.  And  now,  what  do  you 
think,  sir?  The  passon  refused  to  bury  that  there  little  child 
in  consecrated  ground,  cos  'twaj  born  out  of  wedlock  !  What 
d'ye  think  of  that  for  a  follower  of  Jesus  with  the  loving  heart? 
What  d'ye  think  of  that  ?  " 

"Think!"  said  Aubrey  indignantly,  with  an  involuntary 
clenching  of  his  hand,  "Why,  that  it  is  abominable — disgrace- 
ful !     I  should  like  to  thrash  the  brute  ! " 

"So  would  a  many,"  said  his  informant  with  an  approving 

chuckle,  "So  would  a  many!     But  that's  not  all there's 

more  behind — and  worse  too " 

"  Why,  what  can  be  worse  ?  " 

"Well,  sir,  we  thinks — we  ain't  got  proofs  to  go  on — for 
Bessie  keeps  her  own  counsel — but  we  thinks  the  passon 
hisself  is  the  father  of  that  there  little  thing  he  winnot  lay  in  a 
holy  grave  ! " 

"  Good  God  ! "  cried  Aubrey. 

"Ay,  ay — you  may  say  'Good  God!'  with  a  meaning,  sir," 
said  the  leather-seller,  "And  that's  why,  as  we  ain't  got  no 
facts,  and  no  power  with  bishops,  and  we  ain't  able  to  get  at 
the  passon  anyhow,  we're  just  making  it  as  unpleasant  for  him 
in  our  way  as  we  can.  That's  all  the  people  can  do,  sir,  but 
what  they  does,  they  means  !  " 

This  incident  deeply  impressed  Aubrey  Leigh,  and  proved 
to  be  the  turning-point  in  his  career.  Like  a  flash  of  light 
illumining  some  divinely  written  scroll  of  duty,  he  suddenly 
perceived  a  way  in  which  to  shape  his  own  life  and  make 
it  of  assistance  to  others.  He  began  his  plan  of  campaign 
by  going  about  among  the  poorer  classes,  working  as  they 
worked,  living  as  they  lived,  and  enduring  what  they  endured. 
Disguised  as  a  tramp,  he  wandered  with  tramps.  He  became 
for  a  time  one  of  the  "  hands  "  in  a  huge  Birmingham  factory. 
After  that  he  worked  for  several  months  at  the  coal  pits 
among  the  lowest  of  the  men  employed  there.  Then  he  got 
a  "job"  in  a  dock-yard  and  studied  the  ways  of  shipping 
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and  humanity  together.  During  this  time  of  self-imposed 
probation,  he  never  failed  to  write  letters  home  to  America, 
saying  he  was  "doing  well"  in  England,  but  how  this  "doing 
well"  was  brought  about  he  never  explained.  And  the  actual 
motive  and  end  of  all  his  experiences  was  as  yet  a  secret 
locked  within  his  own  heart.  Yet  when  it  was  put  into  words 
it  sounded  simple  enough, — it  was  merely  to  find  out  how 
much  or  how  little  the  clergy,  or  so-called  "servants  of  Christ," 
obeyed  their  Master.  Did  they  comfort  the  comfortless? 
Were  they  "  wise  as  serpents,  and  harmless  as  doves"?  Were 
they  long-suffering,  slow  to  wrath,  and  forbearing  one  to  the 
other?  Did  they  truly  "feed  the  sheep"?  Did  they  sacrifice 
themselves,  their  feelings,  and  their  ambitions  to  rescue  what 
was  lost?  All  these  and  sundry  other  questions  Aubrey  Leigh 
set  himself  to  answer, — and  by  and  by  he  found  himself  on 
an  endless  path  of  discovery,  where  at  every  step  some  new 
truth  confronted  him ; — some  amazing  hypocrisy  burned  itself 
in  letters  of  flame  against  the  splendour  of  church-altars; — 
some  deed  of  darkness  and  bigotry  and  cruelty  smirched 
the  white  robes  of  those  "ordained  to  preach  the  Gospel" 
Gradually  he  became  so  intently  and  vitally  interested  in  his 
investigations,  and  his  sympathy  for  the  uncomforted  people 
who  had  somehow  lost  Christ  instead  of  finding  Him,  grew  so 
keen  that  he  resolved  to  give  up  his  entire  life  to  the  work  of 
beginning  to  try  and  remedy  the  evil.  He  had  no  independent 
means, — he  lived  from  hand  to  mouth  earning  just  what  he 
could  by  hard  labour, — till  one  day,  when  the  forces  in  his 
own  soul  said  "Ready!"  he  betook  himself  to  one  small 
room  which  he  hired  in  a  fisherman's  cottage  on  the  coast  of 
Cornwall,  and  there  sat  down  to  write  a  book.  Half  the  day 
he  wrote,  and  half  the  day  he  earned  his  bread  as  a  common 
fisherman,  going  out  with  the  others  in  storm  and  shine, 
sailing  through  sleet  and  hail  and  snow,  battling  with  the 
waves,  and  playing  with  Death  at  every  turn  of  the  rocks, 
which,  like  the  teeth  of  great  monsters,  jagged  the  stormy 

shore.     And  he  grew  strong,  and  lithe,  and  muscular, his 

outward  life  of  hard  and  changeful  labour,  accompanied  by 
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the  inward  life  of  intelligent  and  creative  thought,  gradually 
worked  off  all  depression  of  soul  and  effeminacy  of  body, — 
his  experience  of  the  stage  passed  away,  leaving  no  trace  on 
his  mind  but  the  art,  the  colour  and  the  method,^ — particularly 
the  method  of  speech.  With  art,  colour,  and  method  he  used 
the  pen ; — with  the  same  art,  colour,  and  method  he  used  his 
voice,  and  practised  the  powers  of  oratory.  He  would  walk 
for  miles  to  any  lonely  place  where  he  could  be  sure  of  no 
interruption, — and  there  he  would  speak  aloud  to  the  roaring 
waves  and  wide  stretches  of  desolate  land,  and  tell  them  the 
trenchant  things  he  meant  one  day  to  thunder  into  human 
ears.  Always  of  a  fine  figure,  his  bearing  grew  more  dauntless 
and  graceful, — the  dangers  of  the  sea  taught  him  self-control, 
— the  swift  changes  of  the  sky  gave  him  the  far-off  rapt 
expression  and  keen  flash  of  his  eyes, — the  pitiful  sorrows 
of  the  poor,  in  which,  as  he  had  elected  to  be  one  of  them, 
he  was  bound  to  share,  had  deepened  the  sympathetic  lines 
round  his  delicate  mouth,  and  had  bestowed  upon  his  whole 
countenance  that  look  which  is  seldom  seen  save  in  the  classic 
marbles — the  look  of  being  one  with,  and  yet  above  mankind. 
All  the  different  classes  of  people  with  whom  he  had  managed 
to  associate  had  called  him  "gentleman,"  a  name  he  had 
gently  but  firmly  repudiated.  "  Call  me  a  Man,  and  let  me 
deserve  the  title ! "  he  would  say  smilingly,  and  his  "  mates " 
hearing  this  would  eye  each  other  askance,  and  whisper  among 
themselves  "that  he  was  a  gentleman  for  all  that,  though  no 
doubt  he  had  come  down  in  the  world  and  had  to  work  for 
his  living.  And  no  shame  to  him,  as  he  gave  himself  no  airs, 
and  could  turn  a  hand  to  anything."  And  so  the  time  moved 
on,  and  he  remained  in  the  Cornish  fishing  village  till  his  book 
was  finished.  Then  he  suddenly  went  up  to  London ; — and 
after  a  few  days'  absence  came  back  again,  and  went  con- 
tentedly on  with  the  fishing  once  more. 

A  month  or  so  later,  one  night  when  the  blackness  of  the 
skies  was  so  dense  that  it  could  almost  be  felt,  it  chanced  that 
he  and  his  companions  were  far  out  at  sea  in  their  little  smack, 
which  lay  becalmed  between  two  darknesses — the  darkness  of 
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the  rolling  water,  and  the  darkness  of  the  still  heaven.  Little 
waves  lapped  heavily  against  the  boat's  side,  and  the  only 
glimpse  of  light  at  all  was  the  yellow  gleam  of  the  lamp  that 
hung  from  the  mast  of  the  vessel,  casting  a  tremulous  flicker 
on  the  sombrous  tide,  when  all  at  once  a  great  noise  like  the 
crash  of  thunder,  or  the  roll  of  cannon,  echoed  through  the 
air,  and  a  meteor  more  brilliant  than  an  imperial  crown  of 
diamonds,  flared  through  the  sky  from  height  to  depth,  and 
with  a  blazing  coruscation  of  flying  stars  and  flame,  dropped 
hissingly  down  into  the  sea.  The  fishermen  startled,  all  looked 
up — the  heavy  black  nets  dropped  from  their  brown  arms  just 
as  they  were  about  to  pull  in. 

"A  sign  of  strife  !  "  said  one. 

"  Ay,  ay  !     We  shall  hev  a  war  maybe  !  " 

Aubrey  leaned  far  over  the  boat's  side,  and  looked  out  into 
the  dense  blackness,  made  blacker  than  ever  by  the  sudden 
coming  and  going  of  the  flaming  sky-phenomenon, — and  half 
unconsciously  he  murmured,  "  Think  not  that  I  am  come  to 
send  peace  on  earth,— I  come  not  to  send  peace,  but  a 
sword  ! "  And  he  lost  himself  in  dreams  of  the  past,  present, 
and  future, — till  he  was  roused  to  give  a  hand  in  the  dragging 
up  of  the  nets,  now  full  of  glistening  fish  with  silvery  bodies 
and  ruby  eyes, — and  then  his  thoughts  took  a  different  turn 
and  wandered  off  as  far  back  as  the  Sea  of  GaUlee,  when  the 
disciples,  fishing  thus,  were  called  by  the  Divine  Voice,  saying, 
"  Follow  Me,  and  I  will  make  you  fishers  of  men  !  "  And  in 
silence  he  helped  to  row  the  laden  boat  homewards,  for  there 
was  no  wind  to  fill  the  sail, — and  the  morning  gradually  broke 
like  a  great  rose  blooming  out  of  the  east,  and  the  sun  came 
peering  through  the  rose  like  the  calyx  of  the  flower, — and 
still  in  a  dream,  Aubrey  walked  through  all  that  splendour  of 
the  early  day  home  to  his  lodging, — there  to  find  himself, — 
like  Byron, — famous.  His  book  was  in  everyone's  hand — his 
name  on  everyone's  tongue.  Letters  from  the  pubhsher  whom 
his  visit  to  London  had  made  his  friend,  accompanied  by  a 
bundle  of  the  chief  newspapers  of  the  day,  informed  him  that 
he  had  in  one  bound  taken  his  place  at  the  very  head  and 
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front  of  opinion, — and,  finest  proof  of  power,  the  critics  were 
out  like  the  hounds  in  full  cry,  and  were  already  baying  the 
noble  quarry.  The  Church  papers  were  up  in  arms — indignant 
articles  were  being  added  to  tlie  "weeklies"  by  highly  respect- 
able clergymen  with  a  large  feminine  "following,"  and  in  the 
midst  of  all  these  written  things,  which  in  their  silent  print 
seemed  literally  to  make  a  loud  clamour  in  the  quiet  of  his 
room,  Aubrey,  in  his  sea-stained  fisherman's  garb,  with  the 
sparkle  of  the  salt  spray  still  glittering  on  his  closely  curling 
bright  hair,  looked  out  at  the  clear  horizon  from  which  the 
sun  had  risen  up  in  all  its  majesty,  and  devoutly  thanked  God  ! 

"  I  have  written  part  of  my  message  !  "  he  said  to  himself, 
"And  now  by  and  by  I  shall  speak  !  " 

But  he  lived  on  yet  for  a  time  in  the  remote  fishing  village, 
waiting, — without  knowing  quite  what  he  waited  for, — while 
the  great  Gargantuan  mouth  of  London  roared  his  name  in 
every  imaginable  key,  high  and  low,  and  gradually  swept  it 
across  the  seas  to  America  and  Australia,  and  all  that  vast  New 
World  which  is  so  swiftly  rising  up,  with  the  eternal  balance  of 
things,  to  overwhelm  the  Old.  And  presently  the  rumour  of 
his  fame  reached  those  whom  he  had  left  behind  in  the  quiet 
little  town  of  his  birth  and  boyhood, — and  his  mother,  reading 
the  frantic  eulogies,  and  still  more  frantic  attacks  of  the 
different  sections  of  press  opinion,  wept  with  excitement  and 
tenderness  and  yearning ;  and  his  father,  startled  at  the 
strange  power  and  authority  with  which  this  new  Apostle  of 
Truth  appeared  to  be  invested,  trembled  as  he  read,  but 
nevertheless  held  himself  more  erect  with  a  pride  in  his  own 
old  age  that  he  had  never  felt  before,  as  he  said  a  hundred 
times  a  day  in  response  to  eager  questioners — "Yes, — Aubrey 
Leigh  is  my  son  ! "  Then  mother  and  father  both  wrote  to 
Aubrey,  and  poured  out  their  affectionate  hearts  to  him  and 
blessed  him,  which  blessing  he  received  with  that  strange 
heaving  of  the  heart  and  contraction  of  the  throat,  which  in 
a  strong  man  means  tears.  And  still  he  waited  on,  earning 
his  bread  in  the  humble  village  which  knew  nothing  of  him, 
save  as  one  of  themselves, — for  the  inhabitants  of  the  place 
18 
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were  deaf  and  blind  to  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  read  little 
save  old  and  belated  newspapers,  so  that  they  were  ignorant 
of  his  newly  celebrated  personality, — till  one  day  the  Fates 
gave  him  that  chance  for  which,  though  he  was  unconscious 
of  it,  he  had  been  holding  himself  back,  and  counting  the 
slow  strokes  of  time  ; — time  which  seems  to  beat  with  such  a 
laggard  pulse  when  we  see  some  great  thing  needing  to  be  done, 
and  while  feeling  all  the  force  to  do  it,  yet  have  to  control  and 
keep  back  that  force  till  the  appointed  hour  strikes  for  action. 

There  had  been  a  terrific  storm  at  sea,  and  a  herring  smack 
had  gone  down  within  sight  of  land,  sinking  eight  strong  men 
with  it,  all  husbands  and  fathers.  One  after  the  other,  the 
eight  bodies  were  thrown  back  from  the  surging  deep  in  the 
sullen  grey  morning  on  the  day  after  the  catastrophe, — one 
after  the  other  they  were  borne  reverently  up  from  the  shore 
to  the  village,  there  to  be  claimed  by  shrieking  women  and 
sobbing  children, — women,  who  from  more  or  less  contented, 
simple-hearted,  hard-working  souls,  were  transformed  into  the 
grandly  infuriated  forms  of  Greek  tragedy — their  arms  tossing, 
their  hair  streaming,  their  faces  haggard  with  pain,  and  their 
eyes  blind  with  tears.  Throughout  the  heart-rending  scene, 
Aubrey  Leigh  worked  silently  with  the  rest — composing  the 
stiff  limbs  of  the  dead,  and  reverently  closing  the  glazed  and 
sti\ring  eyes  ;  gently  he  had  lifted  fainting  women  from  the 
corpses  to  which  they  clung, — tenderly  he  had  carried  crying 
children  home  to  their  beds, — and  with  sorrowful  eyes  fixed 
on  the  still  heaving  and  angry  billows,  he  had  inwardly  prayed 
for  ways  and  means  to  comfort  these  afflicted  ones,  and  raise 
their  thoughts  from  the  gloom  of  the  grave  to  some  higher 
consummation  of  life.  For  they  were  inconsolable,  —  they 
could  neither  see  nor  understand  any  adequate  cause  for  such 
grief  being  inflicted  on  them, — and  the  entire  little  population 
of  the  village  wore  a  resentful  attitude  towards  God,  and  God's 
inexorable  law  of  death.  When  the  funeral  day  came,  and  the 
bodies  of  the  eight  unfortunate  victims  were  committed  to  the 
earth,  it  happened,  as  fate  would  have  it,  that  the  rector  of  the 
parish,  a  kindly,  sy^npathetic,  very  simple  old  man,  who  really 
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did  his  best  for  his  parishioners  according  to  the  faint  percep- 
tion of  holy  things  that  indistinctly  illumined  his  brain,  happened 
to  be  away,  and  his  place  was  taken  by  the  assistant  curate, 
a  man  of  irritable  and  hasty  temper,  who  had  a  horror  of 
"scenes,"  and  who  always  put  away  all  suggestions  of  death 
from  him  whenever  it  was  possible.  It  was  very  disagreeable 
to  him  to  have  to  look  at  eight  coffins, — and  still  more  dis- 
agreeable to  see  eight  weeping  widows  surrounded  by  forlorn 
and  fatherless  children  —  and  he  gabbled  over  the  funeral 
service  as  quickly  as  he  could,  keeping  his  eyes  well  on  the 
book  lest  he  should  see  some  sobbing  child  looking  at  him, 
or  some  woman  dropping  in  a  dead  faint  before  he  had  time 
to  finish.  He  was  afraid  of  unpleasant  incidents — and  yet 
Avith  all  his  brusque  and  nervous  hurry  to  avoid  anything  of 
the  kind,  an  unpleasant  incident  insisted  on  manifesting  itself. 
Just  as  the  fourth  coffin  was  being  lowered  into  the  ground, 
a  wild-haired  girl  rushed  forward  and  threw  herself  upon  it. 

"  Oh,  my  man,  my  man  ! "  she  wailed,  "  My  own  sweet- 
heart !  " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Then  one  of  the  widows 
stepped  out,  and  approaching  the  girl,  laid  her  hand  on  her  arm. 

"Are  ye  making  a  mock  of  me,  Mary  Bell?"  she  said,  "Or 
is  it  God's  truth  ye're  speaking  to  my  husband  lying  there?" 

The  distraught  creature  called  Mary  Bell  looked  up  with  a 
sudden  passion  glowing  in  her  tear-wet  eyes. 

"It's  God's  truth!"  she  cried,  "And  ye  needn't  look 
scorn  on  me  ! — for  both  our  hearts  are  broken,  and  no  one 
can  ever  mend  them.  Yes  !  It's  God's  truth  !  He  was  your 
husband,  but  my  sweetheart !  And  we'll  neither  of  us  see  a 
finer  man  again  !  " 

The  curate  listened,  amazed  and  aghast.  Was  nothing 
going  to  be  done  to  stop  this  scandalous  scene  ?  He  looked 
protestingly  from  right  to  left,  but  in  all  the  group  of  fisher-folk 
not  a  man  moved.  Were  these  two  women  going  to  fight  over 
the  dead?  He  hummed  and  hawed — and  began  in  a  thin 
piercing  voice "My  friends "  when  he  was  again  in- 
terrupted by  the  passionate  speech  of  Mary  Bell. 
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"  I'm  sorry  for  ye,"  she  said,  lifting  herself  from  the  coffin 
to  which  she  clung,  and  turning  upon  the  widow  of  the 
drowned  man,  "and  ye  can  be  just  as  sorry  for  me  !  He  loved 
us  both,  and  why  should  we  quarrel !  A  man  is  ever  like  that 
— just  chancy  and  changeful — but  he  tried  his  honest  hardest 
not  to  love  me— yes,  he  tried  hard  !— it  was  my  fault !  for  I 
never  tried  ! — I  loved  him  ! — and  I'll  love  him,  till  I  go  where 
he  has  gone  !     And  we'll  see  who  God  '11  give  his  soul  to  ! " 

This  was  too  much  for  the  curate. 

"Woman!"  he  thundered,  "Be  silent!  How  dare  you 
boast  of  your  sin  at  such  a  time,  and  in  such  a  place  I  Take 
her  away  from  that  coffin,  some  of  you  !  " 

So  he  commanded,  but  still  not  a  man  moved.  The  curate 
began  to  lose  temper  in  earnest. 

"  Take  her  away,  I  tell  you,"  and  he  advanced  a  step  or 
two,  "  I  cannot  permit  such  a  scandalous  interruption  of  this 
service  ! " 

"Patience,  patience,  measter,"  said  one  of  the  men  standing 
by,  "  When  a  woman's  heart's  broke  in  two  ways  it  ain't  no 
use  worrying  her.     She'll  come  right  of  herself  in  a  minute." 

But  the  curate,  never  famous  for  forbearance  at  any  time, 
was  not  to  be  tampered  with.     Turning  to  his  verger  he  said, 

"  I  refuse  to  go  on  !     The  woman  is  drunk  !  " 

But  now  the  widow  of  the  dead  man  suddenly  took  up  the 
argument  in  a  shrill  voice  which  almost  tore  the  air  to  shreds. 

"  She's  no  more  drunk  than  you  are  !  "  she  cried  passionately, 
"  Leave  her  alone  !  You're  a  nice  sort  of  God's  serving-man 
to  comfort  we,  when  we're  all  nigh  on  losing  our  wits  over 
this  mornin'  o'  misery,  shame  on  ye  !  Mary  Bell,  come  here  ! 
If  so  be  as  my  husband  was  your  sweetheart,  God  forgive  him, 
ye  shall  come  home  wi'  me  ! — and  we'll  never  have  a  word 
agin  the  man  who  is  lying  dead  there.     Come  wi'  me,  Mary  ! " 

With  a  wild  cry  of  anguish,  the  girl  rushed  into  her  arms, 
and  the  two  women  clung  together  like  sisters  united  in  the 
same  passionate  grief.     The  curate  turned  a  livid  white. 

"  I  cannot  countenance  such  immorality,"  he  said,  addressing 
the  verger,  though   his   words   were    heard    by   all    present, 
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"  Enough  of  the  service  has  been  said  !  Lower  the  coffins 
into  the  earth  ! "  and  turning  on  his  heel  he  prepared  to  walk 
away.     But  Aubrey  Leigh  stopped  him. 

"You  will  not  finish  the  service,  sir?"  he  asked  civilly, 
but  with  something  of  a  warning  in  the  flash  of  his  eyes. 

"  No  !  The  principal  part  of  it  is  over.  I  cannot  go  on. 
These  women  are  drunk." 

"They  are  not  drunk,  save  with  their  own  tears!"  said 
Aubrey,  his  rich  voice  trembling  with  indignation.  "They 
are  not  mad,  except  with  grief!  Is  it  not  your  place  to  be 
patient  with  them  ?  " 

"My  place!  My  place!"  echoed  the  curate  indignantly, 
"  Man,  do  you  know  to  whom  you  are  talking?" 

"  I  think  I  do,"  answered  Aubrey  steadily,  "lam  talking 
to  a  professed  servant  of  Christ, — Christ  who  had  patience 
and  pardon  for  all  men  !  I  am  talking  to  one  whose  calling 
and  vocation  it  is  to  love,  to  forgive,  and  to  forbear — whose 
absolute  protestation  has  been  made  at  the  altar  of  God  that 
he  will  faithfully  obey  his  Master.  Even  if  these  unhappy 
women  were  drunk,  which  they  are  not,  their  fault  in  conduct 
would  not  release  you  from  the  performance  of  your  duty, — or 
the  reverence  you  are  bound  to  show  towards  the  dead  ! " 

Trembling  with  rage,  the  curate  eyed  him  up  and  down 
scornfully. 

"  How  dare  you  speak  to  me  about  my  duty  !  You  common 
lout !     Mind  your  own  business  I " 

"I  will,"  said  Aubrey,  fixing  his  eyes  full  upon  him,  "And 
it  shall  be  my  business  to  see  that  you  mind  yours  !  Both 
your  rector  and  bishop  shall  hear  of  this  !" 

He  strode  off,  leaving  the  curate  speechless  with  fury ;  and 
joining  the  little  crowd  of  mourners  who  had  been  startled 
and  interrupted  by  this  unexpected  scene,  drew  a  prayer-book 
from  his  pocket,  and  without  asking  anyone's  permission  read 
with  exquisite  gravity  and  pathos  the  concluding  words  of  the 
funeral  service, — and  then  with  his  own  hands  assisted  the  grave- 
diggers  to  lay  the  cofiined  dead  tenderly  to  rest.  Awe-struck,  and 
deeply  impressed  by  his  manner,  the  fisher-folk  mechanically 
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obeyed  his  instructions,  and  followed  his  movements  till  all 
the  sad  business  was  over,  and  then  they  lingered  about  the 
churchyard  wistfully  watching  him,  while  he  in  turn,  stand- 
ing erect  and  bareheaded  near  the  open  graves,  looked  at  them, 
with  a  strange  pity,  love  and  yearning. 

"  It*ll  be  all  right  when  our  owld  passon  comes  back,"  said 
one  of  the  men  addressing  him,  "It's  just  this  half-eddicated 
wastrel  of  a  chap  as  doesn't  know,  and  doesn't  care  for  the 
troubles  of  common  folk  like  we." 

Aubrey  was  silent  for  a  space.  "Common  folk  like  we!" 
The  words  were  full  of  pathetic  humility,  and  the  man  who 
spoke  them  was  a  hero  of  no  mean  type,  who  had  often 
buffeted  the  winds  and  waves  to  save  a  human  life  at  the 
risk  of  his  own,  "Common  folk  like  we!"  Aubrey  laid  his 
hand  gently  on  his  "  mate's  "  shoulder. 

"  Ben,  old  boy,  there  are  no  common  folk  in  God's  sight," 
he  said,  "Look  there!"  and  he  pointed  to  the  graves  that 
were  just  beginning  to  be  filled  in,  "  Every  creature  lying  there 
had  as  much  of  God  in  him  as  many  a  king,  and  perhaps 
more.     In  this  majestic  universe  there  is  nothing  common  ! " 

Ben  shuffled  one  foot  before  the  other  uneasily. 

"Ay,  ay,  but  there's  few  as  argify  the  way  o'  life  in  they 
lines!"  he  said,  "There's  a  many  that  think — but  there's  a 
main  few  that  speak  ! " 

"That  is  true,"  said  Aubrey,  still  keeping  his  hand  on 
Ben's  shoulder,  "  There's  a  main  few  that  speak.  Now,  T 
want  to  speak,  Ben, — I  want  to  have  a  talk  to  you  and  the 

rest  of  our  mates  about well ! — about  the  dangers  of  the 

sea  and  other  things.  Will  you  meet  me  on  the  shore  this 
evening  near  the  quay  and  listen  to  a  word  or  two  ?  " 

Ben  looked  surprised  but  interested,  and  a  puzzled  smile 
came  into  his  eyes. 

"Be  ye  a-goin'  to  preach  to  us  like  the  passon?"  he  said, 
"Or  like  the  fellers  in  the  porter's  caps  as  calls  themselves 
Salvationists  ?  " 

Aubrey  smiled. 

"  No  !     I  only  want  to  say  a  few  parting  words  to  you  all." 
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"  Parting  words  ! "  echoed  Ben  with  a  stupefied  air. 

"Yes — I  am  going  away  to-morrow — going  for  good.  I 
have  got  some  other  work  to  do.     But  I  shall  not  forget  you 

all and  you  will  hear  of  me  often, — yes,  you  will  hear  of 

me ! — and  some  day  I  will  come  back.     But  to-night 1 

should  just  like  to  say  good-bye." 

Ben  was  secretly  much  distressed.  "  Gentleman  Leigh  "  as 
he  was  sometimes  called,  had  greatly  endeared  himself  to  their 
little  community,  and  that  he  should  leave  them  was  not  at 
all  a  desirable  thing,  and  would,  as  Ben  well  knew,  cause 
universal  regret.  But  there  was  no  time  just  now  for  either 
argument  or  protestation,  so  Ben  accepted  the  blow  as  he 
accepted  all  buffetings  of  fate,  and  merely  said, 

"  All  right !     We'll  be  there  to-night  for  sure  !  " 

And  then  Aubrey,  gravely  content,  walked  slowly  out  of 
the  little  churchyard  still  bareheaded,  his  eyes  dark  with 
thought, — and  the  reluctant  sun  came  out  of  the  grey  sky  and 
shone  on  his  pale  face  and  bright  hair — and  one  or  two  of 
the  widowed  women  timidly  touched  his  arm  as  he  passed, 
and  murmured,  "God  bless  youl"  And  Mary  Bell,  the 
sorrowful  and  sinning,  clinging  to  the  waist  of  the  woman  she 
had  wronged,  looked  up  at  him  appealingly  with  the  strained 
and  hunted  gaze  of  a  lost  and  desperate  creature,  and  as  he 
met  her  eyes,  turned  shudderingly  away  and  wept.  And  he, 
knowing  that  words  were  useless,  and  that  even  the  kindliest 
looks  must  wound  in  such  a  case,  passed  on  in  silence,  and 
when  he  reached  his  own  lodging  took  some  of  the  newspapers 
which  spoke  of  himself  and  his  book,  and  after  marking  certain 
passages,  tied  them  up  in  a  packet  and  sent  them  to  the  curate 
with  whom  he  had  crossed  swords  that  morning,  accompanied 
by  a  note  which  briefly  ran  thus : — 

"You  asked  me  how  I  'dared'  speak  to  you  about  your 
duty.  I  reply — By  the  force  of  truth  and  the  power  of  the 
pen  I  dare ! — and  I  shall  be  ready  to  answer  to  God  for  it, 
as  you  must  answer  to  Him  for  leaving  any  part  of  your  duty 
undone.  Aubrey  Leigh." 
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And  the  day  passed  on,  half  in  drifting  clouds,  half  in 
glimpses  of  sunshine,  till  late  afternoon,  when  the  sky  cleared 
altogether,  and  the  waves  sank  to  a  dead  calm ; — and  with 
the  night  a  shield-like  moon,  all  glistening  pearl  and  silver, 
rose  up  wath  a  royal  air  of  white  and  wondering  innocence, 
as  though  she  proclaimed  her  entire  blamelessness  for 
any  havoc  wrought  by  storm.  And  in  the  full  radiance  of 
that  silvery  splendour  Aubrey  Leigh,  leaning  against  the  sea- 
weed covered  capstan  of  the  quay,  round  which  coils  of  wet 
rope  glistened  like  the  body  of  a  sleeping  serpent,  told  to  an 
audience  of  human  hearers  for  the  first  time  the  story  of  his 
life,  and  adventures,  and  the  varied  experiences  he  had  gone 
through  in  order  to  arrive  at  some  straight  and  clear  com- 
prehension of  "the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life"  of  the 
Gospel  of  Love  and  Mutual  Labour.  His  practised  voice, 
perfect  in  all  modulation,  inflexion,  and  expression,  carried 
each  simple,  well  -  chosen  word  home  to  the  hearts  of  his 
hearers, — not  one  so  ignorant  as  not  to  understand  him — not 
one  so  blind  as  not  to  see  the  beauty  of  work  and  creative 
effort  as  he  depicted  it, — not  one  so  insensate  as  not  to 
feel  the  calm,  the  grandeur,  and  repose  of  the  strong  soul  of  a 
man  in  complete  sympathy  with  his  fellow-men.  They  listened 
to  him  almost  breathlessly  —  their  bronzed  weather-beaten 
faces  all  turned  towards  his ;  forgetting  to  smoke,  they  let 
their  pipes  die  out  and  drop  from  their  hands  —  and  no 
interruption  broke  the  even  flow  and  cadence  of  his  earnest 
language,  save  the  slow  ripple  of  the  water  beating  against 
the  quay,  and  the  faint,  occasional  sigh  of  a  stirring  wind. 
Silhouetted  black  against  the  radiant  sky  were  the  masts  of 
the  fishing  fleet,  and  the  roofs  of  the  fishermen's  cottages 
—  dwellings  so  often  made  desolate  by  death  —  and  as 
Aubrey  noted  the  fascinated  attention  with  which  these 
rough  men  heard  him,  his  heart  grew  strong.  "  If  a  few 
listen,  so  will  many!"  he  said  to  himself,  "The  Master  of 
our  creed  first  taught  His  divine  ethics  to  a  few  fishermen, 

— to  them  the  message  was  first  given and  by  them  again 

delivered, — and  it  is  through   our  having  departed  from  the 
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original  simplicity  of  utterance  that  all  the  evil  has  crept  in. 
So  let  me  be  content  with  this  night's  work  and  await  the 
future  with  patience  ! "  Then  lifting  up  his  voice  once  more 
he  said, — 

"  You  think  your  lot  a  hard  one — you,  friends  and  brothers, 
who  set  the  brown  sails  out  to  sea  on  a  night  of  threatening 
storm,  and  bid  farewell  to  your  homes  built  safe  upon  the 
shore.  You  must  meet  all  the  horror  of  white  foam  and 
cloud-blackness,  to  drag  from  the  sea  its  living  spoil,  and 
earn  the  bread  to  keep  yourselves  and  those  who  are 
dependent  upon  you, — you  must  do  this,  or  the  Forces  of 
Life  will  not  have  you, — they  will  cast  you  out  and  refuse  to 
nourish  you.  For  so  is  your  fate  in  life  and  work  ordained. 
Then,  where  is  God? — you  cry,  as  the  merciless  billows  rise 
to  engulf  your  frail  craft,  —  why  should  the  Maker  of  man 
so  deliberately  destroy  him  ?  Why  should  one  human  unit, 
doing  nothing,  and  often  thinking  nothing,  enjoy  hundreds 
of  pounds  a  day,  while  you  face  death  to  win  as  many 
pence?  Is  there  a  God  of  Love  who  permits  this  injustice? 
Ah,  stop  there,  friends  !  There  is  no  such  thing  as  injustice  ! 
Strange  as  it  sounds  to  this  world  of  many  contradictions 
and  perplexities,  I  repeat  there  is  no  such  thing  as  injustice. 
There  is  what  seems  injustice  —  because  we  are  all  apt  to 
consider  the  material  side  of  things  only.  That  is  where 
we  make  our  great  mistake  in  life  and  conduct.  We  should 
all  remember  that  this  world,  and  the  things  of  this  world, 
are  but  the  outward  expression  of  an  inward  soul  —  the 
Matter  evolved  from  Mind — and  that  unless  we  are  ourselves 
in  harmony  with  the  Mind,  we  shall  never  understand  the 
Matter.  Your  millionaire  is  surrounded  with  luxuries, — your 
fisherman  has  dry  bread  and  herring,— your  millionaire  dies, 
with  a  famous  doctor  counting  his  pulse-beats,  and  a  re- 
spectable clergyman  promising  him  heaven  on  account  of 
the  money  he  has  left  to  the  Church  in  his  will ;  your  fisher- 
man goes  down  in  a  swirl  of  black  water,  without  a  prayer — 
for  he  has  no  time  to  pray — without  leaving  a  penny  behind 
him,  inasmuch  as  he  has  no  pence  to  leave;  and  for  both 
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these  different  creatures  we  judge  the  end  has  come?  No, — 
the  end  has  not  come  !  It  is  the  beginning  only  !  If  the 
millionaire  has  died  with  a  thousand  selfish  sores  in  his 
mind,  —  if  his  life's  privileges  have  been  wasted  in  high 
feeding  and  self-indulgence,  • —  if  he  has  thought  only  of 
himself,  his  riches,  his  pride,  his  position,  or  his  particular 
form  of  respectability,  he  will  get  the  full  result  of  that 
mental  attitude  !  If  the  fisherman  has  been  content  with 
his  earnings,  and  thanked  God  for  them,- — if  he  has  been 
honest,  brave,  true,  and  unselfish,  and  has  shared  with  others 
their  joys  and  sorrows,  and  if  at  the  last  he  goes  down  in 
the  waves  trying  to  save  some  other  life  while  losing  his  own, 
— depend  upon  it  he  will  rise  to  the  full  splendour  of  that 
mental  attitude !  For  both  millionaire  and  fisherman  are 
but  men, — made  on  the  same  lines,  of  the  same  clay,  and 
are  each  one,  personally  and  separately  responsible  to  God 
for  the  soul  in  them, — and  when  both  of  them  pass  from 
this  phase  of  being  to  the  next,  they  will  behold  all  things 
with  spiritual  eyes,  not  material  ones.  And  then  it  may  be 
that  the  dark  will  be  discovered  to  be  the  bright,  and  the 
fortunate  prove  to  be  the  deplorable,  for  at  present  we  '  see 
through  a  glass  darkly, — but  then,  face  to  face.'  The  friends 
whom  we  have  buried  to-day  are  not  dead, — for  death  is 
not  Death,  but  Life  !  And  for  those  who  are  left  behind  it 
is  merely  a  time  of  waiting,  for  as  the  Master  said,  'There 
shall  not  a  hair  of  your  head  perish  !  In  your  patience  possess 
ye  your  souls.'" 

He  paused  a  moment, — the  moon  rays  illumined  his  delicate 
features,  and  a  half-sorrowful  smile  rested  on  his  lips. 

"  I  am  no  clergyman,  my  friends !  I  have  not  been 
'ordained.'  I  am  not  preaching  to  you.  I  will  not  ask  you 
to  be  good  men,  for  there  is  something  effeminate  in  the  sound 
of  such  a  request  made  to  brawny,  strong  fellows  such  as  you 
are,  with  an  oath  ready  to  leap  from  your  lips,  and  a  blow 
prepared  to  fly  from  your  fists  on  provocation.  I  will  merely 
say  to  you  that  it  is  a  great  thing  to  be  a  Man ! — a  Man  as 
God  meant  him  to  be, — brave,  truthful,  and  self-reliant,  with  a 
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firm  faith  in  the  Divine  Ordainment  of  Life  as  Life  should  be 
lived  !  There  is  no  disgrace  in  work  ; — no  commonness, — no 
meanness.  Disgrace,  commonness,  and  meanness  are  with  those 
who  merely  pretend  to  work  and  never  do  anything  useful  for 
the  world  they  live  in.  The  king  who  amuses  himself  at  the 
expense  and  ruin  of  his  subjects  is  the  contemptible  person, — 
not  the  labourer  who  digs  the  soil  for  the  planting  of  corn 
which  shall  help  to  feed  his  fellows.  And  the  most  despicable 
creature  of  our  time  and  century,  is  not  the  man  who  doubts 
Christ,  or  questions  God — for  Christ  was  patient  with  the 
doubter,  and  God  answers,  through  the  medium  of  science, 
every  honest  question ; — it  is  the  man  who  pretends  to  believe 
and  lives  on  the  pretence,  while  his  conduct  gives  the  lie  to 
his  profession  !  That  is  why  you — and  why  thousands  of 
others  like  you,  are  beginning  to  look  upon  many  of  the 
clergy  with  contempt,  and  to  treat  their  admonitions  with 
indifference.  That  is  why  thousands  of  the  rising  generation 
of  men  and  women  will  not  go  to  church.  'The  parson  does 
not  do  anything  for  me,'  is  a  common  every-day  statement. 
And  that  the  parson  should  do  something  is  a  necessary  part 
of  his  business.  His  'doing'  should  not  consist  in  talking 
platitudes  from  the  pulpit,  or  in  sending  round  a  collection 
plate.  And  if  he  has  no  money,  and  will  not  '  sell  half  that  he 
has  and  give  to  the  poor '  as  commanded,  he  can  at  any  rate 
give  sympathy.  But  this  is  precisely  what  he  chiefly  lacks. 
The  parson's  general  attitude  is  one  of  either  superiority  or 
servility, — a  'looking  down'  upon  his  poor  parishioners — a 
'looking  up'  to  his  rich  ones.  A  disinterested,  loving 
observation  of  the  troubles  and  difficulties  of  others  seldom 
occurs  to  him  as  necessary.  But  this  was  precisely  the 
example  Christ  gave  us — an  unselfish  example  of  devotion  to 
others — a  supreme  descent  of  the  Divine  into  man  to  rescue 
and  bless  humanity.  Now  I  know  all  your  difficulties  and 
sorrows, — I  have  worked  among  you,  and  lived  among  you — 
and  I  feel  the  pulse  of  your  existence  beating  in  my  own 
heart.  I  know  that  when  a  great  calamity  overwhelms  you  all 
as  it  has  done  this  week,  you  have  no  one  to  comfort  you, — 
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no  one  to  assure  you  that  no  matter  how  strange  and  impossible 
it  seems,  you  have  been  deprived  of  your  associates  for  some 
reasonable  cause  which  will  be  made  manifest  in  due  season, — 
that  they  have  probably  been  taken  to  save  them  from  a  worse 
fate  than  the  loss  of  earth-consciousness  in  the  sea.  For  that, 
scientifically  speaking,  is  all  that  death  means — the  loss  of 
earth-consciousness ; — but  the  gain  of  another  consciousness, 
whether  of  another  earth  or  another  heaven  none  can  say.  But 
there  is  no  real  death — inasmuch  as  even  a  grain  of  dust  in 
the  air  will  generate  life.  We  must  hold  fast  to  the  Soul  of 
things — the  Soul  which  is  immortal,  not  the  body  which  is 
mortal.  '  What  shall  it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole 
world  and  lose  his  own  soul ! '  That  is  what  each  man  of  us 
must  find,  and  hold,  and  keep, — his  own  soul !  Apart  from 
all  creeds  and  clergy,  forms  and  rituals — that  is  the  one  vital 
matter.  Stand  clear  of  all  things, — all  alone  if  need  be, 
surrounded  by  the  stupendous  forces  of  this  great  universe, — 
let  us  find — each  man  of  us — -his  own  soul ;  find  and  keep  it 
brave,  truthful,  upright,  and  bound  straight  on  for  the  highest, 
— the  highest  always  !  And  the  very  stars  in  their  courses 
will  help  us — storms  will  but  strengthen  us — difficulties  but 
encourage  us — and  death  itself  shall  but  give  us  larger 
Ubertyl" 

He  ceased,  and  one  by  one  the  men  drew  closer  to  him, 
and  thanked  him  in  voices  that  were  tremulous  with  the 
emotion  he  had  raised  in  them.  The  instinct  which  had  led 
them  to  call  him  "Gentleman  Leigh  "had  proved  correct, — 
and  there  was  not  a  man  among  them  all  who  did  not  feel 
a  thrill  of  almost  fraternal  pride  in  the  knowledge  that  the 
•dauntless,  hard-working  "mate"  who  had  fronted  tempests 
with  them,  and  worked  with  them  in  all  weathers,  had  without 
any  boast  or  loquacious  preparation,  made  his  name  famous 
and  fit  for  discussion  in  the  great  world  of  London  far  away, 
a  world  to  which  none  of  them  had  ever  journeyed.  And 
they  pressed  round  him  and  shook  his  hand,  and  gave  him 
simple  yet  hearty  words  of  cheer  and  goodwill,  together  with 
imaffected  expressions  of  regret  that  he  was  leaving  them, — 
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"though  for  that  matter,"  said  one  of  them,  "we  alius  felt  you 
was  a  scholard-like,  for  all  that  you  was  so  handy  at  the  nets. 
For  never  did  a  bit  of  shell  or  weed  come  up  from  the  sea  but 
ye  was  a-lookin'  at  it  as  if  God  had  throwed  it  to  yer  for 
particular  notice.  And  when  a  man  takes  to  obsarvin'  common 
things  as  if  they  were  special  birthday  presents  from  the 
Almirhty,  ye  may  be  pretty  sure  there's  something  out  of  the 
ordinary  in  him  !  " 

Aubrey  smiled,  and  pressed  the  hand  of  this  roughly 
eloquent  speaker, — and  then  they  all  walked  with  him  up  from 
the  shore  to  the  little  cottage  where  he  had  lived  for  so  many 
months,  and  at  the  gate  of  which  he  bade  them  farewell. 

"  But  only  for  a  time,"  he  said,  "  I  shall  see  you  all  again. 
And  you  will  hear  of  me  !  " 

"Ay,  ay,  we'll  hear  of  ye — for  we'll  take  the  papers  in  just 
for  news  of  yer  ! "  said  Ben,  with  a  rough  laugh  which  covered 
his  deeper  feelings,  "  And  mebbe  ye'U  come  back  afore  we's. 
all  drownded  ! " 

And  so  with  a  few  more  kindly  words  they  left  him,  and  he 
stood  at  the  gate  watching  their  stalwart  figures  disappear 
down  the  different  windings  of  the  crooked  and  picturesque 
little  street. 

"God  bless  them  all!  "he  murmured,  "They  have  taught 
me  many  a  grand  lesson  !" 

The  next  day  he  took  his  quiet  departure  in  the  early 
morning  before  the  village-folks  were  up  and  stirring, — and  a 
month  later  he  addressed  a  large  meeting  in  one  of  the  poorest 
and  most  densely  populated  districts  of  London  on  "The 
Ethics  of  Christ  versus  the  Clergy,"  which  attracted  universal 
attention  and  created  an  enormous  sensation.  His  book  besan 
to  sell  in  thousands  where  it  had  previously  sold  in  hundreds, 
and  he  earned  sufficient  from  the  profits  of  the  sale  to  keep 
him  going  in  the  simple  fashion  of  clothes  and  food  to  which 
he  had  strictly  disciplined  himself,  so  that  he  felt  free  to  plunge 
into  the  thick  of  the  fight.  And  he  straightway  did  so.  His 
name  became  a  terror  to  liars,  and  a  clarion  sound  of  alarm  in 
the  ears  of  social  hypocrites.     He  wrote  another  book  which. 
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■obtained  even  a  larger  hearing  than  the  first — and  he  spoke  to 
the  people  on  an  average  once  a  week,  wherever  he  could 
assemble  them  together.  All  his  addresses  were  made 
gratuitously,  and  he  soon  resembled  a  sort  of  blazing  torch  in 
the  darkness,  to  which  crowds  rushed  for  light  and  leading. 
In  the  midst  of  the  sensation  his  writings  and  orations  were 
■creating,  a  noble  lord,  with  several  Church  livings  in  hi"  gift, 
asked  him  to  stand  for  Parliament,  and  offered  to  pay  the 
■expenses  of  his  election.  At  first  Aubrey  was  sufficiently 
tempted  by  the  offer  to  pause  hesitating  on  the  verge  of 
acceptance,  but  twenty-four  hours'  hard  thinking  promptly 
pulled  him  together.  "No,"  he  said  —  "I  see  what  you 
mean  !  You  and  your  party  wish  to  tie  my  hands — to  gag  my 
mouth,  and  make  me  as  one  of  yourselves — no,  I  will  not 
•consent  to  it !  I  will  serve  the  people  with  all  my  life  and 
soul ! — but  not  in  your  way  ! " 

And  to  avoid  further  discussion  he  went  straight  out  of 
England  for  a  time,  and  travelled  through  Europe,  making 
friends  everywhere,  and  learning  new  phases  of  the  "  Christian 
Dispensation  "  at  every  turn  in  his  road.  Paris  had  held  him 
fascinated  for  a  long  while,  not  only  because  he  saw  her  doom 
written  like  that  of  Babylon,  in  letters  of  fire,  and  Ruin,  like 
a  giant  bird  of  prey  hovering  over  her  with  beak  and  claw 
prepared  to  pick  the  very  flesh  from  her  bones, — but  also 
because  he  had  met  Angela  Sovrani,  one  of  the  most  rarely 
gifted  types  of  womanhood  he  had  ever  seen.  He  recognised 
her  genius  at  once,  and  marvelled  at  it.  And  still  more  did 
he  marvel  at  her  engagement  of  marriage  with  Florian  Varillo. 
That  such  a  fair  proud  creature,  so  splendidly  endowed,  could 
consent  to  unite  herself  to  a  man  so  vastly  inferior,  was  an 
interesting  puzzle  to  him.  He  had  met  Varillo  by  chance  in 
Naples  one  winter  before  he  ever  saw  Angela,  and  knew  that 
half  his  claim  to  the  notice  of  the  social  world  there,  was  the 
fact  of  his  betrothal  to  the  famous  "Sovrani."  And  moved  by 
a  strange  desire  to  follow  out  this  romance,  and  also  because 
he  was  completing  his  studies  of  the  Roman  Church  viewed 
as  "a  moral  support  to  the  education  and  elevation  of  man," 
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he,  after  leaving  Paris,  and  paying  a  brief  visit  to  Florence  on 
a  matter  of  business  which  could  not  be  attended  to  otherwise 
than  personally,  went  on  as  though  drawn  by  some  invisible 
magnet  to  Rome.  He  had  only  been  twenty-four  hours  in  the 
city,  when  chance  had  led  him  under  the  balcony  where  the 
sculptured  angels  fronted  the  moon,  and  from  whence  the 
sweet  voice  of  Sylvie  Hermenstein  had  floated  towards  him 
with  the  words, — 

"Ti  voglio  bene  assai, 
E  tu  non  pensi  a  me!" 

And  he  who  had  faced  crowds  without  a  tremor,  and  had 
flung  thunderbolts  of  splendid  defiance  at  shams,  with  the 
manner  of  a  young  Ajax  defying  the  lightning,  now  found  him- 
self strangely  put  out  and  disturbed  in  his  usual  composure  by 
the  innocent  aspect,  and  harmless  perfume  of  a  rose, — a  mere 
little  pink-petalled  thing,  with  not  even  a  thorn  on  its  polished 
green  stalk  !  He  had  placed  it  in  a  glass  of  water  on  his 
writing-table,  and  his  eyes  rested  upon  it  the  morning  after  he 
had  received  it  with  almost  a  reproachful  air.  What  was  its 
golden-hearted  secret?  Why,  when  he  studied  it,  did  he  see 
the  soft  hue  of  a  fair  cheek,  the  flash  of  a  bright  eye,  the 
drooping  wave  of  a  golden  web  of  hair,  and  the  dainty  curve 
of  a  white  arm  on  which  the  sparkle  of  diamonds  gleamed  ? 
How  was  it  that  he  managed  to  perceive  all  this  in  the  leaves 
of  a  rose  ?  He  could  not  tell ;  and  he  was  angry  with  himself 
for  his  inability  to  explain  the  mystery.  He  reminded  himself 
that  he  had  business  in  Rome  —  "business,"  he  repeated 
sternly  to  his  own  conscience, — the  chief  part  of  which  was  to 
ascertain  from  some  one  of  the  leading  spirits  at  the  Vatican 
the  view  taken  by  the  Papacy  of  the  Ritualistic  movement  in 
England. 

"If  you  can  gauge  correctly  the  real  feeling,  and  render  it 
in  plain  terms,  apart  from  all  conventional  or  social  consider- 
ations," wrote  his  publisher  in  a  letter  which  had  just  reached 
him — "  that  is,  if  you  dare  to  do  so  much — and  I  think  you 
will  scarcely  hesitate  —  you  will  undoubtedly  give  great  and 
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lasting  help  to  Christian  England."  As  he  read  this  over  for 
the  second  or  third  time  he  remembered  that  he  had  an 
appointment  with  a  certain  powerful  personage,  known  as 
Monsignor  Gherardi,  that  morning  at  eleven. 

"And  you,"  he  said,  apostrophising  the  rose  with  a  protest- 
ing shake  of  his  head,  "were  nearly  making  me  forget  it!" 
He  lifted  the  flower  out  of  the  water  and  touched  it  with  his 
lips.  "  She  was  a  fair  little  creature, — the  woman  who  wore  you 
last  night ! — ■"  he  said  with  a  smile  as  he  put  it  carefully  back 
again  in  its  glass,  "  In  fact,  she  was  very  much  like  you  !  But 
though  I  notice  you  have  no  thorns,  I  daresay  she  has  !  "  He 
paused  a  moment,  lost  in  thought,  the  smile  still  giving  warmth 
and  light  to  his  features ;  then  with  a  quick  movement  of 
impatience  at  his  own  delaying,  threw  on  his  coat  and  hat  and 
left  the  room,  saying,  "  Now  for  Gherardi !  " 


XIX 

SET  square  and  dark  against  the  pale  blue  of  the  Italian 
sky  the  Palazzo  Sovrani,  seen  for  the  first  time,  suggests 
a  prison  rather  than  a  dwelling-house, — a  forbidding  structure, 
which  though  of  unsentient  marble,  seems  visibly  to  frown  into 
the  light,  and  exhale  from  itself  a  cloud  on  the  clearest  day. 
Its  lowest  windows,  raised  several  feet  from  the  ground,  and 
barred  across  with  huge  iron  clamps,  altogether  deprive  the 
would-be  inquisitive  stranger  from  the  possibility  of  peering 
within, — the  monstrous  iron  gate,  richly  wrought  with  fantastic 
scroll-work  and  heraldic  emblems  raised  in  brass,  presents  so 
cold  and  forbidding  a  front,  that  some  of  the  youthful  ladies 
who  were  Angela's  friends,  were  wont  to  declare  that  it  gave 
them  a  palpitation  of  the  heart  to  summon  up  the  necessary 
courage  required  to  ring  the  great  bell.  Within  the  house 
there  was  much  of  a  similar  gloom,  save  in  Angela's  own 
studio,  which  she  had  herself  made  beautiful  with  a  brightness 
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and  lightness  found  in  no  other  corner  of  the  vast  and  stately 
abode.  Her  father,  I'rince  Pietro  Sovrani,  was  of  a  reserved 
and  taciturn  nature, — poor  but  intensely  proud — and  he  would 
suffer  no  interference  by  so  much  as  a  word  or  a  suggestion 
respecting  the  manner  in  which  he  chose  to  arrange  or  to 
order  his  household.  His  wife  Gita  Bonpr^,  the  only  sister  of 
the  good  Cardinal,  had  been  the  one  love  of  his  life, — and 
when  she  died  all  his  happiness  had  died  with  her, — his  heart 
was  broken,  but  he  showed  nothing  of  his  grief  to  the  outside 
world,  save  that  in  manner  he  was  more  silent  and  reserved 
than  ever, — more  difficult  to  deal  with, — more  dangerous  to 
approach.  People  knew  well  enough  that  he  was  poor,  but 
they  never  dared  to  mention  it,  —  though  once  an  English 
acquaintance,  moved  by  the  best  intentions  in  the  world,  had 
suggested  that  he  could  make  a  good  deal  of  money  by  having 
a  portion  of  the  Palazzo  Sovrani  redecorated,  and  modernized, 
to  suit  the  comfort  and  convenience  of  travelling  millionaires 
who  might  probably  be  disposed  to  pay  a  high  rent  for  it 
during  the  Roman  "  season."  But  the  proposal  was  disastrous 
in  its  results.  Sovrani  had  turned  upon  his  adviser  like  an 
embodied  thunder-cloud. 

"When  a  prince  of  the  House  of  Sovrani  lets  out  apart- 
ments," he  said,  "you  may  ask  your  English  Queen  to  take  in 
washing  ! " 

And  a  saturnine  smile,  accompanied  by  the  frowning  bend 
of  his  white  fuzzy  eyebrows  over  his  flashing  black  eyes,  had 
produced  such  a  withering,  blistering  effect  on  the  soul  of  the 
unfortunate  Englishman,  whose  practical  ideas  of  utility  had 
exceeded  his  prudence,  that  he  had  scarcely  ever  dared  to 
look  the  irate  Italian  noble  in  the  face  again. 

Just  now,  the  Prince  was  in  his  library,  seated  in  dignified 
uprightness  like  a  king  enthroned  to  give  audience,  in  a  huge 
high-backed  chair,  shadowed  over  by  an  ancient  gilded 
baldacchino,  listening  with  a  certain  amount  of  grim  patience 
to  his  daughter's  softly  murmured  narrative  of  her  stay  in 
Paris.  He  had  received  the  Cardinal  an  hour  ago  on  his 
arrival,  with  first,  a  humble  genuflexion  as  became  a  son  of 
19 
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the  Church,  and  secondly  with  a  kiss  on  both  cheeks  as 
became  a  brother-in-law.  The  Cardinal's  youthful  companion 
Manuel,  he  had  scarcely  noticed,  even  while  giving  him 
welcome.  These  two  had  gone  to  the  suite  of  rooms  prepared 
for  the  reception  of  His  Eminence, — but  Angela,  after  hastily 
changing  her  travelling  dress,  had  come  down  to  her  father, 

anxious  not  only  to  give,  but  to  hear  news especially  news 

of  Florian  Varillo.  Prince  Sovrani  however,  was  not  a  man 
given  to  much  social  observation, — nor  did  he  ever  break 
through  his  half-cynical,  half-gloomy  humour,  to  detail  the 
gossip  of  Rome, — and  he  therefore  sat  more  or  less  unmoved, 
while  Angela  told  him  all  she  could  think  of  that  would 
interest  him.  At  last  with  a  little  delicate  hesitation,  she 
related  the  strange  story  of  Abbd  Vergniaud,  and  added, 

"  And  by  this  time,  I  suppose,  the  Holy  Father  has  been 
told  all  ! " 

"  Naturally,"  said  the  Prince,  with  a  stern  smile  moving  the 
hard  muscles  of  his  mouth,  "  Moretti's  love  of  scandal  is  as 
deep  as  that  of  any  old  woman ! — and  the  joy  of  excom- 
municating a  soul  from  the  salvation  of  the  Church  must 
be  too  intense  to  admit  of  any  delay !  I  am  sorry  for 
Vergniaud,  but  I  do  not  think  he  will  suffer  much.  These 
things  are  scarcely  ever  noticed  in  the  press  nowadays,  and 
it  will  only  be  a  very  limited  circle  that  even  learns  of  his 
excommunication.  Nevertheless,  I  am  sorry— one  is  always 
sorry  for  brave  men,  even  if  they  are  reckless.  And  the  son  is 
Gys  Grandit !     Corpo  di  Bacco  !     What  a  denouement !  " 

He  considered  it  a  moment,  looking  straight  before  him  at 
the  rows  of  ancient  and  musty  books  that  adorned  his  walls, — 
then  he  gave  a  sudden  exclamation. 

"  Pesta  !  I  had  nearly  forgotten  !  I  knew  there  was  a 
curious  thing  I  had  to  tell  you,  Angela, — but  in  the  hurry  of 
your  arrival  it  had  for  the  moment  escaped  my  mind " 

"About  Florian?"  asked  Angela  anxiously. 

The  Prince  bent  his  brows  upon  her  quizzically. 

"  Florian  !  What  should  I  know  about  Florian  ?  He  has  not 
been  near  me  since  you  left  Rome.     I  fancy  he  will  not  be  too 
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attentive  a  son-in-law  !  No,  it  is  not  about  Florian.  It  is 
about  your  uncle  Felix.  Have  you  heard  of  this  miracle  he 
has  performed  ?" 

Angela's  eyes  opened  wide. 

"  A  miracle  !     What  do  you  mean  by  a  miracle  ?  " 

"Santissima  Madonna!  A  miracle  is  always  a  miracle," 
retorted  her  father  testily,  "  A  something  out  of  the  common, 
and  an  upsetting  of  the  ordinary  laws  of  nature.  Did  your 
uncle  tell  you  nothing  of  his  visit  to  Rouen?" 

"Nothing,"  replied  Angela,  "Nothing  but  the  story  of 
Manuel." 

"Manuel?     Who  is  he?" 

"The  boy  he  has  with  him  now.  Uncle  Felix  found  hinnr 
lost  at  night  near  the  Cathedral  of  Rouen,  and  has  taken  him 
under  his  protection  ever  since." 

"Altrb  !  That  is  nothing !"  said  her  father,  "That  is  only 
one  of  Felix's  quixotic  ideas.  There  is  no  miracle  in  that^ 
But  when  a  child  is  a  cripple  from  babyhood,  and  our  Felix 
cures  him  by  one  simple  prayer,  and  makes  him  strong  and 
well  again — Gran  Dio  ! — it  is  not  remarkable  that  such  news 
creates  a  stir  at  the  Vatican  ! " 

"But  it  cannot  be  true!"  said  Angela  surprised,  "Uncle 
Felix  never  said  a  word  about  it.  I  am  sure  he  knows  nothing 
whatever  of  such  a  report !  " 

"  Ebben  !  We  will  ask  him  presently, — "  and  the  Prince 
raised  himself  stiffly  and  slowly  out  of  his  throne-like  chair,, 
"  Personally  I  have  considered  Felix  above  any  sort  of  priestly 
trickery  ;  but  after  all,  if  he  has  an  ambition  for  the  Papacy,  I 
do  not  see  why  he  should  not  play  for  it !     Others  do  ! " 

"  Oh,  father  ! "  cried  Angela,  "  How  can  you  think  such  a 
thing  of  Uncle  Felix  !  He  is  as  nearly  a  saint  as  any  mortal 
man  can  be  !  " 

"  So  I  always  thought,  child — so  I  always  thought !  "  replied 
the  Prince,  with  a  vexed  air,  "  But  to  perform  such  a  miracle  of 
healing  as  to  cure  a  child  with  a  twisted  spine  and  bent  legs, 
by  the  mere  utterance  of  a  prayer ! — that  is  impossible ! — 
impossible  !     It  sounds  like  charlatanism — not  like  Felix  ! " 
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As  he  spoke  he  straightened  himself  and  stood  upright,  a  tall, 
spare,  elegant  figure  of  a  man, — his  dark  complexioned  face  very 
much  resembling  a  fine  bronze  cast  of  the  Emperor  Aurelius. 
Angela  rose  too  and  stood  beside  him,  and  his  always  more 
or  less  defiant  eyes  slowly  softened  as  he  looked  at  her. 

"  You  grow  very  like  your  mother,"  he  said,  with  just  the 
faintest  tremor  in  his  voice — "  Ah,  la  mia  Gita  !  " 

A  sigh  that  was  like  a  groan  broke  from  his  lips,  and  Angela 
laid  her  head  caressingly  against  his  breast  in  silence.  He 
touched  her  soft  hair  tenderly. 

"  Very  like  your  mother  ! "  he  repeated,  "  Very  like  !  But 
you  will  leave  me  soon,  as  she  has  left  me, — not  for  heaven, 
no  ! — but  for  that  doubtful  new  life  called  marriage.     It  is  not 

doubtful  when  there  is  love love  in  both  hearts ;— and  if 

there  is  any  difference  at  all,  the  love  should  be  greater  on  the 
man's  side  thaij  on  the  woman's  !  Remember  that,  Angela 
mia,  remember  that !  The  true  lover  is  always  spiritually  on 
his  knees  before  the  woman  he  loves ;  not  only  in  passion,  but 
in  worship— in  reverence  !  " 

"And  is  not  Florian  so?  "  murmured  Angela  timidly. 

"  I  do  not  know,  child ;  he  may  be  !  Sometimes  I  think 
that  he  loves  himself  too  much  to  love  you  as  well  as  you 
deserve.     But  we  shall  see  ! " 

As  he  spoke  a  servant  entered,  carrying  an  exquisite  basket 
of  flowers,  and  brought  it  to  Angela  who  blushed  and  smiled 
divinely  as  she  took  it  and  opened  the  envelope  fastened  to 
its  handle  and  addressed  to  her,  which  contained  merely  these 
words, — 

"  A  la  mia  dolcezza  !     Con  voto  d'eterno  amore  !     Florian." 

"  Are  they  not  lovely  ?  "  she  said,  bending  over  the  blossoms 
tenderly  as  though  she  would  have  taken  them  all  into  her 
embrace,  "Such  a  sweet  welcome  home  !" 

Her  father  nodded,  but  gave  no  verbal  response  to  her 
enthusiasm.     Presently  he  said, 

"  How  about  your  picture  ?     When  will  it  be  finished  ?  " 

"A  month's  work  will  be  enough  now,"  she  replied,  looking 
up  quickly — "  And  then " 
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"Then  it  will  remain  in  one  of  the  galleries  unsold!"  said 
Sovrani,  with  a  touch  of  bitterness  in  his  tone  which  he  could 
not  quell,  "You  have  chosen  too  large  a  canvas.  From  mere 
size  it  is  unsaleable, — for  unless  it  were  a  marvel  of  the  world 
no  nation  would  ever  purchase  a  woman's  picture  !  " 

Angela's  delicate  head  drooped, — she  turned  away  to  hide 
the  tears  that  rushed  to  her  eyes.  Her  father's  words  were 
harsh,  yet  eminently  practical ;  she  knew  he  did  not  mean 
them  unkindly,  but  tliat  the  continual  pinch  of  poverty  was 
sometimes  greater  than  he  could  endure  with  patience.  Angela 
had  earned  considerable  sums  of  money  by  the  smaller  pictures 
wliich  had  established  her  name ;  and  the  Prince  had  bitterly 
grudged  the  time  she  had  given  to  the  enormous  canvas  which 
had  now  remained  so  long  in  her  studio  covered  up,  even  from 
his  eyes — for  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  it  was  one  of 
those  fantastic  dreams  of  genius,  which  when  they  become 
realized  into  the  substance  of  a  book  or  a  picture,  terrify 
the  timid  conventions  of  the  world  so  completely  as  to  cause 
general  avoidance. 

"If  Raffaelle  were  alive  he  would  not  paint  a  'Transfigura- 
tion' now,"  he  was  wont  to  say,  "The  Church  no  longer 
employs  great  artists.  It  keeps  its  money  for  speculation 
purposes  !  If  a  Michael  Angelo  were  in  Rome  he  would  find 
nothing  to  do." 

Which  statement  was  true  enough.  For  the  modern  Italian 
loves  money  next  to  his  own  precious  skin,  and  everything 
beautiful  or  sacred  is  sacrificed  to  this  insatiable  craze.  There 
is  no  love,  no  honour,  no  patriotism  in  Italy  without  careful 
calculation  as  to  the  cost  of  indulging  in  these  sentiments, — 
and  what  wreck  of  religion  is  left,  merely  panders  to  the  low 
melodramatic  temper  of  an  ignorant  populace.  Art  is  at  its 
lowest  ebb  ;  it  cannot  live  without  encouragement  and  support ; 
— and  it  is  difficult  for  even  the  most  enthusiastic  creator  in 
marble  or  colour  to  carry  out  glorious  conceptions  for  an 
inglorious  country.  But  Angela  Sovrani — ambitious  Angela, 
— was  not  painting  for  Italy.  She  was  painting  for  the  whole 
world.     She  had  dreams  of  seeing  her  great  picture  borne  away 
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out  of  Rome  to  Paris,  and  London,  to  be  gazed  upon  by 
thousands  who  would  take  its  lesson  home  to  their  hearts  and 
lives.  Italy  was  merely  a  village  in  the  area  of  her  aspiring 
mind ;  but  she  built  her  "  castles  in  the  air  "  alone  ;  and  never 
by  so  much  as  the  smallest  hint  allowed  anyone  to  guess  the 
far  reaching  scope  of  her  intentions.  Truth  to  tell,  she  had 
obtained  very  little  encouragement  during  her  long  days  and 
months  of  work,  though  in  the  sweetness  of  her  nature  she 
pleased  herself  by  imagining  that  Florian  Varillo  gave  her  a 
loving  and  perfect  sympathy.  Yet  even  with  Florian,  one 
or  two  casual  remarks  he  had  let  fall  lightly  and  unthinkingly, 
had  vaguely  startled  her,  and  set  her  wondering,  "  Perhaps  he 
does  not  think  much  of  my  abilities  after  all — "  and  had  caused 
her  for  once  to  be  closely  reserved  upon  the  subject  and  treat- 
ment of  her  work,  and  to  refuse  a  glimpse  of  it  even  to  him 
who  was  her  elect  Beloved.  She  had  thought  he  would 
perhaps  have  been  pained  at  this  inviolate  secrecy  on  her 
.part, — she  had  feared  he  might  take  offence  at  finding  the 
doors  of  her  studio  always  locked, — but  on  the  contrary  he 
appeared  quite  amused  at  her  uncommunicative  humour,  and 
jested  about  it  as  if  she  were  a  little  child  playing  in  a  dark 
corner  at  some  forbidden  game.  She  was  somewhat  surprised 
at  this, — the  more  so  as  he  frequently  spoke  of  the  importance 
of  his  own  pictures  for  the  Roman  "  Art  Season," — pictures  to 
which  he  really  gave  the  attentive  discussion  and  consideration 
a  man  always  bestows  on  matters  of  his  personal  business — 
but  when  Angela's  work  was  spoken  of,  he  smiled  with  a 
kindly  tolerance,  as  one  who  should  say,  "  Dear  girl !  How 
sweetly  she  embroiders  her  simple  sampler  ! "  And  yet  again, 
he  never  failed,  when  asked  about  it  in  Angela's  presence,  to 
say  that  he  was  "sure  Donna  SovranI  would  astonish  the  world 
by  what  she  was  doing  ! "  So  that  one  never  quite  knew  where 
to  have  him, — his  nature  being  that  curious  compound  of 
obsequious  servility  and  intense  self-love  which  so  often 
distinguishes  the  Italian  temperament.  Angela  however  put 
every  shadow  of  either  wonder  or  doubt  as  to  his  views, 
entirely  aside, — and  worked  on  with  earnest  hand  and  trusting 
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heart,  faithfully,  and  with  a  grand  patience  and  self-control 
seldom  found  either  in  masculine  or  feminine  heroes.  Some- 
times her  spirit  sank  a  little,  as  now,  when  her  father  told  her 
that  her  picture  would  remain  unsold  in  one  of  the  galleries — 
but  all  the  same,  some  force  within  her  urged  her  to  go  on 
with  her  intention  steadily,  and  leave  all  results  to  God.  And 
the  tears  that  had  sprung  to  her  eyes  at  the  smart  of  old 
Sovrani's  rough  speech,  soon  returned  to  their  source;  and 
she  was  quite  her  composed  sweet  self  again  when  her  uncle 
the  Cardinal,  accompanied  by  Manuel,  entered  the  room, 
holding  an  open  letter  in  his  hand,  and  looking  strangely 
agitated. 

"  Brother,  here  is  a  matter  which  I  cannot  possibly  under- 
stand," he  said,  "  Monsignor  Gherardi  writes  here  to  con- 
gratulate me  upon  a  miracle  I  have  worked  at  Rouen  ! — and 
summons  me  at  once  to  the  presence  of  His  Holiness  !  What 
can  it  mean  ?  I  have  performed  no  miracle  I  Surely  some 
jest  is  being  played  with  me, — and  one  most  unbecoming  to  a 
man  of  Gherardi's  position  and  influence  !" 

Prince  Sovrani  took  the  letter  from  Bonpre's  hand  and  read 
it  in  silence. 

"Yes 1  have  heard  about  it  already,"  he  said,  "And  if 

you  indeed  know  nothing,  it  is  strange  !     But  can  you  not 

remember is  there  no  clue  to  such  a  report?     Were  there 

no  sick  children  brought  to  you?  ..." 

"  Oh,  for  that,"  answered  the  Cardinal  quickly,  "  a  poor  little 
creature  named  Fabien  Doucet,  was  brought  to  me  by  the 
children  of  the  innkeeper  of  the  Hotel  Poitiers  where  I  stayed 
two  nights,  and  to  grant  their  wishes,  (and  also  because  it  is 
my  duty  to  do  what  I  can  for  the  suffering  and  the  afflicted,)  I 
laid  my  hands  upon  him  and  prayed  to  our  Lord  that  he  might 
be  healed." 

"  Ebben  !  Our  Lord  has  then  healed  him,"  said  Sovrani 
drily,  "  It  is  remarkable  ! — -but  if  the  cure  is  truly  accomplished, 
we  shall  have  to  admit  that  the  Deity  does  sometimes  pay 
attention  to  our  many  prayers,  though  for  the  most  part  they 
appear  to  fall  upon  a  deaf,  dumb,  and  irresponsive  Silence.'' 
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The  Cardinal  sat  down,  wearily  resting  his  head  on  his 
hand. 

"I  do  not  like  it!"  he  said,  "It  is  altogether  amazing  to 
me ;  it  seems  like  a  snare  set  to  catch  my  soul !  For  I  have 
no  power  to  perform  miracles  ...  I  can  only  pray." 

"And  why  should  not  your  prayer  be  answered?"  asked 
Manuel  suddenly. 

They  had  all  forgotten  the  boy's  presence  in  the  room,  and 
his  voice  startled  them.  His  young  face  was  pale,  yet  tranquil 
— and  the  deep  tenderness  that  always  dwelt  in  his  eyes  seemed 
deeper  and  softer  at  this  moment  than  ever. 

"Truly  I  do  not  see  why,"  said  Prince  Sovrani,  bending  his 
fierce  regard  full  on  the  lad  as  he  spoke,  and  beginning  to 
wonder  like  the  rest  at  his  fairness  and  beauty,  "  Only  as  a  rule, 
fanciullo  mio — prayer  is  mere  waste  of  breath — a  demand 
without  supply." 

"  Is  that  not  perhaps  the  fault  of  the  person  who  prays  ?  "  said 
Manuel,  "  May  that  person  not  lack  faith  and  pure  intention  ? 
May  he  not  even  be  too  self-absorbed  to  lift  his  soul  high  enough 
for  an  approach  to  God  ?  When  the  disciples  were  vexed  that 
they  could  not  cure  a  child  that  was  afflicted,  and  saw  that 
their  Master  healed  that  child  at  once,  they  asked  why  they 
were  unable  to  do  what  He  did.  And  He  told  them  plainly, 
'Because  of  your  unbelief.  For  verily  I  say  unto  you,  if  ye 
have  faith  as  a  grain  of  mustard  seed  ye  shall  say  unto  this 
mountain,  remove  from  yonder  place,  and  it  shall  remove, 
and  nothing  shall  be  impossible  to  you.'  And  I  am  sure  that 
my  lord  the  Cardinal's  faith  is  greater  than  a  grain  of  mustard 
seed!" 

They  were  all  silent.  Cardinal  Bonprd  turned  his  eyes 
thoughtfully  on  the  young  speaker. 

"  You  were  with  me,  child,  when  the  little  cripple  sat  on  my 
knee  and  held  my  crucifix,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  "You  saw — 
you  heard  all.     What  did  I  do.? — what  did  I  say?" 

"  You  held  him  in  your  arms,  even  as  Christ  took  little 
children  in  His  arms  and  blessed  them,"  replied  Manuel,  "And 
you  prayed — and  in  your  prayer  you  said — '  King  and  Master  of 
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all  such  children,  even  as  Thou  wert  a  child  Thyself,  be  pleased 
to  heal  him  of  his  sad  infirmity.  For  if  Thou  wilt,  Thou  canst 
make  this  bent  body  straight,  and  these  withered  muscles 
strong, — from  death  itself  Thou  canst  ordain  life,  and  nothing 
is  impossible  unto  Thee  ! ' " 

There  was  a  pause.  Then  Manuel  added, — 
"That  is  what  you  said,  my  lord  Cardinal; — and  when  the 
child  went  away,  you  told  him  that  if  the  giving  of  your  own 
life  could  make  him  strong,  he  should  have  that  life  willingly. 
Some  people  might  say  that  without  meaning  it, — but  you 
meant  what  you  said, — every  word  came  straight  from  your 
heart !  And  should  it  then  surprise  you  that  God  has  granted 
your  prayer?" 

Prince  Sovrani  listened  to  the  dulcet  young  voice  with  a 
strange  emotion.  Something  holy  and  convincing  seemed  to 
emanate  from  the  boy's  very  presence,  and  though  he,  as 
became  a  modern  Italian,  was  thoroughly  sceptical  and 
atheistical,  and  would  have  willingly  argued  against  the  very 
words  of  Christ  as  written  in  the  Gospel,  some  curious  hesita- 
tion that  was  almost  shamefacedness,  held  him  silent.  But  the 
Cardinal  was  even  more  strongly  moved.  The  earnest  spirit 
of  truth  with  which  Manuel  appeared  always  to  be  environed, 
— his  simple  and  straight  enunciation  of  the  old,  oft-quoted 
phrases  used  by  the  Divine  Saviour  of  the  world, — and  then 
his  unfalteiing  memory  of  the  simple  prayer  which  had  been 
said  for  the  comfort  of  the  unfortunate  little  Fabien  Doucet, 
together  with  this  strange  and  unexpected  announcement  of 
the  child's  miraculous  cure,  —  these  things  rushed  over  the 
mind  of  the  good  Bonpre  like  an  overwhelming  flood,  and 

confused  his  brain strange  half-formed  thoughts  occurred  to 

him  which  he  dared  not  express,  chief  among  which  was  a  vague, 
a  terrifying  idea  that  the  young  boy  beside  him  who  spoke  so 
sweetly,  and  almost  so  commandingly,  must  surely  be  an 
Angel !  Strange  legends  of  the  Church  began  to  recur  to 
him;  —  legends  of  old-time  when  angels  had  descended  to 
walk  with  priests  in  their  monastic  seclusion,  and  instruct 
them  as  to  the  value  of  time,  as  in  the  "Legend  Beautiful," 
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when  the  monk  FeHx,  being  perplexed  by  the  phrase  **  a  day 
with  God  is  as  a  thousand  years,"  went  to  sleep  in  a  garden, 
soothed  by  the  singing  of  the  birds  at  sunset,  and  woke  up 
to  find  that  in  his  slumber  a  century  had  rolled  away  !  All 
manner  of  fantastic  notions  swept  in  upon  him,  and  he  grew 

suddenly  blind  and  dizzy rising  from  his  chair  totteringly 

he  extended  his  hands — then  suddenly  sank  back  again  in  a 
dead  faint !  Sovrani  caught  him  as  he  fell — and  Angela  ran 
for  water,  and  bathed  his  forehead  while  Manuel  took  his  hand 
.and  held  it  tenderly. 

"  Too  long  a  journey,  and  too  much  excitement !  "  said  the 
Prince, — "  Our  Felix  is  growing  old, — he  cannot  stand  fatigue. 
He  is  failing  fast ! " 

"  Oh  no  !  "  said  Manuel  brightly,  "  He  is  not  failing  !  He  is 
younger  by  far  than  he  seems !     He  is  too  strong  to  fail !  " 

And  as  he  spoke  the  Cardinal  opened  his  eyes  and  smiled 
•with  an  expression  of  perfect  rapture. 

"  Why,  what  has  ailed  me  ?  "  he  enquired,  looking  at  Angela's 
anxious  face,  "  I  had  but  gone  for  a  moment  into  the  presence 
of  my  Lord  ! "  Here  he  paused,  and  then  gradually  recovering 
himself  entirely,  sat  upright. 

"All  is  well  with  me  ! "  he  said,  pressing  the  hand  of  Manuel 
in  his  own,  and  releasing  it  again,  "  Do  not  fret,  Angela ! — it 
was  the  merest  passing  faintness.  Forgive  me,  brother,  for 
.alarming  you  !  As  for  the  letter  from  the  Vatican  concerning 
this  miracle,  I  must  present  myself  before  His  Holiness  and 
assure  him  that  I  knew  nothing  of  it, — that  I  did  no  more 
-than  pray — that  I  left  the  crippled  child  still  crippled — and 
that  if  indeed  it  be  true  he  is  healed,  it  is  by  the  merciful  act 
of  God  and  the  intervention  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Christ, 
.to  Whom  be  all  the  praise  and  glory  ! " 

He  rose  up  again  from  his  chair  and  stood  full  height, — a 
grand  and  beautiful  figure  of  noble  old  age,  transfigured  by 
the  light  of  some  never-aging  thought,  some  glorious  inspira- 
tion. And  Angela,  who  had  been  startled  and  alarmed  by  his 
sudden  fainting  fit,  was  even  more  overcome  by  the  sight  of 
him  thus  radiant  and  self-possessed,   and  dropping  on  her 
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knees  she  caught  his  hand  and  kissed  it,  her  tears  falling  fast. 
He  stooped  and  raised  her. 

"Child,  why  are  you  weeping?"  he  said  tenderly,  "Nay,  I 
am  not  so  weak  as  you  think  me  !  I  am  well — strong  ! — ready 
for  the  doing  of  many  things  in  my  Master's  service  !  Pietro, 
take  this  dear  girl  and  comfort  her !  "  and  he  put  her  gently 

into  her  father's  arms — "  For  myself,  I  have  work  to  do 

work    to   do! "   he   repeated   musingly, — "I    see   trouble 

ahead  ! — but  I  shall  face  it — and  if  God  please — overcome 
it!"     His  eyes  flashed,  and  after  a  moment  he  resumed,  "I 

will  write  to  Gherardi  now and  to-morrow, — to-morrow  I 

will  speak  ! " 

"Can  I  help  you,  brother?"  asked  the  Prince,  taken  out  of 
himself  by  the  air  of  splendour  and  sovereignty  which  seemed 
to  surround  the  Cardinal  as  with  a  divine  halo,  "You  are 
fatigued  with  your  journey, — let  me  write  for  you  ! " 

"  No,  Pietro  !  I  must  do  this  myself,  and  think  well  of  all 
I  should  say."  He  paused,  then  added,  "  They  tell  me  Claude 
Cazeau,  secretary  to  the  Archbishop  of  Rouen,  brought  the 
news  of  this  so-called  miracle  to  Rome.  I  should  have  liked 
to  have  seen  that  man  to-night." 

"You  will  see  him  at  the  Vatican,"  said  Sovrani,  with  a 
touch  of  irony,  "  That  will  be  time  enough  !  Oh,  innocent 
Felix!  Do  you  not  see  you  will  be  confronted  with  Cazeau? 
And  that  Gherardi  and  his  set  will  be  there  to  note  your  every 
look  and  gesture,  and  privately  judge  as  to  whether  you  and 
the  Archbishop  of  Rouen  concocted  the  miracle  between  you ! 
And  that  if  you  were  to  see  this  Cazeau  to-night,  that  very 
meeting  would  be  taken  as  a  sign  of  conspiracy ! " 

Over  the  pale  features  of  the  Cardinal  rushed  a  warm  glow 
of  indignation,  but  it  died  away  as  rapidly  as  it  had  come. 

"  True  ! "  he  said  simply,  "  I  forgot !  If  a  good  deed  is  done 
in  the  world  by  the  force  of  the  undefiled  Spirit  of  Christ,  it  is 
judged  as  trickery, — and  we  must  never  forget  that  even  the 
Resurrection  of  our  Blessed  Lord  from  the  dead  is  believed 
by  some,  to  be  a  mere  matter  of  conspiracy  among  His  disciples. 
True — I  forgot  the  blindness, — the  melancholy  blindness  of 
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the  world  !  But  we  must  always  say,  '  Father,  forgive  them, 
for  they  know  not  what  they  do  ! '  I  will  write  to  Gherardi, — 
and, — if  you  will  permit  me,  I  will  remain  in  my  own  rooms 
to-night  for  I  must  think  and  pray, — I  must  be  alone  .  .  ." 

"Without  me,  my  lord  Cardinal?"  asked  Manuel  softly. 

"  No,  not  without  you  ! "  and  Bonpre  looked  at  him  with  a 
smile,  "  Not  without  you  !  I  have  no  wish  to  be  so  much 
alone  as  your  absence  would  make  me  !     Come  ! " 

And  lifting  the  heavy  velvet  portiere  at  the  door,  he  held  it 
back  for  his  "foundling"  to  pass, — and  then  slowly  followed. 


XX 

ON  the  first  floor  of  an  ancient  mansion,  in  a  street  which 
slopes  down  towards  the  Tiber,  there  is  a  suite  of 
dreary  old  rooms  which  must  evidently  have  once  belonged 
to  some  great  "  Prince  of  the  Church  "  (to  use  the  term  which 
Cardinal  Bonprd  held  so  much  in  aversion,)  if  one  may  form 
any  opinion  from  the  ecclesiastical  designs  on  the  faded  green 
hangings,  which  cling  like  moss  to  the  damp  walls,  and  give 
an  additional  melancholy  to  the  general  gloom.  The  salon 
or  audience -chamber  is  perhaps  the  best  in  repair,  and 
possesses  a  gorgeous,  painted  ceiling,  bordered  by  a  frieze  of 
red  and  gold,  together  with  one  or  two  large  pictures,  which 
perhaps  if  cleaned  might  show  the  touch  of  some  "old  master," 
but  which  in  their  sad  condition  of  long  neglect,  present 
nothing  to  the  view  but  a  dark  blur  of  indistinct  outlines. 
The  rooms  in  their  entirety  composed  the  business,  or  town 
dwelling  of  Monsignor  Gherardi,  one  of  the  cleverest,  most 
astute,  and  most  unscrupulous  of  men,  to  whom  Religion  was 
nothing  more  than  a  means  of  making  money  and  gaining 
power.  There  was  scarcely  a  Roman  Catholic  "community  " 
in  the  world,  in  which  Gherardi  had  not  a  share; — and  he 
was   particularly  concerned   in    "miraculous   shrines,"   which 
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were  to  him  exactly  in  the  same  category  as  "companies"  are 
to  the  speculator  on  the  Stock  Exchange.  He  had  been 
cautious,  prudent,  and  calculating  from  his  earliest  years, — 
from  the  time  when,  as  the  last  male  scion  of  the  house  of 
Gherardi  he  had  been  educated  for  the  ecclesiastical  career 
at  the  "College  of  Nobles."  He  had  read  widely;  and  no 
religious  or  social  movement  took  place  anywhere  without 
his  knowing  of  it,  and  admitting  it  into  his  calculations  as 
a  sort  of  new  figure  in  his  banking  sum.  He  was  an  exten- 
sive shareholder  in  the  "  Lourdes "  business ;  and  a  careful 
speculator  in  all  the  religious  frenzies  of  the  uneducated  and 
superstitious.  His  career  had  been  very  successful  so  far. 
He  had  amassed  a  considerable  fortune ;  and  away  out 
towards  Frascati  he  had  a  superb  villa,  furnished  with  every 
modern  luxury  and  convenience,  (not  rented  in  his  own  name, 
but  in  that  of  a  man  whom  he  paid  heavily  to  serve  him  as 
his  tool  and  menial,) — where  a  beautiful  Neapolitan  danseuse 
condescended  to  live  as  his  mistress; — he  was  a  diplomat 
for  himself,  if  not  for  his  country,  and  kept  his  finger  on  the 
pulse  of  European  politics,  as  well  as  on  the  fluctuating  fevers 
of  new  creeds.  But  he  never  troubled  himself  seriously  as  to 
the  possible  growth  of  any  "movement,"  or  "society,"  or 
"  crusade  " ;  as  experience  had  taught  him  that  no  matter  how 
ardently  thinkers  may  propound  theories,  and  enthusiasts 
support  them,  there  is  always  a  dense  and  steady  wave  of 
opposition  surging  against  everything  new, — and  that  few  can 
be  found  whose  patience  will  hold  out  sufificiently  long  to 
enable  them  to  meet  and  ride  over  that  wet  wall  of  dull 
resistance. 

Monsignor  Gherardi  was  a  most  useful  man  at  the  Vatican, 
as  he  never,  failed  to  comfort  the  Pope  whenever  that  Holy 
Personage  was  cast  down  or  afraid  of  brooding  disasters. 
When  the  Representative  of  the  ever-merciful  Christ  ventured 
to  give  it  out  as  his  Christian  opinion  that  the  unhappy  and 
maltreated  Dreyfus  would  be  found  guilty  Monsignor  Gherardi 
smilingly  agreed  with  him.  When  His  Holiness  denounced 
Freemasonry  as  a  wicked  association,  formed  for  atheistical 
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and  revolutionary  purposes,  Gherardi,  though  he  knew  well 
enough  that  it  was  a  fraternity  formed  for  the  mutual  help 
and  sustainment  of  its  members,  denounced  it  too ; — in  the 
gardens  of  the  Vatican,  but  not  elsewhere.  There  was  nothing 
really  either  in  the  way  of  Freemasonry  or  other  sort  of 
"society,"  that  he  was  afraid  of;  —  no  anxiety  whatever 
troubled  his  mind,  except  the  possibility  of  losing  money 
by  some  incautious  speculation.  In  appearance  he  was  an 
exceedingly  handsome  man,  —  tall,  with  a  fine  figure  and 
commanding  features,  —  physical  advantages  which  greatly 
helped  him  to  enforce  his  spiritual  authority.  As  he  sat  in 
his  high-backed,  gilded  chair,  turning  over  papers  on  his 
desk,  docketing  this  and  marking  that  for  reference,  his  dark 
eyes  sparkling  with  avidity  as  he  counted  up  certain  dividends 
obtained  from  mysterious  shares  in  "  miracle  "  health  resorts, 
and  a  smile  of  satisfaction  playing  on  the  firm,  well-shaped 
curve  of  his  intellectual  but  hard  mouth,  he  looked  an  impos- 
ing personage  enough,  of  the  very  type  to  awe  the  weak 
and  timorous.  He  was  much  entertained  on  this  particular 
morning,  —  one  might  almost  say  he  was  greatly  amused. 
Quite  a  humorous  little  comedy  was  being  played  at  the 
Vatican, — a  mock-solemn  farce,  which  had  the  possibility  of 
ending  in  serious  disaster  to  the  innocent; — and  he,  as  a 
student  of  the  wily  and  treacherous  side  of  human  nature,  was 
rather  interested  in  its  development.  Cardinal  Felix  Bonpre, 
a  man  living  far  away  in  an  obscure  Cathedral-town  of  France, 
where  he  had  become  renowned  for  good  works  and  saintly 
living,  had  now,  after  many  years,  come  out  of  his  long 
voluntary  retirement,  and  had  performed  a  miracle ! 

"  And  very  well  done  too  ! "  murmured  Monsignor  Gherardi, 
smiling  to  himself,  "Well  prepared,  well  thought  out,  and 
successfully  accomplished  !  Our  good  Felix  is  much  cleverer 
than  I  gave  him  credit  for.  First,  he  wins  a  renown  for  good 
works, — then  he  starts  travelling  towards  Rome,  the  Mother 
of  our  Faith, — and  on  his  way  to  the  sacred  city  performs  a 
miraculous  cure  !  An  excellent  move  !  I  see  a  possibility  of 
making  the  Cathedral  of  Rouen  a  popular  shrine  for  healing. 
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Yes,  much  can  be  done  there  !     Only  I  am  sorry  that  Felix 

has  made  a  little  mistake  in  Paris just  a  little  mistake  ! — 

in  that  matter  of  Vergniaud.  And  it  is  exceedingly  unfortu- 
nate that  the  son  should  turn  out  to  be  Gys  Grandit.      No 

wonder  the  Holy  Father  is  troubled : no  wonder  !     It  is 

a  little  drama  of  the  age,  and  will  no  doubt  prove  complex  in 
its  movement,  and  worth  watching  ! "  Here  his  smile  broadened, 
— and  his  eyes  glittered  more  keenly  than  ever.  "  Yes  1 — it 
will  be  an  excitement ;  and  one  wants  a  little  excitement 
now  and  then   in   the   general   monotony.      Since   Agostino 

preached ; "    here   he   paused,    and   a   dark    contraction 

knitted  his  brows, — "  Let  me  see  ! — this  morning,  yes  ! — this 
morning  I  receive  the  English  Socialist,  Aubrey  Leigh." 

He  turned  in  his  chair,  and  glanced  at  the  dial  of  a  huge 
ticking  clock  behind  him,  and  saw  that  the  hands  were  close 
on  the  appointed  hour  of  eleven.  His  smile  slowly  dis- 
appeared, and   vanished   altogether   in  a  heavy  frown.       "A 

dangerous  man  I     I  do  not  like  his  book it  is  written  in 

melodramatic  style,  with  heat  and  with  enthusiasm,  and  will 
attract  the  vulgar.     He  must  be  suppressed — but  how  ?  " 

He  rose  and  paced  the  room  slowly,  his  long  white  hands 
clasped  behind  his  back,  and  the  frown  on  his  brows  deepened ; 
— how  suppress  a  man  who  had  announced  himself  as  free 
of  every  Church  and  Creed,  and  who  was  resolved  to  stand 
by  the  moral  ethics   of  Christ   only?     A   man  who  desired 

nothing  for  himself,  not  even  money ; "  But  stop  ! "  thought 

Gherardi,  —  "  that  is  absurd  !  Every  man  wants  money  ! 
Every  man  must  have  it,  and  the  more  he  has,  the  more  he 
seeks.  There  is  no  one  in  the  world  who  cannot  be  bought 
or  bribed  ! " 

At  that  moment  the  green  hangings  of  the  door  were  lifted, 
and  the  Italian  man-servant  announced, — 

"IlSignor  Aubri  Lee!" 

Gherardi,  who  in  his  pacing  to  and  fro  had  reached  the 
window,  wheeled  round  abruptly  and  faced  his  entering  visitor. 
The  light  fell  aslant  upon  his  stately  figure  as  he  drew  himself 
up  to  his  full  height,  and  greeted  Leigh  with  a  suavely  con- 
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descending  bow  and  smile,  while  Aubrey  in  turn  glanced  him 
up  and  down  with  a  pleasurable  consciousness  of  his  intel- 
lectual appearance,  and  evident  combative  temperament. 

"  You  are  welcome,  Mr.  Leigh,"  said  Gherardi,  speaking 
English  with  a  fluency  of  which  he  was  pardonably  proud, 
"  Your  letter  from  Florence  received  my  instant  attention,  and 

as  you  see,  I  have  made  it  a  point  to  receive  you  at  once 

in  spite  of  pressing  business.  Yes,  —  in  spite  of  pressing 
business  1  I  confess  I  have  been  curious  to  see  the  writer 
who  has  made  himself  so  obnoxious  to  our  dear  friends  and 
brothers,  the  English  clergy  ! " 

A  smile  that  was  brilliant,  but  which  conveyed  no  meaning 
whatever,  illumined  his  features ;  but  for  all  reply  to  these 
words  Aubrey  simply  bowed  and  remained  silent.  Gherardi 
glanced  at  him  sharply.  Was  he  intimidated  already  ?• — over- 
awed at  being  in  the  presence  of  one  who  was  known  to  be  a 
friend  and  confidant  of  the  Pope  ?  No — there  was  nothing 
of  fear  or  embarrassment  in  the  composed  attitude,  proud 
manner,  and  reserved  expression  of  this  slim,  muscular  man, 
with  the  bright  hair  and  keen  eyes, — and  Gherardi  dropped  his 
tone  of  patronage  for  one  of  courtesy. 

"Pray  sit  down  !"  he  said,  "I  understand  that  you  wish  to 
obtain  a  private  audience  of  the  Holy  Father.  That  of  course 
is  impossible  ! " 

Aubrey  drew  a  chair  slowly  towards  the  desk  where  Gherardi 
had  resumed  his  own  usual  seat,  and  raised  his  eyes  with  a 
curious  look  of  half-satirical  questioning. 

"Impossible  !"  he  said,  "And  why?" 

Gherardi  almost  laughed. 

"Why?  My  dear  sir,  is  it  necessary  to  ask?  Your  name 
is  sufficiently  well-known  !  and — I  am  sorry  to  tell  you  so, — 
but  it  is  quite  as  unpleasant  at  the  Vatican  as  that  of  Gys 
Grandit ! " 

"  Gys  Grandit  is  a  friend  of  mine,"  responded  Aubrey 
composedly,  "In  fact,  I  may  almost  say  he  is  my  disciple.  I 
found  him  working  in  the  fields  as  a  little  peasant  lad, — the 
love  child,  or  'bastard,'  to  put  it  roughly,  of  some  priest  whose 
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name  he  never  told  me.  He  was  helping  to  earn  daily  bread 
for  his  deserted  mother  whose  maiden  name  he  then  bore ; 
and  I  helped  to  train  his  evident  genius  in  the  way  it  has 
since  developed." 

*'  I  cannot  congratulate  you  on  your  pupil !  "  said  Gherardi, 
smiling  coldly,  "  The  offspring  of  a  priest's  sin  is  not  likely  to 
do  the  world  any  credit.  The  son  of  the  renegade  Abbe 
Vergniaud  may  become  notorious,  but  never  famous  ! " 

Aubrey  Leigh  started  up  from  his  chair  doubting  whether 
he  had  heard  aright. 

"  The   son   of  Abbe   Vergniaud ! "    he   exclaimed,    "  Is  it 

possible  I     No,  you  must  surely  be  mistaken  ! 1  know  the 

x\bbd — I  saw  him  in  Paris  but  a  fortnight  ago  ! " 

"  Indeed !  Well,  since  that  time  strange  things  have 
happened !"  said  Gherardi,  still  preserving  his  calm  inscrutability 
of  demeanour,  "  We  have  had  our  news  from  Monsignor 
Moretti,  our  envoy  on  secret  service  in  Paris.  To  put  it  briefly, — • 
Vergniaud,  for  no  particular  cause  whatever,  save  perhaps  the 
idea — (which  may  be  only  an  idea — )  that  he  is  going  to  die 
soon,  has  made  a  public  confession  of  his  twenty-five  year  old 
crime  and  hypocrisy,  in  a  blasphemous  address  preached  from 
the  pulpit  of  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette.  The  son,  known  to  the 
world  as  Gys  Grandit,  was  present  in  the  church,  and  fired  a 
pistol  shot  at  his  father,  hoping  to  murder  him, — then  came 
the  theatrical  denouement  of  the  w'hole  scene  ; — the  Abbe 
ordered  the  gendarmes  to  release  the  assassin,  pronouncing  him 
to  be  his  son.  And  finally — the  saddest  incident  of  all — 
there  took  place  the  mutual  pardon  and  reconciliation  of  both 
parties  in  the  presence  of  one  of  our  most  respected  and 
beloved  Princes  of  the  Church,  Cardinal  Felix  Bonpre, 
whose  grave  error  in  this  matter  is  causing  poignant  and 
loving  sorrow  to  the  Holy  Father !  " 

A  curious  expression  began  to  appear  in  the  delicate  lines 

of  Aubrey's  face an  expression  which  some  of  his  London 

audiences  knew  so  well,  and  which  generally  meant  war. 

"  You  surprise  me,  Monsignor,"  he  said  in  quiet  accents, — 
"Events  move  quickly,  I  know,  in  a  quickly  moving  age, — 
20 
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still  your  news  is  entirely  unexpected.  I  never  knew  till  nov7 
who  the  father  of  my  friend  Gys  Grandit  was ; — but  now  that 
I  do  know,  I  think  the  public  confession  you  tell  me  of,  was 
the  only  fitting  reparation  such  a  man  as  the  Abbe  could  make 
to  the  dead  woman  who  was  his  wife  in  the  sight  of  God,  as  well 
as  to  his  living  son,  and  the  public  generally.  I  never  quite 
liked  or  trusted  the  Abbe  ;  but  if  all  this  be  true,  he  has  risen 
a  hundred  per  cent,  in  my  opinion  !  As  for  Cardinal  Bonpre, 
one  of  the  noblest  and  purest  of  men,  you  surely  cannot  be  in 
earnest  when  you  speak  of  his  having  committed  a  grave  error  !" 

"  You  know  the  Cardinal  ? "  asked  Gherardi,  evading  the 
question. 

"  I  was  presented  to  him  in  Paris  the  day  before  I  left  for 
Florence,"  replied  Aubrey,  "  at  the  studio  of  his  niece,  Donna 
Angela  Sovrani." 

"Ah  !"  and  Gherardi  balanced  a  paper-knife  lightly  on  the 
point  of  his  long  forefinger,  "  An  unpleasant  woman  that !  One 
of  the  female  'geniuses'  who  presume  nowadays  to  compete 
with  men  in  art  and  literature  !  " 

"In  Donna  Sovrani's  case  there  can  be  no  question  of 
competition,"  answered  Leigh  quietly,  "She  is  by  far  and 
away  the  best  artist  of  her  time." 

"You  think  so?  Very  good,  very  good!"  and  Gherardi 
laughed  a  little,  "  You  are  very  chivalrous  !  You  have  a  touch 
of  the  American  in  you,  have  you  not  ?— there  is  a  tendency 
in  the  men  of  the  New  World  to  be  always  on  their  knees 
before  women  !     Strange,  very  strange  ! " 

"We  begin  our  lives  in  that  way,"  replied  Leigh,  "We 
kneel  to  our  mothers  !" 

A  slight  flush  reddened  Gherardi's  yellow  paleness.  But  he 
kept  his  smile  well  in  evidence. 

"  Charmingly  expressed  —  very  charmingly  ! "  he  said 
suavely,  "  And  so  you  have  met  our  dear  St,  Felix  !  Well, 
well !  And  did  he  tell  you  all  about  the  wonderful  miracle  he 
performed  at  Rouen  ?  " 

A  cloud  of  surprise  intermingled  with  contempt  darkened 
Leigh's  intellectual  brows. 
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"Never  !  "  he  said  emphatically,  "  I  should  not  have  thought 
so  much  of  him  if  he  had  laid  any  claim  to  such  a  pretence  !" 

Gherardi  laughed  again  softly. 

"What  a  pity,"  he  observed,  "What  a  pity  you  clever 
heretics  are  so  violent !  You  think  the  power  of  the  Church 
is  a  decaying  one,  and  that  our  Lord  has  ceased  to  supply  its 
ministers  with  the  Spirit  of  Grace  and  the  powers  of  healing  ? 
But  this  is  where  you  are  mistaken  !  The  Church — the 
Roman  Church — remains  as  it  always  was  and  always  will  be  ; 
impregnable  ! — the  source  of  inspiration,  the  seat  of  miracle, 
the  only  clue  and  road  to  everlasting  life  !  And  as  for  its 
power — "  here  he  closed  his  hand  and  dropped  it  on  the  table 
with  a  silent  force  which  was  strangely  expressive,  "its  power 
is  immeasurable  !  It  reaches  out  in  every  direction — it  grasps 
— it  holds, — it  keeps  !  Why  will  you  and  your  co-workers 
'kick  '  like  St.  Paul  'against  the  pricks'  ?  It  is  quite  useless  \ 
The  Church  is  too  strong  for  any  one  of  you — ay,  and  for 
any  army  of  you  !  Do  you  not  hear  the  Divine  Voice  from 
heaven  calling  daily  in  your  ears,  *  Why  persecutest  thou  Me  ?  '  " 

"Yes,"  answered  Aubrey  deliberately,  "I  hear  that  every 
time  I  enter  a  church  !  I  hear  it  every  time  I  see  an  ordained 
priest  or  minister  of  the  Gospel  misusing  his  time  in  construing 
to  his  own  purposes  the  classic  simplicity  of  Christ's  doctrine. 
In  some  places  of  worship,  such  as  the  tawdry  church  of  the 
'Annunziata'  in  Florence,  that  protest  seems  to  reach  its 
climax.  When  one  sees  the  unwashen  priests  expectorating 
every  five  minutes  or  so  ^  on  the  very  altars  where  they 
perform  Mass; — when  one  notes  the  dirt,  the  neglect,  the 
gimcrackery ;  —  the  sickening  and  barbarous  superstition 
everywhere  offered  as  being  representative  of  subhme  Deity,— 
the  Force  which  has  raised  the  heaven  above  us  with  its 
endless  star-patterns  of  living  universes, — then  the  cry  of 
'Why  persecutest  thou  Me?'  seems  to  roll  through  the 
arches  like  the  thunder  which  sometimes  precedes  a  general 
earthquake  ! " 

Leigh's  clear  penetrating  voice,  artistically  modulated  to  the. 

*  A  fact. 
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perfectly  musical  expression  of  thought,  was  not  without  its 
usual  effect,  even  on  a  mind  so  callous  as  that  of  Gherardi. 
He  moved  uneasily  in  his  chair, — he  was  inwardly  fuming 
with  indignation,  and  for  one  moment  was  inclined  to  assume 
the  melodramatic  pose  of  the  irate  Churchman,  and  make 
himself  into  the  figure  of  an  approved  "stage"  dignitary  of 
Religion,  with  outstretched  arm,  menacing  eyes,  and  words 
that  were  as  darts  to  wound  and  sting.  But  looking  under 
his  eyelids  at  the  cold,  half-satirical  tranquillity  of  Aubrey's 
pale,  clear-cut  features,  he  felt  that  any  attempt  at  "acting" 
his  part  would  be  seen  through  in  a  second,  by  a  man  who 
was  so  terribly  in  earnest.  So  with  a  benevolent  and  regretful 
air,  he  said, 

"Yes! — no  doubt  things  appear  to  you  as  they  do  not 
appear  to  us.  The  spirit  of  faith  enables  us  to  see  through 
all  unsatisfactory  outward  forms  and  ceremonies,  to  the  actual 
divine  mysteries  which  they  symbolise  ; — and  heretics  perceive 
incongruities,  where  we,  by  the  grace  of  God,  see  nothing  but 
harmony  !  And  though  you,  Mr.  Leigh,  receive  the  informa- 
tion with  incredulity  and  a  somewhat  blamable  indifference, 
it  is  a  matter  of  rejoicing  to  us  that  Cardinal  Bonpre  has 
performed  this  miracle  of  healing  at  Rouen.  It  would  have 
raised  him  to  a  very  high  place  indeed  in  the  Holy  Father's 
estimation,  had  it  not  been  for  the  strange  mistake  he  has 
unfortunately  made  with  respect  to  the  Abbe  Vergniaud." 

"  One  may  cure  a  sick  person  then,  but  one  must  not 
pardon  a  sinner?"  suggested  Aubrey,  "'For  whether  is  it 
easier  to  say,  Thy  sins  be  forgiven  thee ; '  or  '  Arise  and  walk '  ? 
The  one  is  considered  a  miracle ; — the  other  a  mistake  !  " 

Gherardi's  cold  eyes  glittered. 

"  We  will  not  go  into  the  technicalities  of  the  question,"  he 
said  frigidly,  "We  will  return  to  the  point  from  whence  we 
diverged.  Your  wish  expressed  in  this  letter,"  and  he  drew 
one  from  a  packet  on  the  table  and  glanced  it  over  in  a 
business-like  way,  "  was  to  obtain  a  private  audience  from  the 
Pope.  I  repeat  that  to  a  mere  civilian  and  socialistic  writer 
like  yourself,  that  is  impossible  !  " 
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Aubrey  sat  unmoved. 

"  I  suppose  if  I  were  a  prince  of  the  blood-royal  I  should 
not  be  refused  an  audience?"  he  said. 

Gherardi's  thick  dark  eyebrows  went  up  with  a  movement 
of  surprise  at  such  an  irrational  remark. 

"That  would  make  a  difference  certainly,"  he  answered 
smiling,  "The  claims  of  diplomacy  have  to  be  considered  !  " 

"  If  a  prince  of  the  blood-royal,  whose  i)rivate  life  was  a 
scandal  to  the  world — "  went  on  Aubrey,  "who  was  guilty  of 
every  vice  known  in  the  calendar, — who  was  neither  intelligent 
nor  sympathetic, — whose  whole  career  was  one  of  self  and  self- 
indulgence, — I  say  if  he  were  to  seek  a  private  audience  of  the 
man  who  is  declared  to  be  the  representative  of  Christ  in 
Christendom,  he  would  obtain  it !  On  the  other  hand,  if  a  man 
who  had  denied  himself  every  personal  gratification,  and  had 
sacrificed  his  whole  life  in  working  for  his  fellow-men,  and  in 
the  following  of  the  teachings  of  the  Gospel  as  far  as  it  was 
possible, — but  who  yet  had  got  no  further  in  world's  wealth 
than  to  be  earning  from  his  writings  a  few  hundreds  a  year, 
he  could  ftot  be  received  !  Monsignor,  this  may  be  diplomacy, 
but  it  is  not  Christianity  !  " 

"I  cannot  enter  into  these  matters  with  you "  began 

Gherardi  impatiently. 

"No,  you  cannot,  because  you  dare  not!"  said  Aubrey 
boldly.  "  Man,  you  are  not  a  Christian  !  Why  pretend  to  be 
one  ?  Is  it  not  time  you  left  off  feigning  what  you  do  not  feel  ? 
Is  it  not  preposterous  that  you,  at  your  years,  should  consent 
to  make  your  life  a  lie  in  the  face  of  Omnipresent  Deity?" 

Gherardi  rose  up  pale  and  trembling. 

"  Mr.  Leigh,  if  you  have  come  here  to  insult  me " 

"  Insult  you !  "  echoed  Aubrey,  "  Not  I !  I  would  make  a 
man  of  you  if  I  could, — but  that  is  too  late !  You  are  a 
witness  of  imposture  and  a  supporter  of  it, — and  we  are  none 
of  us  worthy  to  be  called  men  if  we  do  either  of  these  two 
things  !  You  know  as  well  as  I  do,  that  there  is  no  representa- 
tive of  the  blameless  Christ  at  the  Vatican, — you  know  there 
is  only  a  poor  weak  old  man,  whose  mind  is  swayed  by  the. 
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crafty  counsels  of  the  self-seeking  flatterers  around  him,  and 
who  passes  his  leisure  hours  in  counting  up  money,  and  in- 
venting new  means  of  gaining  it  through  forms  of  things  that 
should  be  spiritual  and  divine.  If  you  honestly  believe  Christ 
was  God  Incarnate,  how  dare  you  tamper  with  such  a  Supernal 
Mystery  ?  " 

Gherardi  turned  his  head  slowly  and  looked  round  at 
Aubrey, — then  recovering  his  composure,  sat  down  and  pre- 
tended to  turn  over  some  documents  on  the  table,  but  Aubrey 
went  on  undeterred  by  his  aspect  of  frigidity, 

"  How  dare  you,  I  say  ?  The  God  in  Man  !  Do  you  realize 
the  stupendous  meaning  of  such  a  phrase  ?  Do  you  not  see 
that  it  means  A  Divine  Life  palpitating  through  every  atom  of 
creation  ?  A  Force  so  great,  so  pure  and  majestic,  so  absolute 
in  Its  working  for  good,  and  yet  so  deliberate  in  Its  movements 
that  It  will  give  Its  creature  Man  whole  centuries  of  chance  to 
find  and  save  his  own  soul  before  utterly  destroying  him  ?  What 
has  this  sublime  Power  in  common  with  the  Pope,  who  shuts 
himself  up  in  his  palace,  a  voluntary  prisoner,  all  forsooth 
because  he  is  denied  temporal  power?  Temporal  power! 
What  is  temporal  power  compared  to  spiritual  power  !  If  he 
were  the  true  representative  of  Christ,  he  would  move  the 
world  by  deeds  of  benevolence,  goodness  and  sanctity  !  In 
such  a  case  as  that  of  the  unhappy  Dreyfus  for  instance,  he 
would  have  issued  a  solemn  warning  and  earnest  reproach  to 
the  French  nation  for  their  misguided  cruelty; — he  would 
have  travelled  himself  to  Rennes  to  use  his  personal  influence 
in  obtaining  an  innocent  man's  release  with  honour  1  That 
would  have  been  Christian  !  That  would  have  been  a  magnifi- 
cent example  to  the  world !  But  what  did  he  do  ?  Shut 
•comfortably  up  in  his  luxurious  palace  where  no  harm  could 
touch  him, — where  no  crucifixion  of  the  heart  or  soul  could 
torture  him, — he  announced  to  his  myrmidons  his  opinion  that 
the  wretched  martyr  would  be  found  guilty  !  And  who  can 
tell  but  that  his  utterance  thus  unchristianly  proclaimed  did 
not  help  to  sway  the  minds  of  the  Rennes  court-martial? 
Again,  why  are  there  so  many  poor  in  Italy?     If  the  Pope 
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■were  the  father  indeed  of  those  who  are  immediately  around 
him,  the  land  should  be  like  the  fabled  Paradise,  flowing  with 
milk  and  honey.  The  Vatican  is  full  of  money  and  jewels. 
'Sell  half  that  thou  hast  and  give  to  the  poor,'  was  the 
command  of  Christ.  Does  the  Pope  do  that  ?  Why  does  he 
not  go  out  among  the  people  and  work  in  active  sympathy 
with  them  ?  Christ  did  so  1  Christ  was  never  borne,  with 
solemn  flourish  of  trumpets,  like  a  mummy  in  a  chair,  under 
canopies  of  cloth  of  gold,  to  give  a  blessing  to  a  crowd  who 
had  got  admission  to  see  him  by  paid  ticket  I  Man,  man ! 
The  theatrical  jugglery  of  Rome  is  a  blasphemy  in  the  sight 
of  Heaven; — and  most  truly  did  St.  John  declare  this  city, 
throned  on  its  seven  hills,  to  be,  '  MYSTERY,  THE  MOTHER 
OF  HARLOTS  AND  ABOMINATIONS  OF  THE  EARTH.' 
And  most  clearly  does  God  say  at  this  period  of  our  time, 
*  Come  out  of  her,  My  people,  that  ye  be  not  partakers  of  her 
sins,  and  that  ye  receive  not  of  her  plagues  !  For  her  sins 
have  reached  unto  heaven,  and  God  hath  remembered  her 
iniquities  I '  The  days  of  evil  are  drawing  to  an  end ;  Rome 
must  fall ! " 

Gherardi's  breath  came  and  went  quickly, — but  he  kept  up 
the  outward  appearance  of  cold  composure. 

"You  rant  very  well,  Mr.  Leigh!"  he  said,  "Y'ou  would 
make  an  excellent  Hyde  Park  orator !  You  have  all  the 
qualities  which  attract  the  vulgar ;  but  we — we  of  the  Church 
know  quite  well  how  to  deal  with  men  of  your  class, — their 
denunciations  do  not  affect  us  at  all !  They  amuse  us  occa- 
sionally ;  and  sometimes  they  pain  us.  For  naturally  we 
grieve  for  the  backslidings  of  refractory  brethren.  We  regret 
the  clamourings  of  ignorance  which  arise  from  a  strong 
personal  desire  for  notoriety.  That  passage  in  the  Revelation 
of  St.  John,  has  been  quoted  scores  of  times  as  being 
applicable  to  Rome,  though  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  distinctly 
mentions  Babylon."  Here  he  smiled  suavely.  "And  thanks 
to  the  workings  of  an  All-wise  Influence,  Rome  was  never 
more  powerful  than  she  is  at  the  present  moment !  Her 
ramifications  are  everywhere  ;  and  in  England  she  has  obtained 
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a  firm  footing.  Your  good  English  Queen  has  never  uttered 
one  word  of  reproach  against  the  spread  of  our  Holy  Religion 
among  her  subjects !  Our  prayers  for  the  conversion  of 
England  will  yet  be  granted!" 

"  Not  while  I  live  ! "  said  Aubrey  firmly,  "  Not  while  I  can 
hold  back  but  a  handful  from  such  a  disaster,  and  that  handful 
shall  hold  back  yet  another  handful !  The  hand  of  Roman 
priestcraft  shall  never  weigh  on  England  while  there  are  any 
honest  men  left  in  it !  The  conversion  of  England  !  The 
retrogression  of  England  !  Do  you  think  such  a  thing  is  likely 
to  happen  because  a  few  misguided  clerics  choose  to  appeal 
to  the  silly  sentimentality  of  hysterical  women  with  such 
church  tricks  and  rags  of  paganism  as  incense  and  candles  ! 
Bah  !  Do  not  judge  the  English  inward  heart  by  its  small 
outward  follies,  IMonsignor  !  There  are  more  honest,  brave, 
and  sensible  folk  in  the  British  Islands  than  you  think  !  And 
though  our  foreign  foes  desire  our  fall,  the  seed  of  their  decay 
is  not  yet  in  us.'" 


XXI 

GHERARDI  waited  for  two  or  three  minutes  in  absolute 
silence.  Only  the  twitching  of  his  eyelids,  and  a  slight 
throbbing  in  the  muscles  of  his  throat  showed  with  what 
difficulty  he  suppressed  his  rising  fury.  But  his  astute  and 
crafty  powers  of  reasoning  taught  him  that  it  would  be  worse 
than  ridiculous  to  give  way  to  anger  in  the  presence  of  this 
cool,  determined  man,  who,  though  he  spoke  with  a  passion 
which  from  its  very  force  seemed  almost  to  sound  like  "the 
mighty  wind"  which  accompanied  the  cloven  tongues  of  fire 
at  the  first  Pentecost,  still  maintained  his  personal  calm, — 
that  immovable  calmness  which  is  always  the  result  of  strong 
inward  conviction.  A  dangerous  man  ! — yes,  there  was  no 
doubt  of  that !  He  was  one  of  those  concerning  whom 
Emerson  wrote,  "let  the  world  beware  when  a  Thinker  comes 
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into  it."  Aubrey  Leigh  was  a  Thinker, — and  more  than  that, 
he  was  a  Doer.  He  was  of  the  strong  heroic  type  of  genius 
that  turns  its  dreams  into  facts,  its  thoughts  into  deeds.  He 
did  not  talk,  in  common  with  so  many  men,  of  what  they 
considered  ought  to  be  done,  without  exerting  themselves  to 
do  it ; — he  was  sincerely  in  earnest,  and  cared  nothing  for  any 
personal  loss  or  inconvenience  he  might  suffer  from  carrying 
out  his  intentions.  And  Gherardi  saw  that  there  was  little  or 
no  possibility  of  moving  such  a  man  from  the  firm  ground  of 
truth  which  he  had  elected  to  stand  on.  There  is  nothing  so 
inconvenient  in  this  world  as  an  absolutely  truthful  person, 
who  can  both  speak  and  write,  and  has  the  courage  of  his 
convictions.  One  can  always  arrange  matters  with  liars, 
because  they,  being  hampered  by  their  own  deceits,  are 
compelled  to  study  ways,  means,  and  chances  for  appearing 
honest.  But  with  the  man  or  woman  who  holds  truth  dearer 
than  life,  and  honour  more  valuable  than  advancement,  there 
is  nothing  to  be  done,  now  that  governments  cannot  insist 
on  the  hemlock-cure,  as  in  the  case  of  Socrates.  Gherardi, 
looking  furtively  under  his  eyelids  at  Leigh's  strong  lithe 
figure,  and  classic  head,  felt  he  could  have  willingly  poisoned 
or  stabbed  him.  For  there  were  and  are,  great  interests  at 
stake  in  the  so-called  "conversion  of  England,"— it  is  truly 
one  of  the  largest  financial  schemes  ever  set  afloat  in  the 
world,  if  those  whose  duty  it  is  to  influence  and  control  events 
could  only  be  brought  to  see  the  practical  side  of  the  matter, 
and  set  a  check  on  its  advancement  before  it  is  too  late. 
Gherardi  knew  what  great  opportunities  there  were  in  embryo 
of  making  large  fortunes; — and  not  only  of  making  large 
fortunes  but  of  obtaining  incredible  power.  There  was  a 
great  plan  afoot  of  drawing  American  and  English  wealth  into 
the  big  Church-net  through  the  medium  of  superstitious  fear 
and  sentimental  bigotry, — and  an  opposer  and  enemy  like 
Aubrey  Leigh,  physically  handsome,  with  such  powers  of 
oratory  as  are  only  granted  to  the  very  few,  was  capable  of 
influencing  women  as  well  as  men — and  women,  as  Gherardi 
well  recognised,  are  the  chief  supporters  of  the  Papal  system.. 
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Uneasily  he  thought  of  a  certain  wealthy  American  heiress 
whom  he  had  persuaded  into  thinking  herself  specially 
favoured  and  watched  over  by  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  who, 
overcome  by  the  strong  imaginary  consciousness  of  this 
heavenly  protection,  had  signed  away  in  her  will  a  million  of 
pounds  sterling  to  a  particular  "shrine  "  in  which  he  had  the 
largest  share  of  financial  profit.  Now,  suppose  she  should 
•chance  to  come  within  the  radius  of  Leigh's  attractive 
personality  and  teaching,  and  revoke  this  bequest?  Deeply 
incensed,  he  sat  considering,  yet  he  was  conscious  enough  of 
tiis  own  impotency  to  persuade  or  move  this  man  a  jot. 

*'  I  am  sorry,"  he  said  at  last  without  raising  his  eyes,  and 
■<a,refully  preserving  an  equable  and  mild  tone  of  voice,  "  I  am 
:sorry  you  are  so  harsh  in  your  judgments,  Mr.  Leigh; — and 
still  more  sorry  that  you  appear  to  be  bent  on  opposing  the 
Roman  Catholic  movement  in  England.  I  will  do  you  the 
justice  to  believe  that  you  are  moved  by  a  sincere  though 
erroneous  conviction, — and  it  is  out  of  pure  kindness  and 
interest  in  you  that  I  warn  you  how  useless  you  will  find  the 
task  in  which  you  have  engaged.  The  force  of  Rome  is 
impregnable  1 — the  interpretation  of  the  Gospel  by  the  Pope 
infallible.  Any  man,  no  matter  how  gifted  with  eloquence,  or 
moved  by  what  he  imagines  to  be  truth — (and  alas  !  how 
often  error  is  mistaken  for  truth  and  truth  for  error ! — )  must 
be  crushed  in  the  endeavour  to  cope  with  such  a  divinely 
ordained  power." 

"The  Car  of  Juggernaut  was  considered  to  be  divinely 
ordained,"  said  Aubrey,  "And  the  wretched  and  ignorant 
populace  flung  themselves  under  it  in  the  fit  of  hysterical 
mania  to  which  they  were  excited  by  the  priests  of  the  god, 
and  so  perished  in  their  thousands.  Not  they  were  to  blame ; 
but  the  men  who  invented  the  imposture  and  encouraged  the 
slaughter.  They  had  an  ideal ; — the  priests  had  none  !  But 
Juggernaut  had  its  end — and  so  will  Rome  ! " 

"You  call  yourself  a  Christian?"  asked  Gherardi,  with  a 
touch  of  derision. 

"  Most  assuredly  I  do  ! "  replied  Aubrey,  "  Most  assuredly  I 
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am  1  I  love  and  honour  Christ  with  every  fibre  of  my  being  ! 
I  long  to  see  that  Divine  Sj)lendour  of  the  ages  stand  out 
white  and  shining  and  free  from  the  mud  and  slime  with  which 
His  priests  have  bespattered  Him.  I  believe  in  Him 
absolutely  !  But  I  can  find  nowhere  in  His  Gospel  that  He 
wished  us  to  turn  Religion  into  a  sort  of  stock-jobbing  com- 
pany managed  by  sacerdotal  directors  in  Rome  !  " 

"What  do  you  know  about  the  'sacerdotal  directors '  as  you 
call  them,  of  Rome?"  asked  Gherardi  slowly,  his  eyes  narrow- 
ing at  the  corners,  and  his  whole  countenance  expressing 
ineffable  disdain,  "  Do  you  think  we  give  out  the  complex 
and  necessary  workings  of  our  sacred  business  to  the  un- 
educated public?" 

"No,  I  do  not,"  replied  Aubrey,  "For  you  keep  the  public 
in  the  dark  as  much  as  you  can.  Your  methods  of  action  are 
precisely  those  of  the  priests  of  ancient  Egypt,  who  juggled 
with  what  they  were  pleased  to  call  their  sacred  '  mysteries '  in 
precisely  the  same  way  as  you  do.  Race  copies  race.  Roman 
Christianity  is  grafted  upon  Roman  Paganism.  ^^'hen  the 
Apostles  were  all  dead,  and  their  successors  (who  had  never 
been  in  personal  touch  with  Christ,)  came  on  to  the  scene  of 
action,  they  discovered  that  the  people  of  Rome  would  not  do 
"without  the  worship  of  woman  in  their  creed,  so  they  cleverly 
substituted  the  Virgin  Mary  for  Venus  and  Diana.  They 
turned  the  statues  of  gods  and  heroes  into  figures  of  Apostles 
and  Saints.  They  knew  it  would  be  unwise  to  deprive  the 
populace  of  what  they  had  been  so  long  accustomed  to,  and 
therefore  they  left  them  their  swinging  censers,  their  gold 
chalices,  and  their  symbolic  candles.  Thus  it  is  that  Roman 
Catholicism  became,  and  is  still,  merely  a  Christian  form  of 
Paganism  which  is  made  to  pay  successfully,  just  as  the  feasts 
and  Saturnalia  of  ancient  days  were  made  to  pay  as  spectacular 
and  theatrical  pastimes.  I  should  not  blame  your  Church  if 
it  declared  itself  to  be  an  offshoot  of  Paganism  at  once, — 
Paganism,  or  any  other  form  of  faith,  deserves  respect  so  long 
as  its  priests  and  followers  are  sincere  ;  but  when  their  belief 
is  a  mere  pretence,  and  their  system  degenerates  into  a  scheme 
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of  making  money  out  of  the  fond  faiths  of  the  ignorant,  then  I 
consider  it  is  time  to  protest  against  such  blasphemy  in  the 
presence  of  God  and  all  things  divine  and  spiritual ! " 

Gherardi  had  listened  to  these  words  very  quietly,  his  coun- 
tenance gradually  relaxing  and  smoothing  into  an  amiable 
expression  of  forbearance.  He  looked  up  now  at  Aubrey 
with  a  smile  that  was  almost  benignant. 

"You  are  quite  right,  Mr.  Leigh  !"  he  said  gently,  "  I  begin 
to  understand  you  now  !  I  see  that  you  have  studied  deeply, 
and  you  have  thought  still  more.  If  you  will  continue  your 
studies  and  your  thinking  also,  you  will  see  how  difficult  it  is 
for  us  to  move  as  rapidly  with  the  times  as  you  would  have  us 
do.  You  must  remember  that  it  would  be  quite  possible  for 
Holy  Mother-Church  to  rise  at  once  to  the  high  scientific  and 
psychical  position  you  wish  her  to  adopt,  if  it  were  not  for  the 
mass  of  the  ignorant,  with  whom  one  must  have  patience  !  You 
are  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life — you  are  zealous — eager  for  im- 
provement,— yes ! — ^all  that  is  very  admirable  and  praiseworthy. 
But  you  forget  the  numerous  and  widely  differing  interests 
with  which  we  of  the  Church  have  to  deal.  For  the  great 
majority  of  persons  it  would  be  useless,  for  example,  to  give 
them  lessons  on  the  majesty  of  God's  work  in  the  science  of 
Astronomy.  They  would  be  confused,— bewildered,  and  more 
or  less  frightened  out  of  faith  altogether.  They  must  have 
something  tangible  to  cling  to — for  instance, — "  and  he  pressed 
the  tips  of  his  fingers  delicately  together,  "there  are  grades  of 
intelligence  just  as  there  are  grades  of  creation ;  you  cannot 
instruct  a  caterpillar  as  you  instruct  a  man.  Now  there  are 
many  human  beings  who  are  of  the  caterpillar  quality  of  brain 
— what  are  you  to  do  with  them  ?  They  would  not  understand 
God  as  manifested  in  the  solar  system,  but  they  would  try  to 
please  some  favourite  Saint  by  good  conduct.  Is  it  not  better 
that  they  should  believe  in  the  Saint  than  in  nothing  ?  " 

"I  cannot  think  it  well  for  anyone  to  believe  in  a  lie,"  said 
Aubrey  slowly,  taken  aback  despite  himself  by  Gherardi's 
sudden  gentleness,  "There  is  a  magnificent  simplicity  in 
truth; — truth  which,  the  more  it  is  tested,  the  truer  proves. 
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^\^^ere  is  there  any  necessity  of  falsehood  ?  Surely  the  marvels 
of  nature  could  be  explained  with  as  much  ease  as  the  supposed 
miracles  of  a  Saint?" 

"I  doubt  it!"  answered  Gherardi  smiling,  "You  must 
admit,  my  dear  sir,  that  our  scientific  men  are  a  great  deal  too 
abstruse  for  the  majority ; — in  some  cases  they  are  almost  too 
abstruse  for  themselves  !  You  spoke  just  now  of  the  priests  of 
Egypt ; — the  oracles  of  Memphis  were  clear  reading  compared 
with  the  involved  sentences  of  some  of  our  modern  scientists! 
Scientific  books  are  hard  nuts  to  crack  even  for  the  highly 
educated ;  but  for  the  uneducated,  believe  me,  the  personality 
of  a  Saint  is  much  more  consoling  than  the  movements  of  a 
star.  Besides,  Humanity  must  have  something  human  to  love 
and  to  revere.  The  infinite  gradations  of  the  Mind  of  God 
through  Matter,  appeal  to  none  but  those  of  the  very  highest 
intellectual  capability." 

Aubrey  was  silent  a  moment,  then  he  said, 

"But  even  the  most  ignorant  can  understand  Christ, — 
Christ  as  He  revealed  Himself  to  the  world  in  perfect  beauty 
and  simplicity  as  'a  Man  of  Sorrows  and  acquainted  with 
grief.'  There  needs  no  Vatican,  no  idolatry  of  the  Pope,  no 
superstitious  images,  no  shrines  of  healing  or  reliquaries  to 
explain  His  sublime  intention  !" 

"  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Leigh,  you  entertain  a  very  optimistic 

view  of  mankind  ! "  said  Gherardi,  "  Unfortunately  Christ  is 

not  enough  for  many  people.     Christ  was  an  Incarnation  of 

God,  and  though  He  became  Man,  He  'knew  not  sin.'     He 

therefore  stands  apart ;  an  Example,  but  not  a  Companion. 

There  are  a   certain   class  of  sinners  who  like  to  think  of 

Saints; — human  beings  constituted  like  themselves,  who  have 

committed  errors,  even  crimes,  and  repented  of  them.     This 

is  a  similar  spirit  to  that  of  the  child  who  catches  hold  of  any 

convenient  support  he  can   find  to  guide  his  first  tottering 

steps  across  the  floor  to  his  mother,  —  the  Saint  helps  the 

feeble-footed  folk  to  totter  their  way  towards  Christ.     I  assure 

you,  our  Church  considers  everything  that  is  necessary  for  the 

welfare  of  its  weakest  brethren." 


3i8  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

"Yes,  I  grant  that  it  is  full  of  subtle  means  for  approach- 
ing and  commanding  the  ignorant,"  said  Aubrey,  "  But  to 
the  intellectual  forces  it  offers  no  progress." 

"  The  intellectual  forces  can  clear  their  own  way  ! "  declared 
Gherardi,  rising  to  his  full  imposing  height,  and  beaming 
sovereign  benevolence  on  his  visitor,  "and  can,  if  they  choose, 
make  their  own  Church  !  This  is  an  age  of  freedom,  and  no 
restraint  is  placed  on  the  action  of  the  intellectually  free.  But 
the  ignorant  must  always  form  the  majority ;  and  in  their 
ignorance  and  helplessness,  will  do  wisely  to  remain,  like 
obedient  children,  under  the  sway  of  Rome  ! " 

Aubrey  rose  also,  and  could  not  forbear  an  involuntary 
glance  of  reluctant  admiration  at  the  stately  figure  and  com- 
manding attitude  of  the  man  who  confronted  him  with  such  a 
pride  in  the  persistent  Jesuitical  conviction  that  even  a  Lie 
may  be  used  in  religion  for  the  furtherance  of  conversion  to  the 
Truth. 

"I  do  not  see,"  Gherardi  went  on,  smiling  blandly,  "why 
after  all,  you  should  not  be  received  by  the  Holy  Father.  I 
will  try  to  arrange  it  for  you.  But  it  would  avail  you  very  little, 
I  imagine,  as  he  is  not  strong,  and  would  not  be  capable  of 
conversing  with  you  for  more  than  a  few  minutes.  I  think  it 
would  serve  your  purpose  much  more  to  carefully  study  the 
movements,  and  the  work  of  what  you  call  '  the  stock-jobbing 
company  of  sacerdotal  directors,'"  and  here  his  smile  became 
still  more  broadly  benevolent,  "and  take  note  of  their  divisions 
and  subdivisions  of  influence,  which  extend  from  the  very 
poorest  and  most  abandoned  to  the  very  highest  and  most 
cultured.  You  will  then  understand  why  I  maintain  that 
Rome,  as  a  power,  is  impregnable ; — and  why  some  of  the  more 
far-sighted  and  prophetic  among  us  look  upon  the  Conversion 
of  England  as  an  almost  accomplished  fact ! " 

Aubrey  smiled  ;  but  he  was  not  without  the  consciousness 
that  from  his  own  particular  point  of  view  Gherardi  had  some 
excuse  for  his  belief. 

"  According  to  your  own  written  opinions,"  went  on  Gherardi„ 
"  for  I  have  read  your  books, — the  Church  of  England  is  in  a 
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bad  way.  Its  Ritualistic  form  is  very  nearly  Roman.  Some 
of  your  Archbishops  confess  to  a  liking  for  incense  !  You 
admit  that  the  stricter  forms  of  Protestantism  do  not  comfort 
the  sick  soul  in  times  of  need ;  well,  what  would  you  Socialists 
and  Freethinkers  have?  Would  you  do  without  a  Church- 
altogether?" 

"  No,"  said  Aubrey  quickly,  "But  we  would  have  a  purified 
Church, — a  House  of  Praise  to  God — without  any  superstition 
or  dogma." 

"You  must  have  dogma,"  said  Gherardi  complacently,  "You 
must  formulate  something  out  of  a  chaos  of  opinion.  As  for 
superstition,  you  will  never  get  rid  of  that  weakness  out  of  the- 
human  composition.  If  the  Church  gives  nothing  for  this 
particular  mood  of  man  to  feed  on,  man  will  invent  something 
else  outside  the  Church.  My  dear  sir,  we  have  thought  of  all 
these  difficulties  for  ages  !  In  religion  one  cannot  appeal  solely 
to  the  intellect.  One  must  touch  the  heart— the  emotions. 
Music,  painting,  colour,  spectacle,  all  these  are  permitted  us  to- 
use  for  the  good  purpose  of  lifting  the  soul  of  a  sinner  to 
contemplate  something  better  than  himself.  Women  and 
little  children  enter  the  Church  as  well  as  men, — would  you 
have  them  find  no  comfort  ?  Must  a  woman  with  a  broken 
heart  take  her  sorrows  to  the  vast  Silence  of  an  unreachable 
God  among  universes  of  star  systems  ?  Or  shall  she  find  hope, 
and  a  gleam  of  comfort  in  a  prayer  to  a  woman  of  the  same 
clay  as  herself  in  the  person  of  the  Virgin  Mary  ?  And  re- 
member, there  is  something  very  beautiful  in  the  symbol  of 
the  Virgin  as  applied  to  womanhood  !  The  Mother  of  God ! 
Does  it  not  suggest  to  your  poetical  mind  that  woman  is 
destined  always  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  God  ? — that  is,  mother 
of  the  perfect  man  when  that  desirable  consummation  shall  be 
accomplished?" 

"I  have  never  doubted  it !  "  said  Aubrey,  "The  Mother  of 
Christ  is  to  me  a  symbol  of  womanhood  for  all  time  !  " 
Gherardi  smiled. 

"  Good  !     Then  in  spite  of  your  denunciations  you  come  very 
near  to  our  faith  ! " 
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"  I  never  denied  the  beauty,  romance,  or  mysticism  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Faith,"  said  Aubrey,  "  If  it  were  purified  from 
the  accumulated  superstition  of  ages,  and  freed  from  intoler- 
-ance  and  bigotry,  it  would  perhaps  be  the  grandest  form  of 
Christianity  in  the  world.  But  the  rats  are  in  the  house,  and 
the  rooms  want  cleaning  !  " 

"  In  every  house  there  are  those  rats — in  every  room  there 
is  dirt !"  said  Gherardi,  "Presuming  that  you  speak  in  a  moral 
sense.  What  of  your  Houses  of  Parliament  ?  What  of  the 
French  Senate?  What  of  the  Reichstag?  What  of  the 
Russian  Autocracy? — the  American  Republic?  In  every 
quarter  the  rats  squeal,  and  the  dirt  gathers  !  The  Church  of 
Rome  is  purity  itself  compared  to  your  temporal  governments  ! 
My  dear  sir,"  and  approaching,  he  laid  a  kindly  hand  on 
Aubrey's  arm,  "  I  would  not  be  harsh  with  you  for  the  world  ! 
I  understand  your  nature  perfectly.  It  is  full  of  enthusiasm 
and  zeal  for  righteousness, — -your  heart  warms  to  the  sorrows 
of  humanity,  —  you  would  lift  up  the  whole  world  to 
God's  footstool ;  you  would  console — you  would  be  a  bene- 
factor— you  would  elevate,  purify,  rejuvenate,  inspire  !  Yes  ! 
This  is  a  grand  mood  —  one  which  has  fired  many  a 
would-be  reformer  before  you, — but  you  forget!  It  is  not 
the  Church  against  which  you  should  arm  yourself — it  is  the 
human  race!  It  is  not  one  cr  many  religious  systems  with 
which  you  should  set  yourself  to  contend— it  is  the  blind 
brutishness  of  man  ! "  As  he  spoke,  his  tall  form  appeared 
to  tower  to  an  even  greater  height,  —  his  eyes  flashed, 
and  the  intellectual  pride  and  force  of  his  character  became 
apparent  in  every  feature  of  his  face.  "If  humanity  in  the 
mass  asked  us  for  Christ  only  ;  if  men  and  women  would  deny 
themselves  the  petty  personal  aim,  the  low  vice,  the  crawling 
desire  to  ingratiate  themselves  with  Heaven,  the  Pharisaical 

affectation  of  virtue if  they  would  themselves  stand  clear 

of  '  vain  repetition '  and  obstinate  egoism,  and  would  of  them- 
selves live  purely,  the  Church  would  be  pure  !  May  I  venture 
to  suggest  to  you  that  men  make  the  Church,  not  the  Church 
the  men  ?     We  try  to  supply  the  spiritual  needs  of  the  human 
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being,  such  as  his  spiritual  needs  at  present  are, — when  he 
demands  more,  we  will  give  him  more.  At  present  his  needs 
are  purely  personal,  and  therefore  low,  and  tainted  with  sen- 
suality,— yet  we  drag  him  along  through  these  emotions  as  near 
to  the  blameless  Christ  as  we  can.  When  he  is  impersonal 
enough,  unselfish  enough,  loyal-hearted  enough,  to  stand  face 
to  face  with  the  glorious  manifestation  of  the  Deity  unaided, 
we  can  cast  away  his  props,  such  as  superstitious  observances, 
Saints  and  the  like,  and  leave  him, — but  then  the  Millennium 
will  have  come,  and  there  will  be  new  heavens  and  a  new 
earth  ! " 

He  spoke  well,  with  force  and  fervour,  and  Aubrey  Leigh 
was  for  a  moment  impressed.  After  a  slight  pause  however, 
he  said, 

"You  admit  the  ignorance  of  human  beings,  and  yet — you 
would  keep  them  ignorant  ?  " 

"  Keep  them  ignorant !  "  Gherardi  laughed  lightly.  "  That 
is  more  than  any  of  us  can  do  nowadays  !  Every  liberty  is 
afforded  them  to  learn, — and  if  they  still  remain  barbarous  it  is 
because  they  elect  to  be  so.  But  Rome's  duty  is  to  look  after 
the  ignorant  more  than  the  cultured  !  Quite  true  it  is  that 
the  Pope  lost  a  magnificent  opportunity  in  the  Dreyfus  affair, 
— if  he  had  spoken  in  favour  of  mercy  and  justice  he  would 
have  won  thousands  of  followers  ;  being  silent  he  has  lost 
thousands.  But  this  should  be  a  great  satisfaction  to  you, 
Mr.  Leigh  !  For  if  the  Holy  Father  had  given  an  example  to 
the  Catholic  clergy  to  act  in  the  true  Christian  spirit  towards 
Dreyfus,  the  Conversion  of  England  might  have  been  so 
grafted  on  enthusiastic  impulse,  as  to  be  a  much  nearer  possi- 
bility than  it  is  now  !  " 

Aubrey  was  silent. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Leigh,  I  think  you  have  gained  sufficient  insight 
into  my  views  to  judge  me  with  perhaps  greater  favour  than 
you  were  inclined  to  do  at  the  beginning  of  our  interview," 
continued  Gherardi,  "  I  assure  you  that  I  shall  watch  your 
career  with  the  greatest  interest !  You  have  embarked  in  a 
most  hopeless  cause, — you  will  try  to  help  the  helpless,  and 
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as  soon  as  they  are  rescued  out  of  trouble,  they  will  turn  and 
rend  you, — you  will  try  to  teach  them  the  inner  mysteries  of 
God's  working,  and  they  will  say  you  are  possessed  of  a  devil ! 
You  will  endeavour  to  upset  shams  and  hypocrisies,  and  the 
men  of  your  press  will  write  you  down  and  say  you  are  seeking 
advertisement  and  notoriety  for  yourself.  Was  there  ever  a 
great  thinker  left  unmartyred  ?  Or  a  great  writer  that  has  not 
been  misunderstood  and  condemned?  You  wish  to  help  and 
serve  humanity  !  Enthusiast !  You  would  do  far  better  to 
help  and  serve  the  Church !  For  the  Church  rewards ; 
humanity  has  cursed  and  killed  every  great  benefactor  it  ever 
had,  including  Christ  I ''^ 

The  terrible  words  beat  on  Aubrey's  ears  like  the  brazen 
clang  of  a  tocsin, — he  knew  they  were  true.  But  he  held  his 
ground. 

"There  are  worse  things  than  death,"  he  said  simply. 

Gherardi  smiled  kindly. 

"And  there  are  worse  things  than  life!"  he  said,  "Life 
holds  a  good  many  harmless  enjoyments,  which  I  am  afraid 
you  are  putting  away  from  you  in  your  prime,  for  the  sake  of 
a  mere  chimera.  But — after  all,  what  does  it  matter !  One 
must  have  a  hobby  !  Some  men  like  horse-racing,  others 
book-collecting, — others  pictures,— and  so  forth — you  like  the 
religious  question !  Well,  no  doubt  it  affords  you  a  great 
many  opportunities  of  studying  character.  I  shall  be  very 
?>appy — "  here  he  extended  his  hand  cordially,  "  to  show  you 
anything  that  may  be  of  interest  to  you  in  Rome,  and  to 
present  you  to  any  of  our  brethren  who  may  assist  you  in  your 
researches.     I  can  give  you  a  letter  to  RampoUa — — " 

Aubrey  declined  the  offered  introduction  with  a  decided 
negative  shake  of  his  head. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  know  Cardinal  Bonpre ;  that  is 
enough  ! " 

"But  there  is  a  great  difference  between  Rampolla  and 
Bonpre,"  said  Gherardi,  with  twinkling  eyes,  "  Bonpre  is 
scarcely  ever  in  Rome.  He  lives  a  life  apart — and  has  for  a 
long  while  been  considered  as  a  kind  of  saint  from  the  privacy 
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and  austerity  of  his  life.  But  he  has  heralded  his  arrival  in 
the  Eternal  City  triumphantly,  as  I  have  told  you, — by  the 
performance  of  a  miracle  !  What  do  you  say  to  this  ? — you 
who  would  do  away  with  things  miraculous  ? " 

"  I  say  nothing  till  I  hear,"  answered  Aubrey,  "  I  must 
know  what  the  nature  of  the  so-called  miracle  is.  I  am  a 
believer  in  soul-forces,  and  in  the  exhalation  of  spiritual 
qualities  affecting  or  influencing  others ;  but  in  this  there  is 
no  miracle, — it  is  simply  natural  law." 

"Well,  you  must  interview  the  Cardinal  yourself,"  said 
Gherardi  indulgently,  "and  tell  me  afterwards  what  you  think 
about  it,  if  indeed  you  think  anything.  But  you  will  not  find 
him  at  home  this  morning.     He  is  summoned  to  the  Vatican." 

"  On  account  of  the  miracle  ? — or  the  scandal  affecting  the 
Abbe  Vergniaud  ?  "  asked  Aubrey. 

"  Both  matters  are  under  discussion,  I  believe,"  replied 
Gherardi  evasively,  "  But  they  are  not  in  my  province.  Now, 
can  I  be  of  any  further  service  to  you,  Mr.  Leigh?" 

"  No  !  I  am  sorry  to  have  taken  up  so  much  of  your  time," 
said  Aubrey,  "  But  I  think  I  understand  your  views " 

"I  hope  you  do,"  interrupted  Gherardi,  "And  that  you  will 
by  and  by  grasp  the  fact  that  my  views  are  shared  by  almost 
everyone  holding  any  Church  authority.  But  you  must  go 
about  in  Rome,  and  make  enquiries  for  yourself  .  .  .  now, 
let  me  see  !     Do  you  know  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Oh,  you  must  know  her, — she  is  a  great  friend  of  Donna 
Sovrani's,  and  a  witty  and  brilliant  personage  in  herself.  She 
is  rather  of  your  way  of  thinking,  and  so  is  out  of  favour  with 
the  Church.  But  that  will  not  matter  to  you ;  and  you  will 
meet  all  the  dissatisfied  and  enthusiastic  of  the  earth  in  her 
salons  !     I  will  tell  her  to  send  you  a  card." 

Aubrey  said  something  by  way  of  formal  acknowledgment, 
and  then  took  his  leave.  He  was  singularly  depressed,  and 
his  face,  always  quick  to  show  traces  of  thought,  had  some- 
what lost  its  former  expression  of  eager  animation.  The  wily 
Gherardi  had  for  the  time  so  influenced  his  sensitive  mind  as 
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to  set  it  almost  to  the  tune  of  the  most  despairing  of  Tenny- 
son's "Two  Voices," 

"A  life  of  nothings,  nothing  worth, 
From  that  first  nothing  ere  his  birth, 
To  that  last  nothing  under  earth." 

What  was  the  use  of  trying  to  expound  a  truth,  if  the  majority 
preferred  a  lie  ? 

"Will  one  bright  beam  be  less  intense, 
When  thy  peculiar  difference 
Is  cancelled  in  the  world  of  sense?" 

And  Gherardi  noted  the  indefinable  touch  of  fatigue  that  gave 
the  slight  droop  of  the  shoulders  and  air  of  languor  to  the 
otherwise  straight  slim  figure  as  it  passed  from  his  presence, — 
and  smiled.  He  had  succeeded  in  putting  a  check  on  unselfish 
ardour,  and  had  thrown  a  doubt  into  the  pure  intention  of 
enthusiastic  toil.  That  was  enough  for  the  present.  And 
scarcely  had  Aubrey  crossed  the  threshold — scarcely  had  the 
echo  of  his  departing  footsteps  died  away — when  a  heavy 
velvet  curtain  in  the  apartment  was  cautiously  thrust  aside, 
and  Monsignor  Moretti  stepped  out  of  a  recess  behind  it, 
with  a  dignity  and  composure  which  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  any  but  an  Italian  priest  convicted  of  playing  the 
spy.     Gherardi  faced  him  confidently. 

"Well?"  he  said,  with  a  more  exhaustive  enquiry  expressed 
in  his  look  than  in  the  simple  ejaculation. 

"  Well ! "  echoed  Moretti,  as  he  slowly  advanced  into  the 
centre  of  the  room,  "  You  have  not  done  as  much  as  I  expected 
you  would.  Your  arguments  were  clever,  but  not — to  a  man 
of  his  obstinacy, — convincing." 

And  sitting  down,  he  turned  his  dark  face  and  gleaming 
eyes  full  on  his  co?ifrere,  who  with  a  shrug  of  his  massive 
shoulders  expressed  in  his  attitude  a  disdainful  relinquishment 
of  the  whole  business. 

"You  have  not,"  pursued  Moretti  deliberately,  "grasped 
anything  like  the  extent  of  this  man  Leigh's  determination 
and  indifference  to  results.     Please  mark  that  last  clause, — 
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indifference  to  results.  He  is  apparently  alone  in  the  world, 
— he  seems  to  have  nothing  to  lose,  and  no  one  to  care 
whether  he  succeeds  or  fails; — a  most  dangerous  form  of 
independence  !  And  in  his  persistence  and  elotiuence  he  is 
actually  stopping — yes,  I  repeat  it, — stopping  and  putting  a 
serious  check  on  the  advancement  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
party.  And  of  course  any  check  just  now  means  to  us  a 
serfbus  financial  loss  both  in  England  and  America, — a 
deficit  in  Vatican  revenues  which  will  very  gravely  incommode 
certain  necessary  measures  now  under  the  consideration  of 
His  Holiness.  I  expected  you  to  grasp  the  man  and  hold 
him, — not  by  intimidation  but  by  flattery." 

"You  think  he  is  to  be  caught  by  so  common  a  bait?" 
said  Gherardi,  "Bah  !     He  would  see  through  it  at  once  ! " 

"Maybe!"  replied  Moretti,  "But  perhaps  not  if  it  were 
administered  in  the  way  I  mean.  You  seem  to  have  forgotten 
the  chief  influence  of  any  that  can  be  brought  to  bear  upon 
the  heart  and  mind  of  a  man, — and  that  is.  Woman." 

Gherardi  laughed  outright. 

"Upon  my  word  I  think  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  the 
woman  suited  to  this  case  ! "  he  said.  "  But  you  who  have 
a  diplomacy  deeper  than  that  of  any  Jew  usurer,  may  possibly 
have  one  already  in  view  ?  " 

"There  is  now  in  Rome,"  pursued  Moretti,  speaking  with 
the  same  even  deliberation  of  accent,  "a  faithful  daughter  of 
the  Church,  whose  wealth  we  can  to  a  certain  extent  command, 
and  whose  charm  is  unquestionable, — the  Comtesse  Sylvie 
Hermenstein " 

Gherardi  started.     Moretti  eyed  him  coldly. 

"  You  are  not  stricken  surely,  by  the  child-like  fascination 
with  which  this  princess  of  coquettes  rules  her  court?"  he 
enquired  sarcastically. 

"I?"  echoed  Gherardi,  shifting  his  position  so  that 
Moretti's  gaze  could  not  fall  so  directly  upon  him.  "  I  ? 
You  jest !" 

"  I  think  not ! "  said  Moretti,  "  I  think  I  know  something 
about  women — their  capabilities,  their  passions,  their  different 
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grades  of  power.  Sylvie  Hermenstein  possesses  a  potent 
charm  which  few  men  can  resist,  and  I  should  not  wonder 
if  you  yourself  had  been  occasionally  conscious  of  it.  She 
is  one  of  those  concerning  whom  other  women  say  '  they  can 
see  nothing  in  her.'  Ah  ! "  and  Moretti  smiled  darkly,  "What 
a  compliment  that  is,  from  the  majority  of  women  to  one  ! 
This  woman  Sylvie  is  unique.  Where  is  her  beauty?  You 
cannot  say — yet  beauty  is  her  very  essence.  She  carlnot 
boast  perfection  of  feature, — she  is  frequently  hidden  away 
altogether  in  a  room  and  scarcely  noticed.  And  so  she 
reminds  me  of  a  certain  flower  known  to  the  Eastern  nations, 
which  is  difficult  to  find,  because  so  fragile  and  small  that  it 
can  scarcely  be  seen, — but  when  it  is  found,  and  the  scent  of 
it  unwittingly  inhaled,  it  drives  men  mad  !  " 

Gherardi  looked  at  him  with  a  broadly  wondering  smile. 

"You  speak  so  eloquently,"  he  said,  "that  one  would 
almost  fancy  ..." 

"  Fancy  nothing  ! "  retorted  Moretti  quickly,  "  Fancy  and 
I  are  as  far  apart  as  the  poles,  except  in  the  putting  together 
of  words,  in  which  easy  art  I  daresay  I  am  as  great  an  adept 
as  Florian  Varillo,  who  can  write  verses  on  love  or  patriotism 
to  order,  without  experiencing  a  touch  of  either  emotion. 
What  a  humbug  by  the  way,  that  fellow  is  ! — "  and  Moretti 
broke  off  to  consider  this  new  point — "  He  rants  of  the  honour 
of  Italy,  and  would  not  let  his  finger  ache  for  her  cause! 
And  he  professes  to  love  '  the  Sovrani '  while  all  Rome  knows 
that  Pon-Pon  is  his  mistress  ! " 

Gherardi  wisely  held  his  peace. 

"The  Comtesse  Sylvie  Hermenstein  is  the  little  magic 
flower  you  must  use ; "  resumed  Moretti,  emphasizing  his 
words  with  an  authoritative  movement  of  his  hand,  "  Use  her 
to  madden  Aubrey  Leigh.  Bring  them  together; — he  will 
lose  his  head  as  surely  as  all  men  do  when  they  come  under 
the  influence  of  that  soft  deep-eyed  little  creature,  with  the  full 
white  breast  of  a  dove,  and  the  smile  of  an  angel, — -and 
remember,  it  would  be  an  excellent  thing  for  the  Church  if 
he  could  be  persuaded    to   marry  her, — there  would  be  no 
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more   preaching   then ! for   the    thoughts   of    love   would 

outweigh  the  theories  of  religion." 

"Vou  think  it?"  queried  Gherardi  dubiously. 

"  I  know  it ! "  replied  Moretti  rising,  and  preparing  to  take 
his  departure,  "  But, — play  the  game  cautiously  !  Make  no 
false  move.  For — understand  me  well,  this  man  Leigh  must 
be  silenced, or  we  shall  lose  England  !  " 

And  with  these  last  words  he  turned  abruptly  on  his  heel 
and  left  the  apartment 


XXII 

CARDINAL  FELIX  BONPRE  sat  in  the  largest  and 
loneliest  room  of  the  large  and  lonely  suite  of 
rooms  allotted  to  him  in  the  Palazzo  Sovrani, — alone  at  a 
massive  writing  -  table  near  the  window,  his  head  resting  on 
one  hand,  and  his  whole  figure  expressive  of  the  most  pro- 
found dejection.  In  front  of  him  an  ancient  silver  crucifix 
gleamed  in  the  flicker  of  the  small  wood  fire  which  had  been 
kindled  in  the  wide  cavernous  chimney — and  a  black-bound 
copy  of  the  Gospels  lay  open  as  if  but  lately  consulted.  The 
faded  splendour  of  certain  gold-embroidered  hangings  on  the 
walls  added  to  the  solemn  and  melancholy  aspect  of  the 
apartment,  and  the  figure  of  the  venerable  prelate  seen  in 
such  darkening  gloom  and  solitude,  was  the  crowning 
completion  of  an  expressive  and  pathetic  picture  of  patient 
desolation.  So  might  a  martyr  of  the  Inquisition  have  looked 
while  the  flames  were  getting  ready  to  burn  him  for  the  love 
of  the  gentle  Saviour;  and  something  of  the  temper  of  such 
a  possible  predecessor  was  in  the  physically  frail  old  man, 
who  just  now  was  concentrating  all  the  energies  of  his  mind 
on  the  consideration  of  a  difficult  question  which  is  often 
asked  by  many  hearts  in  secret,  but  is  seldom  voiced  to  the 
public  ear; — "Christ  or  the  Church?  Which  must  I  follow 
to  be  an  honest  man  ?  " 
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Never  had  the  good  Cardinal  been  in  such  a  strange 
predicament.  Living  away  from  the  great  centres  of  thought 
and  action,  he  had  followed  a  gentle  and  placid  course  of 
existence,  almost  unruffled,  save  by  the  outside  murmurs  of  a 
growing  pubHc  discontent  which  had  reached  him  through 
the  medium  of  current  literature,  and  had  given  him  cause  to 
think  uneasily  of  possible  disaster  for  the  religious  world  in 
the  near  future, — but  he  had  never  gone  so  far  as  to  imagine 
that  the  Head  of  the  Church  would,  while  being  perfectly 
conscious  of  existing  threatening  evils,  deliberately  turn  his 
back  to  appeals  for  help, — shut  his  ears  to  the  cry  of  the 
"lost  sheep  of  the  House  of  Israel,"  and  even  endeavour, 
with  an  impotence  of  indignation,  which  was  as  pitiable  as 
useless,  to  shake  a  rod  of  Twelfth-century  menace  over  the 
advancement  of  the  Twentieth  ! 

"  For  the  onward  movement  of  Humanity  is  God's  work," 
said  the  Cardinal,  "  And  what  are  we — what  is  even  the 
Church — when  it  does  not  move  side  by  side  in  perfect  and 
pure  harmony  with  the  order  of  Divine  Law?  " 

And  he  was  bitterly  troubled  in  spirit.  He  had  spent  the 
whole  morning  at  the  Vatican,  and  the  manner  of  his  reception 
there  had  been  so  curiously  divided  between  flattery  and 
reproach  that  he  had  not  known  what  to  make  of  it.  The 
Pope  had  been  tetchy  and  querulous, — precisely  in  such  a 
humour  as  one  naturally  expects  so  aged  a  man  to  be,  when 
contradicted  on  any  matter,  whether  trivial  or  important.  For 
with  such  advanced  years  the  faculties  are  often  as  brittle  as 
the  bones,  and  the  failing  powers  of  the  brain  are  often 
brought  to  bear  with  more  concentration  on  inconsiderable 
trifles  than  on  the  large  and  important  affairs  of  life.  He 
had  questioned  the  Cardinal  closely  concerning  the  miraculous 
cure  performed  at  Rouen,  and  had  become  excessively  angry 
when  the  honest  prelate  earnestly  disclaimed  all  knowledge  of 
it.  He  had  then  confronted  him  with  Claude  Cazeau,  the 
secretary  of  the  Archbishop  ot  Rouen,  and  Cazeau  had  given  a 
clear  and  concise  account  of  the  whole  matter,  stating  that 
the  child,   Fabien   Doucet,  had  been  known  in   Rouen  ever 
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since  babyhood  as  a  helpless  cripple,  and  that  after  Cardinal 
Bonpre  had  prayed  over  him  and  laid  hands  on  him,  he  had 
been  miraculously  cured,  and  was  now  to  be  seen  running 
about  the  city  as  strong  and  straight  as  any  other  healthy 
child.  And  Bonpre  listened  patiently;  —  and  to  all  that 
was  said,  merely  reiterated  that  if  the  child  were  so  cured, 
then  it  was  by  the  special  intervention  of  God,  as  he  personally 
had  done  no  more  than  pray  for  his  restoration.  But  to  his 
infinite  amazement  and  distress  he  saw  plainly  that  the  Holy 
Father  did  not  believe  him.  He  saw  that  he  was  suspected  of 
playing  a  trick, — a  trick,  which  if  he  had  admitted,  would  have 
been  condoned,  but  which  if  he  denied,  would  cause  him  to 
be  looked  upon  with  distrust  by  all  the  Vatican  party.  He 
saw  that  even  the  man  Cazeau  suspected  him.  And  then, — 
when  the  public  confession  of  the  Abbe  Vergniaud  came 
under  discussion, — the  Pope  had  gathered  together  all  the 
visible  remains  of  physical  force  his  attenuated  frame  could 
muster,  and  had  hurled  himself  impotently  against  the  wall 
of  opposing  fact,  with  such  frail  fury  as  almost  to  suggest  the 
celebrated  simile  of  "  a  reed  shaken  with  the  wind."  In  vain 
had  the  Cardinal  pleaded  for  Vergniaud's  pardon ;  in  vain 
had  he  urged  that  after  all,  the  sinner  had  branded  himself 
as  such  in  the  sight  of  all  men  ;  what  further  need  to  add  the 
ban  of  the  Church's  excommunication  against  one  who  was 
known  to  be  within  touch  of  death  ?  Would  not  Christ  have 
said,  "Go,  and  sin  no  more"?  But  this  simple  quotation 
from  the  Gospels  seemed  to  enrage  the  representative  of  St.  Peter 
more  violently  than  before,  and  when  Bonpre  left  the  Holy 
Presence  he  knew  well  enough  that  he  was,  for  no  fault  of  his 
own,  under  the  displeasure  of  the  Vatican.  How  had  it  all  come 
about?  Nothing  could  have  been  simpler  than  his  life  and 
actions  since  he  left  his  own  Cathedral-town  ; — he  had  prayed  for 
a  sick  child  ; — he  had  sympathised  with  a  sorry  sinner^ — that  ivas 
all !  And  such  deeds  as  these  were  commanded  by  Christ. 
Yet — the  Head  of  the  Church  for  these  same  things  viewed 
him  with  wrath  and  suspicion.  Wearily  he  sat,  turning  over 
everything  in  his  mind,  and  longing,  with  a  weakness  which 
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he  fully  admitted  to  his  own  conscience,  to  leave  Rome  at 
once  and  return  to  his  own  home,  there  to  die,  among  his 
roses  at  peace.  But  he  saw  it  would  never  do  to  leave  Rome 
just  yet.  He  was  bound  fast  hand  and  foot.  He  was 
"suspect"!  In  his  querulous  fit  the  Pope  had  ordered 
Claude  Cazeau  to  return  to  Rouen  without  delay,  and  there 
gather  further  evidence  respecting  the  Cardinal's  stay  at  the 
Hotel  Poitiers,  and  if  possible,  to  bring  the  little  Fabien 
Doucet  and  his  mother  back  to  Rome  with  him.  Pendinc 
the  arrival  of  fresh  proof,  Bonpre,  though  he  had  received  no 
actual  command,  knew  he  was  expected  to  remain  where  he 
was.  Weary  and  sick  at  heart,  the  venerable  prelate  sighed 
as  he  reviewed  all  the  entangling  perplexities,  which  had,  so 
unconsciously  to  himself,  become  woven  like  a  web  about  his 
innocent  and  harmless  personality,  and  so  absorbed  was  he  in 
thought  that  he  did  not  hear  the  door  of  his  room  open,  and 
so  was  not  aware  that  his  foundling  Manuel  had  stood  for 
some  time  silently  watching  him.  Such  love  and  compassion 
as  were  expressed  in  the  boy's  deep  blue  eyes  could  not 
however  radiate  long  through  any  space  without  some 
sympathetic  response, — and  moved  by  instinctive  emotion, 
Cardinal  Felix  looked  up,  and  seeing  his  young  companion 
smiled, — albeit  the  smile  was  a  somewhat  sad  one. 

"  Where  have  you  been,  my  child  ? "  he  asked  gently,  "  I 
have  missed  you  for  some  hours  !  " 

Manuel  advanced  a  little,  and  stood  between  the  pale 
afternoon  light  reflected  through  the  window,  and  the  warmer 
glow  of  the  wood  fire. 

"  I  have  been  to  the  strangest  place  in  all  the  world ! "  he 
answered,  "  The  strangest, — and  surely  one  of  the  most  wicked ! " 

The  Cardinal  raised  himself  in  his  chair,  and  bent  an 
anxious  wondering  look  upon  the  young  speaker. 

"  One  of  the  most  wicked  ! "  he  echoed,  "  What  place  are 
you  talking  of?" 

"  St.  Peter's  ! "  answered  Manuel,  with  a  thrill  of  passion  in 
his  voice  as  he  uttered  the  name,  "St.  Peter's, — the  huge 
theatre  misnamed  a  Church  !     Oh,  dear  friend  ! — do  not  look 
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at  me  thus  !  Surely  you  must  feel  that  what  I  say  is  true  ? 
Surely  you  know  that  there  is  nothing  of  the  loving  God  in 
that  vast  Cruelty  of  a  place,  where  wealth  and  ostentation  vie 
with  intolerant  officialism,  bigotry  and  superstition  ! — where 
even  the  marble  columns  have  been  stolen  from  the  temples 
of  a  sincerer  Paganism,  and  still  bear  the  names  of  Isis  and 
Jupiter  wrought  in  the  truthful  stone ; — where  theft,  rapine 
and  murder  have  helped  to  build  the  miscalled  Christian  fane ! 
You  cannot  in  your  heart  of  hearts  feel  it  to  be  the  abode  of 
Christ ;  your  soul,  bared  to  the  sight  of  God,  repudiates  it  as 

a  Lie  !     Yes  ! " For,  startled  and  carried  away  by  the  boy's 

fervour,  Cardinal  Felix  had  risen,  and  now  stood  upright, 
making  a  feeble  gesture  with  his  hands,  as  though  seeking  to 
keep  back  the  crushing  weight  of  some  too  overwhelming  con- 
viction,— "Yes — you  would  silence  me  ! — but  you  cannot ! — I 

read  your  heart !     You  love  God and  I — I  love  Kim  too  ! 

You  would  serve  Him  ! — and  I — I  would  obey  Him  !  Ah,  do 
not  struggle  with  yourself,  dear  and  noble  friend  !  If  you 
were  thrice  crowned  a  martyr  and  saint  you  could  not  see 
otherwise  than  clearly ! — you  could  not  but  accept  Truth  when 
Truth  is  manifested  to  you, — you  could  not  swear  falsely  before 
God !  Would  the  Christ  not  say  now,  as  He  said  so  many 
centuries  ago — '  My  House  is  called  the  house  of  prayer,  but 
ye  have  made  it  a  den  of  thieves  ! '  Is  it  not  truly  a  den  of 
thieves?  What  has  the  Man  of  Sorrows  to  do  with  all  the 
evil  splendour  of  St.  Peter's? — its  bronzes,  its  marbles,  its 
colossal  statues  of  dead  gods,  its  glittering  altars,  its  miserable 
dreary  immensity,  its  flaring  gilding  and  insolent  vulgarity  of 
cost !  Oh,  what  a  loneliness  is  that  of  Christ  in  this  world ! 
What  a  second  Agony  in  Gethsemane  ! " 

The  sweet  voice  broke — the  fair  head  was  turned  away, — 
and  Cardinal  Felix,  overcome  by  such  emotion  as  he  found  it 
impossible  to  explain,  suddenly  sank  on  his  knees,  and  stretched 
out  his  arms  to  the  young  slight  creature  who  spoke  with  such 
a  passion  and  intensity  of  yearning. 

"  Child  I "  he  said,  with  tremulous  appeal  in  his  accents, 
"  For  God's  sake  ! — you  who  express  your  thoughts  with  such 


332  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

eloquence  and  fervent  pain  ! — tell  me,  Who  are  yoti  ?  My 
mind  is  caught  and  controlled  by  your  words, — you  are  too 
young  to  think  as  you  do,  or  to  speak  as  you  do, — yet  some 
authority  you   do   possess,  which   I   submit   to,  not  knowing 

why  ;  I  am  very  old,  and  maybe  growing  foolish  in  my  age 

many  troubles  are  gathering  about  me  in  these  latter  days, — 
do  not  make  them  more  than  I  can  bear  ! " 

His  words  were  to  himself  incoherent,  and  yet  it  seemed  as 
if  jSIanuel  understood  them.  Suffering  himself  to  be  clasped 
for  a  moment  by  the  old  man's  trembling  hands,  he  neverthe- 
less gently  persuaded  and  assisted  him  to  rise,  and  when  he 
was  once  more  seated,  stood  quietly  by  his  side,  waiting  till  he 
should  have  recovered  from  his  sudden  agitation. 

"  Dear  friend,  you  are  weary  and  troubled  in  spirit,"  he  said 
tenderly  then,  "And  my  words  seem  to  you  only  terrible 
because  they  are  true  !  If  they  grieve  you,  it  is  because  the 
grief  in  your  heart  echoes  mine  !  And  if  I  do  think  and  speak 
more  seriously  than  I  should,  it  is  for  the  reason  that  I  have 
been  so  much  alone  in  the  world,^ — left  to  myself,  with  my  own 
thoughts  of  God,  which  are  not  thoughts  such  as  many  care 
for,  I  would  not  add  to  your  sorrows, — I  would  rather  lighten 
them  if  I  could — -but  I  feel  and  fear  that  I  shall  be  a  burden 
upon  you  before  long  !  " 

"Never!"  exclaimed  Bonpre  fervently,  "Never  a  burden 
on  me,  child  !     Surely  while  I  live,  you  will  not  leave  me?" 

Manuel  was  silent  for  a  little  space.  His  eyes  wandered 
from  the  Cardinal's  venerable  worn  features  to  the  up-standing 
silver  crucifix  that  gleamed  dully  in  the  glow  of  the  wood-embers. 

"  I  will  not  leave  you  unless  it  is  well  for  you  that  I  should 
go  ! "  he  answered  at  last,  "  And  even  then,  you  will  always 
know  where  to  find  me." 

The  Cardinal  looked  at  him  earnestly,  and  with  a  searching 
interrogation, — but  the  boy's  face,  though  sweetly  composed, 
had  a  certain  gravity  of  expression  which  seemed  to  forbid 
further  questioning.  And  a  deep  silence  fell  between  them, — 
a  silence  which  was  only  broken  by  the  door  opening  to  admit 
Prince  Sovrani  who,  pausing  on  the  threshold,  said, 
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"  Brother,  if  you  will  allow  yourself  to  be  disturbed,  Angela 
would  like  to  see  you  in  her  studio.  There  are  several  people 
there, — her  fiance  Varillo  among  the  number, — and  I  think  the 
girl  would  be  glad  of  your  presence." 

The  Cardinal  started  as  from  a  dream,  and  rose  from  his 
chair. 

"  I  will  come  at  once — yes — I  will  come,"  he  said,  "  I  must 
not  be  selfish  and  think  only  of  my  own  troubles  !  "  He  stood 
erect, — he  was  still  in  the  scarlet  robes  in  which  he  had  made 
his  appearance  at  the  Vatican,  and  they  fell  regally  about  his 
tall  dignified  form,  the  vivid  colour  intensifying  the  pallor  of 
his  thin  features.  A  servant  entering  at  the  moment  with  two 
large  silver  candelabra  ablaze  with  lights,  created  an  effect  of 
luminance  in  the  room  which  made  him  appear  to  even  greater 
advantage  as  an  imposing  figure  of  ecclesiastical  authority,  and 
Prince  Pietro  looked  at  him  with  the  admiring  affection  and 
respect  which  he,  though  a  cynic  and  sceptic,  had  always  felt 
for  the  brother  of  his  wife, — affection  and  respect  intensified 
since  that  beloved  one's  untimely  death. 

"You  were  well  received  at  the  Vatican  ?  "  he  said  tentatively. 

"  Not  so  well  as  I  had  hoped,"  replied  the  Cardinal  patiently; 
"  Not  so  well !  But  the  cloud  will  pass.  I  will  go  with  you 
to  the  studio, — Manuel,  will  you  stay  here  ?  " 

Manuel  bent  his  head  in  assent ;  he  had  just  closed  the 
before  open  copy  of  the  Gospels,  and  now  stood  with  his  hand 
upon  the  Book. 

"I  will  wait  till  you  call  me,  my  lord  Cardinal!"  he 
replied. 

Prince  Pietro  then  led  the  way,  and  Cardinal  Bonpre 
followed,  his  scarlet  robes  sweeping  behind  him  with  a  rich 
rustling  sound, — and  as  the  two  entered  the  large  lofty  studio, 
hung  with  old  tapestries,  and  panelled  with  deeply  carved 
and  gilded  oak,  the  room  which  was  Angela  Sovrani's  special 
sa/ictiun,  all  the  persons  there  assembled  rose  from  their 
different  sitting  or  lounging  attitudes,  and  respectfully  bent 
their  heads  to  the  brief  and  unostentatious  benediction  given 
to  them  by  the  venerable  prelate,  of  whom  all  present  had 
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heard,  but  whom  few  had  seen,  and  everyone  made  way  for  him 
as  Angela  met  and  escorted  him  to  a  seat  on  one  of  the  old, 
throne-like  chairs  with  which  the  Sovrani  palace  was  so 
amply  supplied.  When  he  was  thus  installed,  he  made  the 
picturesque  centre  of  a  brilliant  little  scene  enough,  —  one 
of  those  vivacious  and  bright  gatherings  which  can  be  found 
nowhere  so  perfectly  blended  in  colour  and  in  movement 
as  in  a  great  art-studio  in  Rome.  Italians  are  not  afraid  to 
speak,  to  move,  to  smile,- — unlike  the  Anglo-Saxon  race,  their 
€ase  of  manner  is  inborn,  and  comes  to  them  without  training, 
hence  there  is  nothing  of  the  stiff  formality  and  awkward 
gloom  which  too  frequently  hangs  like  a  cloud  over  English 
attempts  at  sociality,  —  and  that  particular  charm  which  is 
contained  in  the  brightness  and  flashing  of  eyes,  creates  a 
•dazzling  effect  absolutely  unknown  to  colder  northern  climes. 
Eyes, — so  potent  to  bewitch  and  to  command,  are  a  strangely 
neglected  influence  in  certain  forms  of  social  intercourse. 
English  eyes  are  too  often  dull  and  downcast,  and  wear 
.an  inane  expression  of  hypocrisy  and  prudery  ;  unless  they 
happen  to  be  hard  and  glittering  and  meaningless ;  but  in 
southern  climes,  they  throw  out  radiant  invitations,  laughing 
assurances,  brilliant  mockeries,  melting  tendernesses,  by  the 
thousand  flashes,  and  make  a  fire  of  feeling  in  the  coldest 
air.  And  so  in  Angela's  beautiful  studio,  among  the  whiteness 
of  classic  marbles,  and  the  soft  hues  of  richly  falling  draperies, 
fair  faces  shone  out  like  flowers,  lit  up  by  eyes,  whose  light 
seemed  to  be  vividly  kindled  by  the  heat  of  an  amorous 
southern  sun, — Venetian  eyes  blue  as  a  cornflower,  Florentine 
eyes  brown  and  brilliant  as  a  russet  leaf  in  autumn,  Roman 
eyes  black  as  night,  Sicilian  eyes  of  all  hues,  full  of  laughter 
and  flame — and  yet  among  all,  no  sweeter  or  more  pene- 
tratingly tender  eyes  than  those  of  Sylvie  Hermenstein  ever 
shot  glances  abroad  to  bewilder  and  dazzle  the  heart  of  man. 
Not  in  largeness,  colour  or  brilliancy  lay  their  charm,  but 
in  deep,  languorous,  concentrated  sweetness — a  sweetness  so 
far-reaching  from  the  orb  to  the  soul  that  it  was  easy  to 
sink  away  into  their  depths  and  dream, — and  never  wish  to 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  335 

wake.  Sylvie  was  looking  her  fairest  that  afternoon, — the 
weather  was  chilly,  and  the  close-fitting  black  velvet  dress 
with  its  cape-like  collar  of  rich  sables,  well  became  her  figure 
and  delicately  fair  complexion,  and  many  a  spiteful  little 
whisper  concerning  her  went  round  among  more  showy  but 
less  attractive  women, — many  an  involuntary  but  low  murmur 
of  admiration  escaped  from  the  more  cautious  lips  of  the 
men.  She  was  talking  to  the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  who 
with  her  brilliant  dark  beauty  could  afford  to  confess  un- 
grudgingly the  charm  of  a  woman  so  spirituelle  as  Sylvie, 
and  who,  between  various  careless  nods  and  smiles  to  her 
acquaintances,  was  detailing  to  her  with  much  animation  the 
account  of  her  visit  to  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  before  leaving 

Paris. 

"  He  must  be  very  epris  1 "  said  the  Princesse  laughing, 
*'  For  he  froze  into  a  rigid  statue  of  virtue  when  I  suggested 
that  he  should  escort  me  to  Rome  !  I  did  not  wait  to  see 
the  effect  of  my  announcement  that  vou  were  already 
there ! " 

Sylvie  lowered  her  eyes,  and  a  faint  colour  crimsoned  her 
cheeks. 

"Then  he  knows  where  I  am?"  she  asked. 

"  If  he  believes  me,  he  knows,"  replied  Loyse  D'Agramont, 
"But  perhaps  he  does  not  believe  me  !  All  Paris  was  talking 
about  the  Abb^  Vergniaud  and  his  son  '  Gys  Grandit,'  when 
I  left,  and  the  Marquis  appeared  as  interested  in  that  esclandre 
as  he  can  ever  be  interested  in  anything  or  anybody.  So 
perhaps  he  forgot  my  visit  as  soon  as  it  was  ended.  Abbe 
Vergniaud  is  very  ill  by  the  way.  His  self-imposed  punish- 
ment, and  his  unexpected  reward  in  the  personality  of  his 
son,  have  proved  a  little  too  much  for  him, — both  he  and 
'Grandit'  are  at  my  Chateau,"  here  she  raised  her  lorgnon, 
and  peered  through  it  with  an  inquisitive  air,  "Tiens  !  There 
is  the  dear  Varillo  making  himself  agreeable  as  usual  to  all 
the  ladies  !  When  does  the  marriage  come  off  between  him 
and  our  gifted  Sovrani?" 

"  I   do  not  knowj"  answered  Sylvie,  with  a  little  dubious 
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look,  "  Nothing  is  contemplated  in  that  way  until  Angela's 
great  picture  is  exhibited." 

The  Princesse  D'Agramont  looked  curiously  at  the  opposite 
wall  where  a  white  covering  was  closely  roped  and  fastened 
across  an  enormous  canvas,  which  seemed  to  be  fully  as  large 
as  Raffaelle's  "Transfiguration." 

"Still  a  mystery?"  she  queried,  "Has  she  never  shown  it 
even  to  you  ?  " 

Sylvie  shook  her  head. 

"  Never  !  "  and  then  breaking  off  with  a  sudden  exclamation 
she  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  door  where  there  was 
just  now  a  little  movement  and  murmur  of  interest,  as  the 
slim  tall  figure  of  a  man  moved  slowly  and  with  graceful 
courtesy  through  the  assemblage  towards  that  corner  of  the 
studio  where  the  Cardinal  sat,  his  niece  standing  near  him, 
and  there  made  a  slight  yet  perfectly  reverential  obeisance. 

"  Mr.  Leigh ! "  cried  Angela,  "  How  glad  I  am  to  see 
you  ! " 

"And  I  too,"  said  the  Cardinal,  extending  his  hand,  and 
kindly  raising  Aubrey  before  he  could  complete  his  formal 
genuflection,  "  You  have  not  wasted  much  of  your  time  in 
Florence  ! " 

"  My  business  was  soon  ended  there,"  replied  Aubrey, 
"  It  merely  concerned  the  saving  of  a  famous  religious  picture 
— but  I  find  the  modern  Florentines  so  dead  to  beauty  that 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  rouse  them  to  any  sort  of  exer- 
tion ..."  Here  he  paused,  as  Angela  with  a  smile  moved 
quickly  past  him  saying, 

"One  moment,  Mr.  Leigh!  I  must  introduce  you  to  one 
of  my  dearest  friends  !  " 

He  waited,  with  a  curious  sense  of  impatience  and  a  full 
beating  of  his  heart,  answering  quite  mechanically  one  or  two 
greetings  from  Florian  Varillo  and  other  acquaintances  who 
knew  and  recognised  him — and  then  felt,  rather  than  saw, 
that  he  was  looking  into  the  deep  sweet  eyes  of  the  woman 
who  had  flung  him  a  rose  from  the  balcony  of  the  angels,  and 
that  her  face,  sweet  as  the  rose  itself,  was  smiling  upon  him. 
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As  in  a  dream  he  heard  her  name,  "The  Comtesse  Sylvia 
Hermenstcin"  and  his  own,  "Mr.  Aubrey  Leigh"; — he  was 
dimly  aware  of  bowing,  and  of  saying  something  vague  and 
formal,  but  all  the  actuality  of  his  being  was  for  the  moment 
shaken  and  transfigured,  and  only  one  strong  and  overwhelm- 
ing conviction  remained, — the  conviction  that,  in  the  slight 
creature  who  stood  before  him  gracefully  acknowledging  his 
salutation,  he  had  met  his  fate.  Now  he  understood  as  he 
had  never  done  before,  what  the  poet-philosopher  meant  by 
"the  celestial  rapture  falling  out  of  heaven"; — for  that 
rapture  fell  upon  him  and  caught  him  up  in  a  cloud  of  glory, 
with  all  the  suddenness  and  fervour  which  must  ever  attend  the 
true  birth  of  the  divine  passion  in  strong  and  tender  natures. 
The  calculating  sensualist  can  never  comprehend  this  swiftly 
exalted  emotion,  this  immediate  radiation  of  light  through 
all  life,  which  is  like  the  sun  breaking  through  clouds  on  a 
dark  day.  The  sensualist  has,  by  self-indulgence,  blunted  the 
edge  of  feeling,  and  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  experience  this 
delicate  sensation  of  exquisite  delight,  —  this  marvellous 
assurance  that  here  and  now,  face  to  face,  stands  the  One  for 
whom  all  time  shall  be  merged  into  a  Song  of  Love,  and 
upon  whom  all  the  sweetest  thoughts  of  imagination  shall  be 
brought  to  bear  for  the  furtherance  of  mutual  joy.  Aubrey's 
strong  spirit,  set  to  stern  labour  for  so  long,  and  trained  to 
toil,  with  but  scant  peace  for  reward,  now  sprang  up  as  it  were 
to  its  full  height  of  capability  and  resolution, — yet  its  power 
was  tempered  with  that  tender  humility  which,  in .  a  noble- 
hearted  man,  bends  before  the  presence  of  the  woman  whose 
love  for  him  shall  make  her  sacred.  All  his  instincts  bade  him 
recognise  Sylvie  as  the  completion  and  fulfilment  of  his  life, 
and  this  consciousness  was  so  strong  and  imperative  that  it 
made  him  more  than  gentle  to  her  as  he  spoke  his  first  few 
words,  and  obtained  her  consent  to  escort  her  to  a  seat  not 
far  off  from  the  Cardinal,  yet  removed  sufiiciently  from  the 
rest  of  the  people  to  enable  them  to  converse  uninterruptedly 
for  a  time.  Angela  watched  them,  well  pleased ; — she  too  had 
quick  instincts,  and  as  she  noted  Sylvie's  sudden  flush  under 
22 
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the   deepening   admiration    of    Aubrey's    eyes,    she    thought 
to   herself,    "  If    it    could    only    be !     If    she    could    forget 

Fontenelle if " 

But  here  her  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  her  own 
"ideal," — Florian  Varillo,  who,  catching  her  hand  abruptly, 
drew  her  aside  for  a  moment. 

"  Carissima  mia,  why  did  you  not  introduce  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont  to  Mr.  Leigh,  rather  than  the  Comtesse  Hermen- 
stein?  The  Princesse  is  of  his  way  of  thinking, — Sylvie  is 
not ! "  and  he  finished  his  sentence  by  slipping  an  arm 
round  her  waist,  and  whispering  a  word  which  brought  the 
colour  to  her  cheeks  and  the  sparkle  to  her  eyes,  and  made 
her  heart  beat  so  quickly  that  she  could  not  speak  for  a 
moment.  Yet  she  was  supposed  by  the  very  man  whose 
embrace  thus  moved  her,  to  be  "passionless"! 

"You  must  not  call  her  'Sylvie,'"  she  answered  at  last, 
"She  does  not  like  such  familiarity — even  from  you!" 

"  No  ?  Did  she  tell  you  so  ?  "  and  Florian  laughed,  "  What 
a  confiding  little  darling  you  are,  Angela !  I  assure  you, 
Sylvie  Hermenstein  is  not  so  very  particular— but  there ! — 
I  will  not  say  a  word  against  any  friend  of  yours  !  But  do 
you  not  see  she  is  already  trying  to  make  a  fool  of  Aubrey 
Leigh  ?  " 

Angela  looked  across  the  room  and  saw  Leigh's  intellectual 
head  bending  closely  towards  the  soft  gold  of  Sylvie's  hair, 
and  smiled. 

"I  do  not  think  Sylvie  would  willingly  make  a  fool  of 
anyone,"  she  answered  simply,  "She  is  too  loyal  and  sincere. 
I  fancy  you  do  not  understand  her,  Florian.  She  is  full  of 
fascination,  but  she  is  not  heartless." 

But  Florian  entertained  a  very  lively  remembrance  of  the 
recent  rebuff  given  to  himself  by  the  fair  Comtesse,  and  took 
his  masculine  vengeance  by  the  suggested  innuendo  of  a  shrug 
of  his  shoulders  and  a  lifting  of  his  eyebrows.  But  he  said 
no  more  just  then,  and  merely  contented  himself  with  coaxingly 
abstracting  a  rose  out  of  Angela's  bodice,  kissing  it,  and 
placing   it   in   his   own    buttonhole.     This   was   one    of    his 
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"pretty  drawing-room  tricks"  according  to  Loyse  D'Agramont, 
who  always  laughed  unmercifully  at  these  kind  of  courtesies. 
They  had  been  the  stock-in-trade  of  her  late  husband,  and  she 
knew  exactly  what  value  to  set  upon  them.  But  Angela  was 
easily  moved  by  tenderness,  and  the  smallest  word  of  love, 
the  lightest  caress  made  her  happy  and  satisfied  for  a  long 
time.  She  had  the  simple  primitive  notions  of  an  innocent 
woman,  who  could  not  possibly  imagine  infidelity  in  a  sworn 
love.  Looking  at  her  sweet  face,  earnest  eyes,  and  slim 
graceful  figure  now,  as  she  moved  away  from  Florian  Varillo's 
side,  and  passed  glidingly  in  and  out  among  her  guests,  the 
Princesse  D'Agramont,  always  watchful,  wondered  with  a  half 
sigh  how  she  would  take  the  blow  of  disillusion  if  it  ever  came ; 
would  it  crush  her,  or  would  she  rise  the  nobler  and  stronger 
for  it  ? 

''Many  a  one  here  in  this  room  to-day,"  mused  the 
Princesse,  "would  be  glad  if  she  fell,  vanquished  in  the  hard 
fight !  IVlany  a  man — shameful  as  it  seems — would  give  a 
covert  kick  to  her  poor  body.  For  there  is  nothing  that  frets 
and  irks  some  male  creatures  so  much  as  to  see  a  woman 
attain  by  her  own  brain  and  hand  a  great  position  in  the 
world ;  and  when  she  has  won  her  crown  and  throne,  they 
would  deprive  her  of  both,  and  trample  her  in  the  mud  if 
they  dared  !  Some  male  creatures — not  all.  Florian  Varillo 
for  instance.  If  he  could  only  get  the  world  to  believe  that 
he  paints  half  Angela's  pictures  he  would  be  quite  happy  !  I 
daresay  he  does  persuade  a  few  outsiders  to  think  it.  But  in 
Rome  we  know  better.     Poor  Angela  ! " 

And  with  another  sigh  she  dismissed  the  subject  from  her 
mind  for  the  moment,  her  attention  being  distracted  by  the 
appearance  of  INIonsignor  Gherardi,  who  just  then  entered  and 
took  up  a  position  by  the  Cardinal's  chair,  looking  the  picture 
of  imposing  and  stately  affability.  One  glance  of  his  eyes  in 
the  direction  of  Aubrey  Leigh,  where  he  sat  absorbed  in  con- 
versation with  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein,  had  put  the  wily 
priest  in  an  excellent  humour,  and  nothing  could  exceed  the 
deferential  homage  and  attention  he  paid  to  Cardinal  Bonpr^, 
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talking  with  him  in  low,  confidential  tones  of  the  affairs  which 
principally  occupied  their  attention, — the  miraculous  cure  of 
Fabien  Doucet,  and  the  defection  of  Vergniaud  from  the 
Church.  Earnestly  did  the  good  Felix,  thinking  Gherardi 
was  a  friend,  explain  again  his  utter  unconsciousness  of  any 
miracle  having  been  performed  at  his  hands,  and  with  equal 
fervour  did  he  plead  the  cause  of  Vergniaud,  in  the  spirit  and 
doctrine  of  Christ,  pointing  out  that  the  erring  Abbe  was, 
without  any  subterfuge  at  all,  truly  within  proximity  of  death, 
and  that  therefore  it  seemed  an  almost  unnecessary  cruelty  to 
set  the  ban  of  excommunication  against  a  repentant  and  dying 
man.  Gherardi  heard  all,  with  a  carefully  arranged  facial 
expression  of  sympathetic  interest  and  benevolence,  but  gave 
neither  word  nor  sign  of  active  partisanship  in  any  cause.  He 
had  another  commission  in  charge  from  Moretti,  and  he  worked 
the  conversation  dexterously  on,  till  he  touched  the  point  of 
his  secret  errand. 

"By  the  way,"  he  said  gently,  "among  your  many  good  and 
kindly  works,  I  hear  you  have  rescued  a  poor  stray  boy  from 
the  streets  of  Rouen — and  that  he  is  with  you  now.  Is  that 
true  ?  " 

"Quite  true,"  replied  the  Cardinal,  "But  no  particular 
goodness  can  be  accredited  to  any  servant  of  the  Gospel  for 
trying  to  rescue  an  orphan  child  from  misery." 

"No — no,    certainly    not!"     assented    Gherardi "But 

it  is  seldom  that  one  so  exalted  in  dignity  as  yourself  con- 
descends  ah,    pardon    me ! — you    do   not   like   that   word 

I  see  ! " 

"I  do  not  understand  it  in  our  work,"  said  the  Cardinal, 
"There  can  be  no  'condescension'  in  saving  the  lost." 

Gherardi  was  silent  a  moment,  smiling  a  little  to  himself. 
"  What  a  simpleton  is  this  Saint  Felix  !  "  he  thought.  "  What 
a  fool,  to  run  amuck  at  his  own  chances  of  distinction  and 
eminence  ! " 

"  And  the  boy  is  clever  ? "  he  said  presently  in  kindly 
accents — "  Docile  in  conduct  ? — and  useful  to  you  ?  " 

"  He  is  a  wonderful  child  ! "    answered  the  Cardinal  with 
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unsuspecting  candour  and  feeling,  "  Thoughtful  beyond  his 
years,— wise  beyond  his  experience  !  " 

Gherardi  shot  a  quick  glance  from  under  his  eyelids  at  the 
fine  tranquil  face  of  the  venerable  speaker,  and  again  smiled. 

"  You  have  no  further  knowledge  of  him  ? — no  clue  to  his 
parentage  ?  " 

"None!" 

Just  then  the  conversation  was  interrupted  by  a  little  move- 
ment of  eagerness, — people  were  pressing  towards  the  grand 
piano  which  Florian  Varillo  had  opened, — the  Comtesse  Sylvie 
Hermenstein  was  about  to  grant  a  general  request  made  to  her 
for  a  song.  She  moved  slowly  and  with  a  touch  of  reluctance 
towards  the  instrument,  Aubrey  Leigh  walking  beside  her. 

"You  are  a  musician  yourself? — "  she  said,  glancing  up  at 
him,  "You  play — or  you  sing?" 

"I  do  a  little  of  both,"  he  answered,  "But  I  shall  be  no 
rival  to  you  !     I  have  heard  you  sing  ! " 

"You  have?     When?" 

"  The  other  night,  or  else  I  dreamed  it ! "  he  said  softly,  "  I 
have  a  very  sweet  echo  of  a  song  in  my  mind  with  words  that 
sounded  like  '  Ti  voglio  bene,'  and  a  refrain  that  I  caught  in 
the  shape  of  a  rose  ! " 

Their  eyes  met — and  what  Emerson  calls  "the  deification 
and  transfiguration  of  life "  began  to  stir  Sylvie's  pulses,  and 
to  set  her  heart  beating  to  a  new  and  singular  exaltation.  The 
warm  colour  flushed  her  cheeks — the  lustre  brightened  in  her 
eyes,  and  she  looked  sweeter  and  more  bewitching  than  ever 
as  she  loosened  the  rich  sables  from  about  her  slim  throat,  and 
drawing  off  her  gloves  sat  down  to  the  piano.  Florian  Varillo 
lounged  near  her — she  saw  him  not  at  all, — Angela  came  up 
to  ask  if  she  could  play  an  accompaniment  for  her, — but  she 
shook  her  bright  head  in  a  smiling  negative,  and  her  small 
white  fingers  running  over  the  keys,  played  a  rippling  passage 
of  a  few  bars  while  she  raised  her  clear  eyes  to  Aubrey  and 
asked  him, — 

"  Do  you  know  an  old  Brittany  song  called  '  Le  Palais 
D'Ifry'?     No?     It  is  just  one  of  those  many  songs  of  the 
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unattainable, — the  search  for  the  '  Fortunate  Isles,'  or  the  '  Fata 
Morgana '  of  happiness." 

"Is  happiness  nothing  but  a  'Fata  Morgana'?"  asked. 
Aubrey  gently,  "Must  it  always  vanish  when  just  in  sight?" 

His  eyes  grew  darkly  passionate  as  he  spoke,  and  again 
Sylvie's  heart  beat  high,  but  she  did  not  answer  in  words, — 
softening  the  notes  of  her  prelude  she  sang  in  a  rich  mezzo- 
soprano,  whose  thrilling  tone  penetrated  to  every  part  of  the 
room,  a  quaint  old  Breton  ballad, 

"  II  serait  un  roi  ! 
Mais  quelqu'un  a  dit, 

'Non! — Pas  pour  toi  ! 
'  Reste  en  prison, — ecoute  le  chant  d'amour, 
'  Et  le  doux  son  des  baisers  que  la  Reine  a  promit 
'  A  celui  qui  monte,  sans  peur  et  sans  retour 
'Au  Palais  D'Iffry  !  ' 
Helas,   moil  ami, 
C est  triste  cCecoiiter  la  chanson  sans  le  chaniei'  aussi ! " 

Aubrey  listened  to  the  sweet  far-reaching  notes — '^^  Sans 
peur,  et  sans  retour,  au  Palais  D' Iffry "  /  Thither  would  he 
climb — to  that  enchanted  palace  of  love  with  its  rainbow 
towers  glittering  in  the  "light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land" 

to  the  throne  of  that  queen  whose  soft  eyes  beckoned 

him — whose  kiss  waited  for  him  ! — everything  now  must  be  for 
her— all  the  world  for  her  sake,  w'illingly  lost  or  willingly  won  ! 
And  what  of  the  work  he  had  undertaken?  The  people  to 
whom  he  had  pledged  his  life  ?  The  great  Christ-message  he 
had  determined  to  re-preach  for  the  comfort  of  the  million  lost 
and  sorrowful  ?  His  brows  contracted, — and  a  sudden  shadow 
of  pain  clouded  the  frank  clearness  of  his  eyes.  Gherardi's 
words  came  back  to  his  memory, — "  You  have  embarked  in  a 
most  hopeless  cause  !  You  will  help  the  helpless,  and  as  soon 
as  they  are  rescued  out  of  trouble  they  will  turn  and  rend  you, 
— you  will  try  to  teach  them  the  inner  mysteries  of  God's 
working,  and  they  will  say  you  are  possessed  of  a  devil ! "  Then 
he  thought  of  another  and  grander  saying — "Whoso,  putting 
his  hand  to  the  plough,  looketh  back,  is  not  fit  for  the  Kingdom 
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of  God ! — "  and  over  all  rang  the  enchanting  call  of  the  siren's 
voice — 

"  Et  le  doux  son  des  baisers  que  la  Reine  a  promit 
'*  A  celui  qui  monte,  sans  pcur  et  sans  retour 
"  Au  Palais  D'Iffry  !  " 

and  he  so  lost  himself  in  a  tangle  of  thought  that  he  did  not 
observe  how  closely  Monsignor  Gherardi  was  studying  every 
expression  of  his  face,  and  he  started  as  if  he  had  been 
awakened  from  a  dream  when  Sylvie's  song  ceased,  and 
Sylvie  herself  glanced  up  at  him. 

"  Music  seems  to  make  you  sad,  Mr.  Leigh  ! "  she  said 
timidly. 

"  Not  music  —  but  sometimes  the  fancies  which  music 
engenders,  trouble  me ! "  he  answered,  bending  his  earnest 
searching  eyes  upon  her,  and  wondering  within  himself 
whether  such  a  small,  slight  gossamer  thing  of  beauty, 
brilliant  as  a  tropical  humming-bird,  soft  and  caressable  as 
a  dove,  could  possibly  be  expected  to  have  the  sweet  yet 
austere  fortitude  and  firmness  needed  to  be  a  true  "  help- 
meet" to  him  in  the  work  he  had  undertaken,  and  the  hfe 
he  had  determined  to  lead.  He  noted  all  the  dainty  trifles 
of  her  toilette  half  doubtingly,  half  admiringly, — the  knot 
of  rich  old  lace  that  fastened  her  sables, — the  solitary  star- 
like diamond  which  held  that  lace  in  careless  position — the 
numerous  little  touches  of  taste  and  elegance  which  made 
her  so  unique  and  graceful  among  women  —  and  a  pang 
shot  through  his  heart  as  he  thought  of  her  wealth,  and  his 
own  poverty.  She  meanwhile,  on  her  part,  was  studying 
him  with  all  the  close  interest  that  a  cultured  and  refined 
woman  feels,  who  is  strongly  conscious  of  having  awakened 
a  sudden  and  masterful  passion  in  a  man  whom  she  secretly 
admires.  A  triumphant  sense  of  her  own  power  moved  her, 
allied  to  a  much  more  rare  and  beautiful  emotion — the  sense 
of  soul-submission  to  a  greater  and  higher  life  than  her  own. 
And  so  it  chanced  that  never  had  she  looked  so  charming — 
never  had  her  fair  cheeks  flushed  a  prettier  rose — never  had 
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her  easy  fascination  of  manner  been  so  bewitchingly  troubled 
by  hesitation  and  timidity — never  had  her  eyes  sparkled  with 
a  softer  or  more  irresistible  languor.  Aubrey  felt  that  he 
was  fast  losing  his  head  as  he  watched  her  move,  speak,  and 
smile, — and  with  a  sudden  bracing  up  of  his  energies  resolved 
to  make  his  adieux  at  once. 

"  I  must  be  going, — "  he  began  to  say,  when  his  arm  was 
touched  from  behind,  and  he  turned  to  confront  Florian 
Varillo,  who  smiled  with  all  the  brilliancy  his  white  and  even 
teeth  could  give  him. 

"Why  must  you  be  going?"  asked  Varillo  cheerily,  "Why 
not  stay  and  dine  with  my  future  father-in-law,  and  Angela, 
and  the  eminent  Cardinal  ?     We  shall  all  be  charmed ! " 

"  Thanks,  no  ! — I  have  letters  to  write  to  England  ..." 

"  Good-bye  ! "  said  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  at  this 
juncture, — "  I  am  going  to  drive  the  Princess  D'Agramont 
round  the  Pincio  ;  will  you  join  us,  Mr.  Leigh  ?  The  Princesse 
is  anxious  to  know  you — may  I  introduce  you  ?  " 

And  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  as  the  Princesse  was  close 
at  hand,  she  performed  the  ceremony  of  introduction  at  once 
in  her  own  light  graceful  fashion. 

"Truly  a  strange  meeting!"  laughed  Varillo,  "You  three 
ought  to  be  very  good  friends  !  The  Comtesse  Hermenstein 
is  a  devout  daughter  of  the  Roman  Church — Madame  la 
Princesse  is  against  all  Churches — and  you,  Mr.  Leigh,  are 
making  your  own  Church  ! " 

Aubrey  did  not  reply.  It  was  not  the  time  or  place  to 
discuss  either  his  principles  or  his  work,  moreover  he  was 
strangely  troubled  by  hearing  Sylvie  described  as  "a  devout 
daughter  of  the  Roman  Church." 

"I  am  charmed!"  said  the  Princesse  DAgramont,  "Good 
fortune  really  seems  to  favour  me  for  once,  for  in  the  space  of 
a  fortnight  I  have  met  two  of  the  most  distinguished  men  of 
the  time,  '  Gys  Grandit,'  and  Aubrey  Leigh  ! " 

Aubrey  bowed. 

"  You  are  too  kind,  Madame  !  Grandit  and  I  have  been 
friends  for  some  years,  though  we  have  never  seen  each  other 
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since  I  parted  from  him  in  Touraine.     But  we  have  always 
corresponded." 

"You  have  of  course  heard  who  he  really  is?  The  son  of 
Abb^  Vergniaud  ?  "  continued  the  Princesse. 

"  I  have  heard — but  only  this  morning,  and  I  do  not  know 
any  of  the  details  of  the  story." 

"Then  you  must  certainly  come  and  drive  with  us,"  said 
Loyse  D'Agramont,  "for  I  can  tell  you  all  about  it.  I 
wrote  quite  a  brilliant  essay  on  it  for  the  Figaro,  and  called 
it  'Church  Morality'!"  She  laughed.  "Come, —we  will 
take  no  denial !" 

Aubrey  tried  to  refuse,  but  could  not, — the  attraction, — the 
"will  o'  the  wisp"  magnetism  of  Sylvie's  dainty  personality 
drew  him  on,  and  in  a  few  minutes,  after  taking  respectful 
leave  of  the  Cardinal,  Prince  Sovrani,  and  Angela,  he  left  the 
studio  in  the  company  of  the  two  ladies.  Passing  Monsignor 
Gherardi  on  the  way  out  he  received  a  wide  smile  and  affable 
salute  from  that  personage. 

"A  pleasant  drive  to  you,  ]\Ir.  Leigh  !"  he  said,  "The  view 
from  the  Pincio  is  considered  extremely  fine  !  " 

Aubrey  made  some  formal  answer  and  went  his  way. 
Gherardi  returned  to  the  studio  and  resumed  his  confidential 
talk  with  Bonpre,  while  one  by  one  the  visitors  departed, 
till  at  last  the  only  persons  left  in  the  vast  room  were  Angela 
and  Florian  Varillo,  Prince  Pietro,  and  the  two  dignitaries  of 
the  Church.  Florian  was  irritated,  and  made  no  secret  of  his 
irritation  to  his  fair  betrothed,  with  whom  he  sat  a  little  apart 
from  the  others  in  the  room. 

"  Do  you  want  a  love-affair  between  Sylvie  Hermenstein 
and  that  fellow  Leigh?"  he  enquired,  "If  so,  it  is  probable 
that  your  desire  will  be  gratified  ! " 

Angela  raised  her  delicate  eyebrows  in  a  little  surprise. 

"  I  have  no  wish  at  all  in  the  matter,"  she  answered, 
"except  to  see  Sylvie  quite  happy." 

"  How  very  romantic  is  the  friendship  between  you  two 
women!"  said  Varillo  somewhat  sarcastically,  "You  wish  to 
see  Sylvie  happy, — and  the  other  day  she  told  me  she  would 
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form  her  judgment  of  me  by  your  happiness  !  Really,  it  is 
most  admirable  and  touching  !" 

Angela  began  to  feel  somewhat  puzzled.  Petulance  and 
temper  were  not  in  her  character,  and  she  was  annoyed  to  see 
any  touch  of  them  in  her  lover. 

"  Are  you  cross,  Florian  ? "  she  asked  gently,  "  Has  some- 
thing worried  you  to-day  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  am  often  worried !"  he  replied ; and  had  he  spoken 

the  exact  truth  he  would  have  confessed  that  he  was  always 
seriously  put  out  when  he  was  not  the  centre  of  attraction  and 
the  cynosure  of  women's  eyes — "But  what  does  it  matter! 
Do  not  think  at  all  about  me,  cara  mia  !  Tell  me  of  yourself. 
How  goes  the  picture  ?  " 

"  It  is  nearly  finished  now,"  she  replied,  her  beautiful  eyes 
dilating  and  brightening  with  the  fervour  that  inspired  her 
whenever  she  thought  of  her  work,  "  I  rise  very  early,  and 
begin  to  paint  with  the  first  gleam  of  daylight.  I  think  I  shall 
have  it  ready  sooner  than  I  expected.  The  Queen  has  promised 
to  come  and  see  it  here,  before  it  is  exhibited  to  the  public." 

"  Margherita  di  Savoja  is  very  amiable  ! "  said  Florian,  with 
a  tinge  of  envy  he  could  not  wholly  conceal,  "She  is  always 
useful  as  a  patron." 

A  quick  flush  of  pride  rose  to  Angela's  cheeks. 

"  I  do  not  need  any  patronage,  Florian,"  she  said  simply,  yet 
with  a  little  coldness,  "  You  know  that  I  should  resent  it  were 
it  offered  to  me.  If  my  work  is  not  good  in  itself,  no  'royal' 
approval  can  make  it  so.  Queen  Margherita  visits  me  as  a 
friend — not  as  a  patron." 

"  There  now  !  I  have  vexed  you  ! "  And  Florian  took  her 
hand  and  kissed  it.  "  Forgive  me,  sweetest ! — Look  at  me — 
give  me  a  smile  ! — Ah  !  That  is  kind  ! "  and  he  conveyed  an 
expression  of  warm  tenderness  into  his  eyes  as  Angela  turned 
her  charming  face  upon  him,  softened  and  radiant  with  the 
quick  affection  which  always  moved  her  at  his  voice  and  caress. 
"I  spoke  foolishly!  Of  course  my  Angela  could  not  be 
patronised — she  is  too  independent  and  gifted.  I  am  very 
glad  the  Queen  is  coming  !  " 
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"The  Queen  is  coming?"  echoed  Gherardi,  who  just  then 
advanced.  "Here?  'J'o  see  Donna  Sovrani's  picture?  Ah, 
that  will  be  an  excellent  advertisement !  But  it  would  have 
been  far  better,  my  dear  young  lady,  had  you  arranged  with 
me,  or  with  some  other  one  of  my  confreres,  to  have  the  picture 
sent  to  the  Vatican  for  the  inspection  of  His  Holiness.  The 
Popes,  as  you  know,  have  from  time  immemorial  been  the 
best  patrons  of  art !  " 

"  My  picture  would  not  please  the  Pope,"  said  Angela 
quietly,  "  It  would  more  probably  win  his  denunciation  than 
his  patronage." 

Gherardi  smiled.  The  idea  of  a  woman — a  mere  woman 
imagining  that  anything  which  she  could  do  was  powerful 
enough  to  bring  down  Papal  denunciation !  The  strange 
conceit  of  these  feminine  geniuses  1  He  could  almost  have 
laughed  aloud.  But  he  merely  looked  her  over  blandly  and 
forbearingly. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  he  said,  "very  sorry  you  should  consider  such 
a  thing  as  possible  of  your  work.  But  no  doubt  you  speak  on 
impulse.  Your  distinguished  uncle,  the  Cardinal  Bonpre, 
would  be  sadly  distressed  if  your  picture  should  contain  any- 
thing of  a  nature  to  bring  you  any  condemnation  from  the 
Vatican, — and  your  father  ..." 

"  Leave  me  out  of  it,  if  you  please  ! "  interrupted  Prince 
Pietro,  "I  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  it!  Angela 
works  with  a  free  hand  ;  none  of  us  have  seen  what  she  is 
doing." 

"  Not  even  you,  Signor  Varillo  ?  "  enquired  Gherardi  affably. 

"Oh,  I?"  laughed  Florian  carelessly,  "No  indeed!  I  have 
not  the  least  idea  of  the  subject  or  the  treatment ! " 

"  A  mystery  then  ?  "  said  Gherardi,  still  preserving  his  bland 
suavity  of  demeanour,  "But  permit  me,  Donna  Sovrani,  to 
express  the  hope  that  when  the  veil  is  lifted  a  crown  of  laurels 
may  be  disclosed  for  you  ! " 

Angela  thanked  him  by  a  silent  inclination  of  her  head,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  the  stately  Vatican  spy  had  taken  his  leave. 
As   he   disappeared   the   Cardinal   rose   from    his   chair   and 
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moving   somewhat   feebly,    prepared   to    return    to    his    own 
apartments. 

"  Dearest  uncle,  will  you  not  stay  with  us  to-night?  Or  are 
you  too  tired?  "  asked  Angela,  as  she  came  to  his  side. 

He  raised  her  sweet  face  between  his  two  wrinkled  hands 
and  looked  at  her  long  and  earnestly. 

"  Dear  child  !  "  he  said,  "  Dear  brave  little  child  !  For  you 
must  always  be  nothing  more  than  a  child  to  me, — tell  me,  are 
you  sure  you  are  moved  by  the  right  spirit  in  the  painting  of 
your  picture?" 

"  I  think  so  ! "  answered  Angela  gently,  "  Indeed,  indeed, 
I  think  so  !  I  know  that  according  to  the  teaching  of  our 
Master  Christ,  it  is  a  true  spirit ! " 

Slowly  the  Cardinal  released  her,  and  slowly  and  with 
impressive  earnestness  traced  the  cross  on  her  fair  brows. 

"  God  bless  you  !  "  he  said,  "  And  God  help  you  too  !  For 
if  you  work  by  '  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  the  Comforter,'  remember 
it  is  the  same  Spirit  which  our  Lord  tells  us  '  the  world  cannot 
receive  because  it  seeth  Him  not,  neither  knoweth  Him.' 
And  to  testify  of  a  Spirit  which  the  world  cannot  receive,  makes 
the  world  very  hard  to  you  ! " 

And  with  these  words  he  gently  leaned  on  the  arm  she 
proffered  and  left  the  studio  with  her,  the  rich  glow  and 
voluminous  folds  of  his  scarlet  robes  contrasting  vividly  with 
the  simple  black  gown  which  Angela  wore  without  other 
adornment  than  a  Niphetos  rose  to  relieve  its  sombreness.  As 
she  went  with  her  uncle  she  looked  over  her  shoulder  and 
smiled  an  adieu  to  Florian, — he,  in  his  turn  lightly  kissed  his 
hand  to  her,  and  then  addressed  Prince  Pietro,  who,  with  the 
care  of  a  man  to  whom  expense  is  a  consideration,  was  putting 
out  some  of  the  tall  lamps  that  had  illumined  the  dusk  of  the 
late  afternoon. 

"  The  good  Cardinal  is  surely  breaking  up,"  he  said  care- 
lessly, "  He  looks  extremely  frail ! " 

"Young  men  sometimes  break  up  before  old  ones!" 
returned  the  Prince  drily,  "Felix  is  strong  enough  yet.  You 
dine  with  us  to-night?" 
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"  If  you  permit "  said  Varillo,  with  a  graceful  salutation. 

"  Oh,  my  permission  does  not  matter  !  "  said  Sovrani  eyeing 
him  narrowly,  "Whatever  gives  pleasure  to  Angela  must  needs 
please  me.  She  is  all  that  is  left  to  me  now  in  an  exceedingly 
dull  world.     A  rivedt^rci !     At  eight  we  dine." 

Florian  nodded, — and  took  his  departure,  and  the  Prince  for 
a  moment  stood  hesitating,  looking  at  the  great  white  covering 
on  the  wall  which  concealed  his  daughter's  mysterious  work. 
His  tall  upright  figure,  stiff  and  sombre,  looked  as  if  cast  in 
bronze  in  the  half  light  shed  by  the  wood  fire, — one  lamp 
was  still  burning,  and  after  a  pause  he  moved  from  his  rigid 
attitude  of  gloomy  consideration,  and  extinguished  it,  then 
glancing  round  to  see  that  all  was  in  order,  he  left  the  studio, 
closing  its  great  oaken  door  behind  him.  Five  minutes  after 
he  had  gone,  a  soft  step  trod  the  polished  floor,  and  the  young 
Manuel,  holding  a  lighted  taper,  entered  all  alone.  The  flame 
of  the  little  torch  he  carried  cast  a  soft  golden  glow  about  him 
as  he  walked  noiselessly  through  the  great  empty  room,  his 
blue  eyes  lifted  to  the  marble  heads  of  gods  and  heroes  which 
occupied  their  different  positions  on  the  gilded  and  oaken 
brackets  set  against  the  tapestried  walls, — and  presently  he 
paused  in  front  of  Angela's  hidden  work.  It  was  but  a 
moment's  pause  ;  and  then,  still  with  the  same  light  step,  and 
the  same  bright  glow  reflected  from  the  flame  that  glittered  in 
his  hand,  he  passed  through  the  room,  lifted  the  velvet  portiere 
at  the  other  end  where  there  was  another  door  leading  to  the 
corridor  connected  with  the  Cardinal's  apartments,  and  so 
unnoticed,  disappeared. 


XXIII 

MEANWHILE  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  had  been 
nearly  a  fortnight  in  Rome,  living  a  sufficiently 
curious  sort  of  life,  and  passing  his  time  in  a  constant 
endeavour  to  avoid   being  discovered  and  recognised  by  any 
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of  his  numerous  acquaintances  who  were  arriving  there  for  the 
winter.  His  chief  occupation  was  of  course  to  watch  the 
Comtesse  Sylvie, — and  he  was  rewarded  for  his  untiring  pains 
by  constant  and  bewitching  glimpses  of  her.  Sometimes  he 
would  see  her  driving,  wrapped  in  furs,  her  tiny  Japanese  dog 
curled  up  in  a  fold  of  her  sables,  and  on  her  lap  a  knot  of 
violets,  the  fresh  scent  of  which  came  to  him  like  a  sweet 
breath  on  the  air  as  she  passed.  Once  he  almost  met  her, 
face  to  face  in  the  gardens  of  the  Villa  Borghese,  walking  all 
alone,  and  reading  a  book  in  which  she  seemed  to  be  deeply 
interested.  He  made  a  few  cautious  enquiries  about  her,  and 
learnt  that  she  lived  very  quietly, — that  she  received  certain 
"  great "  people, — especially  Cardinals  and  Monsignori,  notably 
Monsignor  Gherardi,  who  was  a  constant  visitor.  But  of  any 
closer  admirer  he  never  gathered  the  slightest  rumour,  till  one 
afternoon,  just  when  the  sun  was  sinking  in  full  crimson  glory 
behind  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's,  he  saw  her  carriage  come  to 
a  sudden  halt  on  the  Pincio,  and  she  herself  leaned  out  of  it 
to  shake  hands  with,  and  talk  to  a  tall  slight  man,  with  fair 
hair,  who  seemed  to  be  on  exceptionally  friendly  terms  with 
her.  It  is  true  she  was  accompanied  in  the  carriage  by  the 
famous  Sovrani, — but  that  fact  did  not  quell  the  sudden  flame 
of  jealousy  which  sprang  up  in  Fontenelle's  mind — for  both 
ladies  appeared  equally  charmed  wdth  the  fair  man,  and  their 
countenances  were  radiant  with  pleasure  and  animation  all  the 
time  they  were  in  conversation  with  him.  When  the  carriage 
resumed  its  round  again,  the  Marquis  sauntered  by  a  side-path 
where  he  could  take  quiet  observation  of  his  apparent  rival, 
W'ho  walked  past  him  with  a  firm  light  step,  looking  handsome, 
happy,  and  amazingly  confident.  There  was  an  old  gardener 
raking  the  path,  and  of  him  Fontenelle  asked  carelessly, 

"  Do  you  know  who  that  gentleman  is  .'' " 

The  gardener  looked  up  and  smiled. 

"  Ah,  si,  si !  II  Signor  Inglese  !  Molto  generoso  !  II 
Signor  Aubri  Lee  !  " 

Aubrey  Lee  !  A  "  celebrity  "  then, — an  English  author  ; — 
not  that  all  English  authors  are  considered  "celebrities"  in 
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Rome.  Italian  society  makes  very  short  work  of  spurious  art, 
and  closes  its  doors  ruthlessly  against  mere  English  "  Grub 
Street."  But  Aubrey  Lee  was  more  than  an  author, — he  was 
an  influential  power  in  the  world,  as  the  Marquis  well  knew. 

"A  great  religious  reformer!  And  yet  a  victim  to  the 
little  Sylvie!"  he  mused,  "  Well !  The  two  things  will  not 
work  together.  Though  truly  Sylvie  would  captivate  a  John 
Knox  or  a  Cromwell.  I  really  think, — I  really  do  begin 
to  think,  that  rather  than  lose  her  altogether,  I  must  marry 
her  !  " 

And  he  went  back  to  the  obscure  hotel  where  he  had 
chosen  temporarily  to  reside,  in  a  meditative  mood,  and  as 
he  entered,  was  singularly  annoyed  to  see  a  flaring  poster 
outside,  announcing  the  arrival  of  Miraudin  and  his  whole 
French  Company  in  Rome  for  a  few  nights  only.  The  name 
"  MIRAUDIN  "  glared  at  him  in  big,  fat,  red  letters  on  a 
bright  yellow  ground  ;  and  involuntarily  he  muttered, 

"  D n  the  fellow  !     Can    I    go   nowhere   in   the  world 

without  coming  across  him  !  " 

Irritated,  and  yet  knowing  his  irritation  to  be  foolish, — for 
after  all,  what  was  the  famous  actor  to  him  ? — what  was  there 
in  his  personality  to  annoy  him  beyond  the  trivial  fact  of 
a  curious  personal  resemblance  ? — he  retired  to  his  room  in  no 
pleasant  humour,  and  sitting  down  began  to  write  a  letter  to 
Sylvie  asking  her  to  be  his  wife.  Yet  somehow  the  power  of 
expression  seemed  lacking,  and  once  or  twice  he  laid  down  his 
pen  in  a  fit  of  abstraction,  wondering  why,  when  he  had  sought 
Sylvie  as  a  lover  only,  he  had  been  able  to  write  the  most 
passionate  love  phrases,  full  of  ardour  and  poetry,  and  now, 
when  he  was  about  to  make  her  the  ofter  of  his  whole  life,  his 
sentences  were  commonplace  and  almost  cold.  And  presently 
he  tore  up  what  he  had  been  writing,  and  paced  the  room 
impatiently. 

"The  fact  is  I  shall  make  a  bad  husband,  and  I  know  it ! " 
he  said  candidly  to  himself,  "  And  Sylvie  will  make  a  great 
mistake  if  she  accepts  me  ! " 

He  walked  to  the  window  and  looked  out.     His  hotel  was 
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not  in  a  fashionable  or  frequented  quarter  of  Rome,  and 
the  opposite  view  of  the  street  was  anything  but  enUvening. 
Dirty,  frowsy  women, — idle  men,  lounging  along  with  the 
slouching  gait  which  is  common  to  the  "  unemployed  "  Italian, 
— half-naked  children  running  hither  and  thither  in  the  mud, 
and  screaming  like  tortured  wild  animals, — this  kind  of  shiftless, 
thriftless  humanity,  pictured  against  the  background  of  ugly 
modern  houses,  such  as  one  might  find  in  a  London 
back  slum,  made  up  a  cheerless  prospect,  particularly  as  the 
blue  sky  was  clouded  and  it  was  beginning  to  rain.  One 
touch  of  colour  brightened  the  scene  for  a  moment,  when  a 
girl  with  a  yellow  handkerchief  tied  round  her  head  passed 
along,  carrying  a  huge  flat  basket  overflowing  with  bunches 
of  purple  violets,  and  as  Fontenelle  caught  the  hue,  and 
imagined  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers,  he  was  surprised  to  feel 
his  eyes  smart  with  a  sudden  sting  of  tears.  The  picture  of 
Sylvie  Hermenstein,  with  her  child-like  head,  fair  hair,  and 
deep  blue  eyes,  floated  before  him,— she  was  fond  of  violets, 
and  whenever  she  wore  them,  their  odour  seemed  to  be  the 
natural  exhalation  of  her  sweet  and  spirituelle  personality. 

"She  is  much  too  good  for  me!"  he  said  half  aloud,  "To 
be  perfectly  honest  with  myself,  I  know  I  have  no  stability  of 
character,  and  I  cannot  imagine  myself  remaining  constant 
to  any  woman  for  more  than  six  months.  And  the  best  way 
is  to  be  perfectly  straightforward  about  it." 

He  sat  down  again,  and  without  taking  any  more  thought, 
wrote  straight  from  the  heart  of  his  present  humour,  addressing 
her  by  the  name  he  had  once  playfully  bestowed  upon 
her. 

"  Enchanteresse  !  I  am  here  in  Rome,  and  this  brief  letter 
is  to  ask,  without  preamble  or  apology,  whether  you  will  do 
me  the  infinite  honour  to  become  my  wife.  I  confess  to  you 
honestly  that  I  am  not  worth  this  consideration  on  your  part, 
for  I  am  not  to  be  relied  upon.  I  repose  no  confidence  in 
myself,  therefore  I  will  leave  it  to  you  to  measure  my  audacity 
in  making  the  suggestion  that  you   should  place  a  lifetime's 
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confidence  in  me.  But  with  all  my  heart,  (as  much  as  I  know 
of  it  at  the  present,)  I  desire  to  show  you  what  respect  so  poor 
a  life  as  mine  can  give  to  one  who  deserves  all  tenderness,  as 
well  as  trust.  If  I  may  hope  that  you  will  pardon  my  past 
follies  and  libertinage  with  regard  to  you, — if  you  can  love  me 
well  enough  to  wear  my  not  too  exalted  name,  and  preserve 
my  remaining  stock  of  honour,  summon  me  to  your  presence, 
and  I  will  endeavour,  by  such  devotion  and  fidelity  as  in  me 
lies,  to  atone  for  whatsoever  offence  I  may  have  given  you 
previously  by  my  too  passionate  pursuit  of  your  beauty. — 
Yours,  unless  you  decide  my  fate  otherwise, 

"  Guy  Beausire  de  Fontenelle." 

Thrusting  this  note  into  an  envelope  he  hastily  sealed  it, 
but  decided  not  to  post  it  till  late  at  night,  in  order  that  Sylvie 
might  only  receive  it  with  the  early  morning,  when  her  mind 
was  fresh,  and  unswayed  by  any  opinions  or  events  of  a 
long  day.  And  to  pass  the  time  he  strolled  out  to  one  of  the 
many  "osterie,"  or  wine-houses  which  abound  in  Rome, — 
a  somewhat  famous  example  of  its  kind  in  the  Via  Quatiro 
Fontane.  Choosing  a  table  where  he  could  sit  with  his  back 
turned  towards  the  door,  so  as  to  avoid  being  seen  by  either 
strangers  or  possible  friends,  he  took  up  the  Giornale  Roma7io, 
and  ordered  a  "  mezzo-litro  "  of  the  "  Genzano  "  wine,  for  which 
that  particular  house  has  long  been  celebrated.  He  sat  for 
about  half  an  hour  thus  quietly  reading, — scarcely  hearing  the 
loud  voices  and  louder  laughter  of  the  men  who  came  and 
went  around  him,  when  suddenly  the  name  "Sylvie  Hermen- 
stein  "  caught  his  ear.  It  was  spoken  carelessly  and  accom- 
panied with  a  laugh.  Quietly  laying  down  his  newspaper,  he 
sat  very  still  in  his  chair,  keeping  his  back  turned  to  the  groups 
of  wine  drinkers  who  were  gathering  in  larger  numbers  as  the 
evening  advanced,  and  listened. 

"The  most  delicious  little  bonbon  in  the  whole  box  !  Jolie 
h  craquer  ! "  said  a  man's  voice. 

"  Chocolat  fondant  !  Garantie  tres  pure  ! "  cried  another, 
his  words  being  followed  by  a  shout  of  laughter. 
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Fontenelle  gripped  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  held  himself 
rigid,  but  ready  to  spring. 

"The  Church  always  knows  where  to  find  the  prettiest 
women,"  said  the  first  man  who  had  spoken,  "from  the 
Santissima  Madonna  downwards  !  What  would  become  of 
the  Pope  if  it  were  not  for  the  women  ! " 

"  Bah  !  The  Pope  is  only  one  man,  but  what  would  become 
of  ail  the  Monsignori  ?  "  asked  a  voice,  different  to  the  rest  in 
mellowness  and  deep  quality,  but  with  a  touch  of  insolent 
mockery  in  its  tone. 

Another  burst  of  laughter  answered  him. 

Fontenelle  turned  in  his  chair  and  looked  at  the  last  speaker, 
and  to  his  amazement  saw  the  actor,  Miraudin.  He  was 
leaning  carelessly  against  the  wine  counter,  a  half-emptied 
"  fiaschetto "  in  front  of  him,  and  a  full  glass  of  wine  in  his 
hand. 

"The  Monsignori  would  be  all  desolate  bachelors!"  he 
went  on,  lazily,  "And  the  greatest  rascal  in  the  Vatican, 
Domenico  Gherardi,  would  no  longer  be  the  fortunate  possessor 
of  the  wealth,  the  influence,  and  the  dear  embraces  of  the 
fascinating  Hermenstein  ! " 

Scarcely  had  he  spoken  when  the  glass  he  held  was  dashed 
out  of  his  hand,  and  Fontenelle,  white  with  fury,  struck  him 
smartly  and  full  across  the  face.  A  scene  of  the  wildest 
confusion  and  uproar  ensued.  All  the  men  in  the  wine-shop 
crowded  around  them,  and  for  a  moment  Miraudin,  blinded 
by  the  blow,  and  the  wine  that  had  splashed  up  against  his 
eyes,  did  not  see  who  had  struck  him, — but  as  he  recovered 
from  the  sudden  shock  and  stared  at  his  opponent,  he  broke 
into  a  wild  laugh. 

"  Diantre !  Bon  soir.  Monsieur  le  Marquis  !  Upon  my 
life,  there  is  something  very  strange  in  this !  Fate  or  the 
devil,  or  both  !     Well !     What  now  ! " 

"  You  are  a  liar  and  a  blackguard  !  "  said  Fontenelle  fiercely, 
"  And  unless  you  apologise  for  your  insult  to  the  lady  whose 
name  you  have  presumed  to  utter  with  your  mountebank 
tongue " 
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"  Apologise  !  I !  Moi ! — g(?nie  de  France  !  Never  !  "  re- 
torted Miraudin  with  an  air  of  swaggering  audacity,  "All 
women  are  alike  !     I  speak  from  experience  ! " 

White  to  the  lips,  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  looked  round. 

"Are  there  any  me7i  here?"  he  asked,  eyeing  the  crowd 
about  him  with  ineffable  hauteur. 

A  young  fellow  stepped  forward.  "At  your  command, 
Marquis !  You  served  me  once — I  shall  be  happy  to  serve 
you  now ! " 

Quickly  Fontenelle  shook  hands  with  this  timely  friend. 
He  recognised  in  him  a  young  Italian  officer,  named  Ruspardi, 
an  acquaintance  of  some  years  back,  to  whom  he  had  chanced 
to  be  useful  in  a  pressing  moment  of  need. 

"  Thanks  !  Arrange  everything  for  me,  will  you,  Ruspardi  ? 
And  as  quickly  as  possible  !  " 

"  It  is  nearly  midnight  now,"  said  Ruspardi  in  a  low  tone, 
"Shall  we  say  five  or  six  in  the  morning  ?  " 

"Yes — anything  you  like — but  quickly  !  " 

Then  raising  his  head  haughtily,  he  addressed  Miraudin  in 
distinct  tones. 

"  Monsieur  Miraudin,  you  have  greatly  insulted  and  falsely 
slandered  a  lady  whom  I  have  the  honour  to  know.  I  have 
struck  you  for  your  lie  ;  and  consider  you  worthy  of  no  further 
treatment  save  a  horsewhipping  in  public.  Gentlemen  do 
not  as  a  rule  condescend  to  meet  their  paid  servants — actors 
and  the  like, — in  single  combat — but  I  will  do  you  that 
honour ! " 

And  with  these  words  he  bowed  haughtily  to  all  present, 
and  left  the  scene  of  noisy  disorder. 

Out  in  the  streets  the  moonlight  lay  in  broad  silver  bands, 
like  white  glistening  ribbon  spread  in  shining  strips  across  the 
blackness,  and  there  was  a  moisture  in  the  air  which, — dropped 
as  it  were  fresh,  from  the  surrounding  hills, — cooled  Fontenelle's 
flushed  face  and  burning  brows.  He  walked  rapidly, — he  had 
a  vague,  unformed  desire  in  his  mind  to  see  Sylvie  again  if 
possible.  He  knew  where  she  lived,  and  he  soon  turned  down 
the  street  where  the  quaint  old  central  balcony  of  the  Casa 
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D'Angeli  thrust  itself  forward  into  the  moon-rays  among  the 
sculptured  angels'  wings, — and  he  saw  that  the  windows  were 
open.  Pausing  underneath  he  waited,  hesitating  —  full  of 
strange  thoughts  and  stranger  regrets.  How  poor  and  value- 
less seemed  his  life  as  he  regarded  it  now ! — now  when  he  had 
voluntarily  placed  it  in  jeopardy  !  What  had  he  done  with 
his  days  of  youth  and  prime?  Frittered  away  every  valuable 
moment, — thrown  to  the  winds  every  costly  opportunity,— 
spent  his  substance  on  light  women  who  had  kissed  and  clung 
to  him  one  day,  and  repulsed  him  the  next.  Well — and  after  ? 
His  heart  beat  thickly, — if  he  could  only  see  Sylvia  for  a 
moment !  Hush  !  There  was  a  murmur — a  voice — a  ripple 
of  sweet  laughter ;  and  moving  cautiously  back  into  the 
shadows,  he  looked  up — yes  !- — there  she  was — clad  in  some 
soft  silvery  stuff  that  gathered  a  thousand  sparkles  from  the 
light  of  the  moon, — her  fair  hair  caught  up  in  a  narrow  circlet 
of  diamonds,  and  her  sweet  face  purely  outlined  against  the 
dark  worn  stone  of  one  of  the  great  carved  angel-wings.  But 
someone  was  with  her, — someone  whom  Fontenelle  recognised 
at  once  by  the  classic  shape  of  his  head  and  bright  curly  hair, 
— the  man  whom  he  had  seen  that  very  day  on  the  Pincio, 
— Aubrey  Leigh.  With  a  jealous  tightening  at  his  heart, 
Fontenelle  saw  that  Leigh  held  the  soft  plume  of  downy 
feathers  which  served  Sylvie  for  a  fan,  and  that  he  was  lightly 
waving  it  to  and  fro  as  he  talked  to  her  in  the  musical,  all- 
potent  voice  which  had  charmed  thousands,  and  would  surely 
not  be  without  its  fascination  for  the  sensitive  ears  of  a  woman. 
Moving  a  little  closer  he  tried  to  hear  what  was  being  said, — 
but  Leigh  spoke  very  softly,  and  Sylvie  answered  with  equal 
softness,  so  that  he  could  catch  no  distinct  word.  Yet  the 
mere  tone  of  these  two  voices  melted  into  a  harmony  more 
dulcet  and  perfect  than  could  be  endured  by  Fontenelle  with 
composure,  and  uttering  an  impatient  exclamation  at  his  own 
folly  he  hastily  left  his  retreat,  and  with  one  parting  glance  up 
at  the  picture  of  fair  loveliness  above  him,  walked  swiftly  away. 
Returning  to  his  hotel  he  saw  the  letter  that  he  had  written  to 
Sylvie  lying  on  the  table,  and  he  at  once  posted  it.     Then  he 
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began  to  prepare  for  his  encounter  with  Miraudin.  He  dressed 
quickly, — wrote  a  few  business  letters, — and  was  about  to  lie 
down  for  a  rest  of  an  hour  or  so  when  the  swift  and  furious 
galloping  of  a  horse's  hoofs  awoke  the  echoes  of  the  quiet 
street,  and  almost  before  he  had  time  to  realize  what  had 
happened,  his  friend  Ruspardi  stood  before  him,  breathless 
and  wild  with  excitement. 

"  Marquis,  you  are  tricked ! "  he  cried,  "  Everything  is 
prepared, — seconds, — pistols, — all  1  But  your  man  —  your 
man  has  gone  !  " 

"Gone  !"  exclaimed  Fontenelle  furiously,  "Where?" 

"  Out  of  Rome  1  In  a  common  fiacre — taking  his  latest 
mistress,  one  of  the  stage-women  with  him.  They  were  seen 
driving  by  the  Porta  Pia  towards  the  Campagna  half  an  hour 
ago  !     He  dare  not  face  fire — bully  and  coward  that  he  is  ! " 

"  I  will  go  after  him  ! "  said  Fontenelle  promptly,  "  Half  an 
hour  ahead,  you  say  !  Good  ! — I  will  catch  him  up.  Can  I 
get  a  horse  anywhere  ?  " 

"Take  mine,"  said  Ruspardi  eagerly,  "he  is  perfectly  fresh — 
just  out  of  the  stable.     Have  you  weapons  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  and  the  IMarquis  unlocked  a  case,  and  loading  two, 
placed  them  in  a  travelling  holder.  Then,  turning  to  Ruspardi 
he  shook  hands. 

"  Thanks,  a  thousand  times  !  There  are  a  few  letters  here — 
see  to  them  if  I  should  not  come  back." 

"  AMiat  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  asked  Ruspardi,  his  excitement 
beginning  to  cool  a  little,  now  that  he  saw  the  possible  danger 
into  which  Fontenelle  was  voluntarily  rushing. 

"  Persuade  the  worthy  mountebank  either  to  come  back,  or 
fight  at  once  on  whatever  ground  I  find  him,  and  assume 
to  be  a  gentleman — for  once  ! "  said  Fontenelle  carelessly. 
"  Addio  ! " 

And  without  further  words  he  hurried  off,  and,  tossing  a 
twenty-franc  piece  to  the  sleepy  hotel  porter  who  was  holding 
Ruspardi's  horse  outside,  he  flung  himself  into  the  saddle  and 
galloped  away.  Ruspardi,  young  and  hot-blooded,  was  of  too 
mercurial  a  disposition  to  anticipate  any  really  serious  results 
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of  the  night's  adventure ; — his  contempt  for  a  coward  was  far 
greater  than  his  fear  of  death,  and  he  was  delighted  to  think 
that  in  all  probability  the  Marquis  would  use  his  riding-whip 
on  Miraudin's  back  rather  than  honour  him  by  a  pistol  shot. 
And  so  dismissing  all  fears  from  his  mind  he  took  Fontenelle's 
letters  in  charge,  and  went  straight  out  of  the  hotel,  singing 
gaily,  charmed  with  the  exciting  thought  of  the  midnight  chase 
which  was  going  on,  and  the  possible  drubbing  and  discomfiture 
of  the  "celebrated"  Miraudin. 

Meanwhile,  under  the  flashing  stars,  and  through  the  sleeping 
streets  of  Rome,  the  Marquis  galloped  with  almost  breaknecK 
haste.  He  was  a  daring  rider,  and  the  spirited  animal  he 
bestrode  soon  discovered  the  force  of  his  governing  touch, — 
the  resolve  of  his  urging  speed.  He  went  by  the  Porta  Pia, 
remembering  Ruspardi's  hurried  description  of  the  route  taken 
by  the  runaway  actor,  and  felt,  rather  than  saw  the  outline  of 
the  Villa  Torlonia,  as  he  rushed  past,  and  the  Basilica  of  St. 
Agnese  Fuori  le  Mura,  which  is  supposed  to  cover  the  tomb 
of  the  child-martyr  St.  Agnes, — then  across  the  Ponte  Nomen- 
tano,  till,  two  miles  further  on,  in  the  white  radiance  of  the 
moon,  he  perceived,  driving  rapidly  ahead  of  him,  the  vehicle 
of  which  he  was  in  pursuit.  Letting  the  reins  fall  loosely  on 
the  neck  of  his  straining  steed,  he  raised  himself  in  his  stirrups, 
and  by  his  own  movements  assisted  the  animal's  now  perfectly 
reckless  gallop, — ^and  at  last,  hearing  the  flying  hoofs  behind, 
the  driver  of  the  fiacre  became  seized  with  panic,  and  thinking 
of  possible  brigands  and  how  to  pacify  them,  he  suddenly 
pulled  up  and  came  to  a  dead  halt.  A  head  was  thrust  out 
of  the  carriage  window, — Miraudin's  head, — and  Miraudin's 
voice  shouted  in  bad  Italian, 

"What  are  you  stopping  for,  rascal!  On  with  you!  On 
with  you  !     Five  hundred  francs  for  your  best  speed  !  " 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  words  when  the  Marquis  gained 
the  side  of  the  vehicle,  and  pulling  up  his  horse  till  it  almost 
fell  in  rearing  backwards,  he  cried  furiously, 

"  Lache  !     Tu  vas  te  crever  sur  terre  avant  je  te  quitte  ! " 

And  he  struck  his  riding-whip  full  in  the  actor's  face. 
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Springing  out  of  the  fiacre  Miraudin  confronted  his 
antagonist.  His  hat  was  off — and  his  countenance,  marked 
as  it  was  with  the  crimson  hne  of  the  lash,  Hghtened  with 
laughter. 

"Again!  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  je  vous  salue ! "  he  said, 
"  Kismet !  One  cannot  escape  it !  Better  to  fight  with  you, 
beau  sire,  than  with  destiny  !     I  am  ready  !  " 

Fontenelle  at  once  dismounted,  and  tied  his  horse  to  the 
knotted  bough  of  a  half-withered  tree.  Taking  his  pistols  out 
of  their  holder  he  proffered  them  to  Miraudin. 

"Choose  !"  he  said  curtly,  "Or  use  your  own  if  you  have 
any, — but  mine  are  loaded, — take  care  yours  are  !  Play  no 
theatrical  tricks  on  such  a  stage  as  this  ! "  And  he  gave  a 
comprehensive  wave  of  his  hand  towards  the  desolate  waste  of 
the  Campagna  around  them,  and  the  faint  blue  misty  lines 
of  the  Alban  hills  just  rimmed  with  silver  in  the  rays  of  the 
moon. 

At  the  first  sight  of  the  pistols  the  driver  of  the  fiacre,  who 
had  been  more  or  less  stupefied  till  now  by  the  suddenness  of 
the  adventure,  gave  a  sort  of  whinnying  cry,  and  climbing 
down  from  his  box  fell  on  his  knees  before  Miraudin,  and  then 
ran  a  few  paces  and  did  the  same  thing  in  front  of  the  Marquis, 
imploring  both  men  not  to  fight,— not  to  get  killed,  on  account 
of  the  trouble  it  would  cause  to  him,  the  coachman ; — and 
with  a  high  falsetto  shriek  a  lady  flung  herself  out  of  the 
recesses  of  the  closed  vehicle,  and  clung  to  the  actor's  arm. 

"  Mon  Dieu  1  Mon  Dieu  !  What  is  it  you  would  do  ?  "  she 
cried,  "  Be  killed  out  here  on  the  Campagna?  and  not  a  soul 
in  sight — not  a  house — not  a  shelter?  And  what  is  to  become 
of  mc  I  Me  !  Me  ! — "  and  she  tapped  her  heaving  bosom  in 
melodramatic  style,  "  Have  you  thought  of  me  ?  " 

"You — you!"  laughed  Miraudin,  tearing  off  the  lace  veil 
which  she  wore  wrapped  loosely  round  her  head  and  shoulders, 
"You,  Jeanne  Richaud  !  \M-;at  is  to  become  of  you?  The 
same  fate  will  attend  you  that  attends  all  such  little  moths  of 
the  foot-lights  !  Perhaps  a  dozen  more  lovers  after  me — then 
old  age,  and  the  care  of  a  third-class  lodging-house  for  broken- 
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down  actors!"  Here  he  chose  his  weapon.  "At  your 
service,   Marquis  ! '' 

Jeanne  Richaud,  a  soubrette,  whose  chief  stock-in-trade  had 
been  her  large  dark  eyes  and  shapely  legs,  uttered  a  desperate 
scream,  and  threw  herself  at  the  feet  of  the  IMarquis  Fontenelle. 

"  Monsieur  !  Monsieur  !  Think  for  a  moment !  This 
combat  is  unequal — out  of  rule  !  You  are  a  gentleman, — a 
man  of  honour ! — would  you  fight  without  seconds  ?  It  is 
murder — murder !  " 

Here  she  broke  off,  terrified  in  spite  of  herself  by  the 
immovability  of  Fontenelle's  attitude,  and  the  coldness  of 
his  eyes. 

"  I  regret  to  pain  you,  Madame  !  "  he  said  stififly.  "  This 
combat  was  arranged  according  to  rule  between  Monsieur 
Miraudin  and  myself  some  hours  since — and  though  it  seems 
he  did  not  intend  to  keep  his  engagement,  I  intend  to  keep 
mine  !  The  principals  in  the  fight  are  here, — seconds  are,  as 
their  name  implies,  a  secondary  matter.  We  must  do  without 
them." 

"By  no   means!"  exclaimed  Miraudin,  "We  have  them! 

Here  they  are  !   You,  Jeanne,  will  be  my  second how  often 

you  have  seconded  me  in  many  a  devil's  game -and  you — 

cochon  d'un  cocher  ! — you  will,  for  once  in  your  life,  support 
the  honour  of  a  Marquis  !  " 

And  with  these  words  he  seized  the  unhappy  Roman  cab- 
driver  by  the  collar  of  his  coat,  and  flung  him  towards 
Fontenelle,  who  took  not  the  slightest  notice  of  him  as  he 
lay  huddled  up  and  wailing  on  the  grass,  but  merely  stood 
his  ground,  silently  waiting.  Mademoiselle  Jeanne  Richaud, 
however,  was  not  so  easily  disposed  of.  Throwing  herself  on 
the  cold  ground,  thick  with  the  dust  of  dead  Caesars,  she  clung 
to  Miraudin,  pouring  out  a  torrent  of  vociferous  French, 
largely  intermixed  with  a  special  slang  of  the  Paris  streets,  and 
broken  by  hysterical  yells  when  she  saw  her  "protector"  throw 
off  his  coat,  and,  standing  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  take  close 
observation  of  the  pistol  he  held. 

"Is    this    your   care    of  me?"    she    cried,    "  Mon    Dieu  I 
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What  a  thing  is  a  man !    Here  am  I  alone  in  a  strange  country 

and  you  endanger  your  life  for  some  quarrel  of  which  I 

know  nothing, — 3'et  you  pretend  to  love  me  !     Nom  de  Jesus  ! 
What  is  your  love  ! " 

"  You  do  well  to  ask,"  said  Miraudin,  laughing  carelessly, 
"What  is  my  love?  A  passing  fancy,  chere  petite  !  We  actors 
simulate  love  too  well  to  ever  feel  it !  Out  of  the  way,  jou- 
jou  !  Your  life  will  be  amusing  so  long  as  you  keep  a  little 
beaute  de  diable.     After  that — the  lodging-house  !  " 

He  pushed  her  aside,  but  she  still  clung  pertinaciously  to 
his  arm. 

"Victor  !  Victor  !  "  she  wailed,  "Will  you  not  look  at  me — 
will  you  not  kiss  me  ! " 

Miraudin  wheeled  round,  and  stared  at  her  amazed. 

"  Kiss  you  ! "  he  echoed,  "  Pardieu  !  Would  you  care  ! 
Jeanne  !  Jeanne  !  You  are  a  little  mad, — the  moonlight  is  too 
much  for  you  !  To-morrow  I  will  kiss  you,  when  the  sun  rises 
— or  if  I  am  not  here — why,  somebody  else  will ! " 

"Who  is  the  woman  you  are  fighting  for?"  she  suddenly 
demanded,  springing  up  from  her  crouching  position  with 
flushed  cheeks  and  flashing  eyes.  Miraudin  regarded  her 
with  nonchalant  admiration. 

"  I  wish  you  would  have  looked  like  that  sometimes  on  my 
stage,"  he  said,  "You  would  have  brought  down  the  house  ! 
*  Woman  ! '  No  '  woman  '  at  all,  but  women  !  The  glamour 
of  them — the  witchery  of  them — women  ! — the  madness  of 
them  !  Women  ! — The  one  woman  saves  when  the  one  woman 
exists;  but  then, — we  generally  kill  her!  Now,  once  more, 
Jeanne, — out  of  the  way!  Time  flies,  and  Monsieur  le  Marquis 
is  in  haste.     He  has  many  fashionable  engagements  ! " 

He  flashed  upon  her  a  look  from  the  bright  amorous  hazel 
eyes,  that  were  potent  to  command  and  difficult  to  resist,  and 
she  cowered  back,  trembling  and  sobbing  hysterically  as  the 
!Marquis  advanced. 

"  You  are  ready?  "  he  enquired  civilly. 

"  Ready  !  " 

"Shall  we  say  twelve  paces  ?" 
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"  Excellent ! " 

Deliberately  Fontenelle  dug  his  heel  into  the  ground  and 
measured  twelve  paces  from  that  mark  between  himself  and 
his  antagonist.  Then,  with  cold  courtesy,  he  stood  aside  for 
Miraudin  to  assure  himself  that  the  measurement  was  correct. 
The  actor  complied  with  this  formality  in  a  sufficiently  com- 
posed way,  and  with  a  certain  grace  and  dignity  which 
Fontenelle  might  almost  have  taken  for  bravery  if  he  had  not 
been  so  convinced  that  the  man  was  "acting"  still  in  his 
mind,  and  was  going  through  a  "part"  which  he  disliked,  but 
which  he  was  forced  to  play.  And  with  it  all  there  was  some- 
thing indefinable  about  him — something  familiar  in  the  turn 
of  his  head,  the  glance  of  his  eye,  the  movement  of  his  body, 
which  annoyed  Fontenelle,  because  he  saw  in  all  these  little 
personal  touches  such  a  strong  resemblance  to  himself.  But 
there  was  now  no  time  to  think,  as  the  moment  for  the  combat 
drew  near.  Jeanne  Richaud  was  still  weeping  hysterically  and 
expostulating  with  the  cab-driver,  who  paid  no  attention  what- 
soever to  her  pleadings,  but  remained  obstinately  on  his  knees 
out  of  harm's  way,  begging  the  "Santissima  Madonna"  and 
all  his  "patron  saints"  to  see  him  safely  with  his  fiacre  back 
to  the  city.     That  was  all  he  cared  for. 

"We  have  no  one  to  give  us  a  signal,"  said  Miraudin  lightly. 
"  But  there  is  a  cloud  on  the  moon.  When  it  passes,  shall 
we  fire?" 

The  Marquis  bowed  assent. 

For  a  moment  the  moon-rays  were  obscured, — and  a  faint 
sigh  from  the  wind  stirred  the  long  dry  grass.  A  bat  flew  by, 
scurrying  towards  the  Catacombs  of  Alexander, — a  shadow  lay 
upon  the  land.  The  combatants,-— so  singularly  alike  in  form 
and  feature, — stood  rigidly  in  position,  their  weapons  raised, — 
their  only  witnesses  a  cabman  and  a  wanton,  both  creatures 
terrified  out  of  their  wits  for  themselves  and  their  own  safety. 
Swiftly  the  cloud  passed — and  a  brilliant  silver  glory  was 
poured  out  on  hill  and  plain  and  broken  column, — and  as  it 
shone,  the  two  shots  were  fired  simultaneously — the  two  bullets 
whizzed  through  the  air.     A  light  puff  of  smoke  rose  in  the 
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moonbeams it   cleared — and   Miraudin    reeled  backwards 

and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground.  Fontenelle  stood  upright,  but 
staggered  a  little, — instinctively  putting  his  hand  to  his  breast. 
Jeanne  Richaud  rushed  to  the  side  of  her  fallen  lover. 

"Victor!  Victor!" 

Miraudin    struggled    up   to   a   half-sitting   position the 

blood  was  welling  up  thickly  from  a  wound  in  his  lungs. 
Half  suffocated  as  he  was,  he  made  a  strong  effort  to  speak, 
and  succeeded. 

"  Not  you — not  you  !  "  he  gasped,  "  Do  not  touch  me  I     Do 

not  come   near  me  !      Him him  ! "     And  he  pointed   to 

Fontenelle  who  still  stood  erect,  swaying  slightly  to  and  fro 
with  a  dazed  far-off  look  in  his  eyes — but  now — as  the  frenzied 
soubrette  beckoned  him,  he  moved  unsteadily  to  the  side  of  his 
mortally  wounded  opponent,  and  there,  through  weakness,  not 
emotion,  dropped  on  his  knees.  Miraudin  looked  at  him  with 
staring  filmy  eyes. 

"  How  I  have  hated  you.  Monsieur  le  Marquis ! "  he 
muttered  thickly,  "  How  I    have  hated   you  !     Yes— as  Cain 

hated  Abel !     For  we — we  are  brothers  as  they  were born 

of  the  same  father — ah  !     You  start !  "  for  Fontenelle  uttered 

a  gasping  cry "Yes — in  spite  of  your  pride,  your  lineage, 

your  insolent  air  of  superiority — your  father  was  mj  father  ! — 
the  late  Marquis  was  no  more  satisfied  with  one  wife  than  any 
of  us  are  !  —  and  had  no  higher  code  of  honour  !  Your 
mother  was  a  grande  dame, — mine  was  a  '  light  o'  love '  like 
this  feeble  creature  ! "  and  he  turned  his  glance  for  a  moment 
on  the  shuddering,  wailing  Jeanne  Richaud.  "  You  were  the 
legal  Marquis — /  the  illegal  genius  !  .  .  .  yes — genius  !  .  .  .  " 

He  broke  off,  struggling  for  breath. 

"Do  you  hear  me?"  he  whispered  thickly,  "Do  you 
hear?" 

"  I    hear,"  answered    Fontenelle,   speaking    with   difficulty, 

"You  have   hated  me,  you   say hate  me  no  more! — for 

hate  is  done  with and  love  also  ! 1  am dying  I " 

He  grasped  the  rank  grass  with  both  hands  in  sudden  agony, 
and  his  face  grew  livid.     Miraudin  turned  himself  on  one  arm. 
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"  Dying  !     You,  too  !     By  Heaven  !     Then  the  Marquisate 

must  perish  !     I  should  have  fired  in  the  air but the 

sins  of  the  fathers  .  .  .  what  is  it  ? "  Here  a  ghastly  smile 
passed  over  his  features,  "  The  sins  of  the  fathers — are  visited 
on  the  children  !  What  a  merciful  Deity  it  is,  to  make  such 
an  arrangement ! — and   the    excellent   fathers  ! — when  all  the 

children  meet  them 1  wonder  what  they  will  have  to  say 

to   each    other I    wonder  ..."      A    frightful   shudder 

convulsed  his  body,  and  he  threw  up  his  arms. 

*'  '  Un  peu  d'amour, 
Et  puis — bon  soir  ! ' 

C'est  9a  !     Bon  soir.  Marquis  ! " 

A  great  sigh  broke  from  his  lips,  through  which  the  dis- 
coloured blood  began  to  ooze  slowly — he  was  dead.  And 
Fontenelle,  whose  wound  bled  inwardly,  turned  himself 
wearily  round  to  gaze  on  the  rigid  face  upturned  to  the  moon. 
His  brother's  face  !     So  like  his  own  !     He  was  not  conscious 

himself  of  any  great  pain he  felt  a  dizzy  languor  and  a 

drowsiness    as  of  dreams — but   he  knew  what  the  dreaming 

meant,— he  knew  that  he  would  soon  sleep,  to  wake  again 

but  where  ?  He  did  not  see  that  the  woman  who  had  pro- 
fessed to  love  Miraudin,  had  already  rushed  away  from  his 
corpse  in  terror,  and  was  entreating  the  cabman  to  drive  her 
quickly  from  the  scene  of  combat, — he  realized  nothing  save 
the  white  moonbeams  on  the  still  face  of  the  man,  who  in  God's 
sight  had  been  his  brother.     Fainter  and  still  fainter  grew  his 

breath but  he   felt  near  his  heart  for  a  little  crumpled 

knot  of  lace  which  he  always  carried — a  delicate  trifle 
which  had  fallen  from  one  of  Sylvie's  pretty  evening  gowns 
once,  when  he  had  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  sworn  his 
passion.     He  kissed  it  now,   and  inhaled  its  violet  perfume 

as  he   took  it  from  his  lips  he  saw  that  it  was  stained 

with  blood.  The  heavy  languor  upon  him  grew  heavier — and 
in  the  dark  haze  which  began  to  float  before  his  eyes  he  saw 
women's  faces,  some  beautiful,  some  devilish,  yet  all  familiar, — 
he   felt   himself  sinking  —  sinking  into   some   deep  abyss  of 
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shadows,  so  dark  and  dreary  that  he  shuddered  with  the  icy 
cold  and  horror,  till  Sylvie  came,  yes ! — Sylvie's  soft  eyes 
shone  upon  him,  full  of  the  pity  and  tenderness  of  some  divine 
angel  near  God's  throne, — an  angel  of  sweetness — an  angel  of 

forgiveness ah  ! — so  sweet  she  was,  so  childlike,  so  trusting, 

so  fair,  so  enticing  in  those  exquisite  ways  of  hers  which  had 
pleaded  with  him,  prayed  to  him,  tried  to  draw  him  back  from 
evil,  and  incite  him  to  noble  thought;  "ways"  that  would 
have  persuaded  him  to  cleanse  his  flag  of  honour  from  the 
mud  of  social  vice  and  folly,  and  lift  it  to  the  heavens  white 
and  pure  !  Ah,  sweet  ways  ! — sweet  voice  ! — sweet  woman  ! 
— sweet  possibilities  of  life  now  gone  forever !  Again  that 
sinking,  —  that  icy  chilli  His  eyes  were  closing — yet  he 
forced  himself  to  open  them  as  he  sank  back  heavily  on  the 

turf,  and  then then  he  saw  the  great  white  moon  descending 

on  him  as  it  seemed,  like  a  shield  of  silver  flung  down  to 
crush  him,  by  some  angry  god  ! 

"Sylvie! — Sylvie!"  he  muttered,  "I  never  knew — how 
much  I  loved  you till — now  !     Sylvie  !  " 

His  eyes  closed — a  little  smile  flickered  on  his  mouth  for  a 
moment — and  then  the  Shadow  fell.  And  he  lay  stark  and 
pallid  in  the  moonlight,  close  to  the  brother  he  had  never 
known,  till  the  last  hour  of  life  had  revealed  the  bond  of  blood 
between  them  !  Side  by  side  they  lay, — strangely  alike  in 
death, — men  to  whom  the  possibilities  of  noble  living  had 
been  abundantly  given,  and  who  had  wasted  all  their  substance 
on  vanity.  For  Victor  Miraudin,  despite  his  genius  and  the 
brilliancy  of  his  art,  was  not  likely  to  be  longer  remembered 
or  mourned  than  the  Marquis  Fontenelle.  The  fame  of  the 
actor  is  even  less  than  that  of  the  great  noble, — the  actor's 
name  is  but  a  bubble  on  the  air  which  a  breath  disperses, — 
and  the  heir  to  a  proud  house  is  only  remembered  by  the 
flattering  inscription  on  his  tombstone.  Forgotten  Caesars, 
greater  than  any  living  monarch,  had  mixed  their  bones  with 
the  soil  where  these  two  sons  of  one  father  lay  dead, — the 
bright  moon  was  their  sanctuary  lamp, — the  stars  their  funeral 
torches,  —  the  width   of  the  Campagna   their    bier,   and   the 
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heavens  their  pall.  And  when  the  two  terrified  witnesses  of 
the  fatal  fight  reaHzed  the  position,  and  saw  that  both 
combatants  had  truly  perished,  there  were  no  regrets,  no 
lamentations,  no  prayers,  no  thought  of  going  for  assistance. 
With  the  one  selfish  idea  uppermost,  —  that  of  escaping 
immediate  trouble  —  Jeanne  Richaud  rallied  her  scattered 
wits,  and  dragging  the  praying  and  gesticulating  cab-driver  up 
from  his  knees,  she  bade  him  mount  his  box  and  drive  her 
back  to  the  city.  Tremblingly  he  prepared  to  obey,  but  not 
without  unfastening  the  horse  which  the  dead  Marquis  had 
so  lately  ridden,  and  taking  some  trouble  to  attach  it  to  his 
vehicle  for  his  own  uses. 

"  For  if  we  do  this,  they  will  never  know  ! "  he  muttered 
with  chattering  teeth,  "A  horse  is  always  a  horse — and  this 
is  a  good  animal,  more  valuable  than  the  men ; — and  when 
they  find  the  men  that  is  none  of  our  business.  In — in  with 
you,  Madama  !  I  will  drive  you  into  the  city, — that  is,  if  you 
give  me  a  thousand  francs  instead  of  the  five  hundred  your 
man  promised  me  !     Otherwise  I  will  leave  you  here  ! " 

"A  thousand!"  shrieked  Richaud,  "Oh,  thief!  You  know 
I  am  a  poor  stranger — Oh,  mon  Dieu  !  Do  not  murder  me  !  " 
This,  as  the  driver,  having  hustled  her  into  the  vehicle  and 
shut  the  door,  now  shook  his  dirty  fist  at  her  threateningly. 
"  Oh  ! — what  a  night  of  horror  !  Yes — yes  ! — a  thousand  ! — 
anything ! — only  take  me  back  to  Rome  !  " 

Satisfied  in  his  own  mind  that  he  had  intimidated  her 
sufficiently  to  make  her  give  him  whatever  he  demanded,  the 
driver,  who,  despite  his  native  cupidity,  was  seriously  alarmed 
for  his  own  safety,  hesitated  no  longer,  and  the  noise  of  the 
dashing  wheels  and  the  galloping  hoofs  woke  loud  echoes  from 
the  road,  and  dull  reverberations  from  the  Ponte  Nomentano, 
as  the  equipage,  with  two  horses  now  instead  of  one,  clattered 
out  of  sight.  And  then  came  silence, — the  awful  silence  of 
the  Campagna — 3.  silence  like  no  other  silence  in  the  world — 
brooding  like  darkness  around  the  dead. 
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XXIV 

THE  next  morning  dawned  with  all  the  strange  half-mystical 
glow  of  light  and  colour  common  to  the  Italian  sky, — 
flushes  of  pink  warmed  the  grey  clouds,  and  dazzling,  opal- 
escent lines  of  blue  suggested  the  sun  without  declaring  it, — and 
Sylvia  Hermenstein,  who  had  passed  a  restless  and  wakeful 
night,  rose  early  to  go  on  one  of  what  her  society  friends  called 
her  "eccentric"  walks  abroad,  before  the  full  life  of  the  city 
was  up  and  stirring.  She,  who  seemed  by  her  graceful 
ffiignonne  fascinations  and  elegant  toilettes,  just  a  butterfly 
of  fashion  and  no  more,  was  truly  of  a  dreamy  and  poetic 
nature, — she  had  read  very  deeply,  and  the  griefs  and  joys  of 
humanity  presented  an  ever-varying  problem  to  her  refined 
and  penetrative  mind.  She  was  just  now  interesting  herself 
in  subjects  which  she  had  never  studied  so  closely  before, — ■ 
and  she  was  gradually  arriving  at  the  real  secret  of  the  highest 
duty  of  life, — that  of  serving  and  working  for  others  without 
consideration  for  oneself.  A  great  love  was  teaching  her  as 
only  a  great  love  can ; — a  love  which  she  scarcely  dared  to 
admit  to  herself,  but  which  nevertheless  was  beginning  to  lead 
her  step  by  step,  into  that  mysterious  land,  half  light,  half 
shadow,  which  is  the  nearest  road  to  Heaven, — a  land  where 
we  suffer  gladly  for  another's  sorrow,  and  are  joyous  in  our 
own  griefs,  because  another  is  happy !  To  love  one  greatly,, 
means  to  love  all  more  purely, — and  to  find  heart-room  and 
sympathy  for  the  many  sorrows  and  perplexities  of  those  who 
are  not  as  uplifted  as  ourselves.  For  the  true  mission  of  the 
divine  passion  in  its  divinest  form,  is  that  it  should  elevate 
and  inspire  the  soul,  bringing  it  to  the  noblest  issues ;  and 
for  this  it  must  be  associated  with  respect,  as  well  as  passion. 
No  true  soul  can  love  what  it  does  not  sincerely  feel  to  be 
worthy  of  love.  And  Sylvie — the  brilliant  little  caressable 
Sylvie,  whose  warm  heart  had  been  so  long  unsatisfied,  was. 
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if  not  yet  crowned  by  the  full  benediction  of  love,  still  grate- 
fully aware  of  the  wonderful  colour  and  interest  which  had 
suddenly  come  into  her  life  with  the  friendship  of  Aubrey 
Leigh.     His  conversation,  so  different  to  the  "small  talk"  of 
the  ordinary  man,  not  only  charmed  her  mind,  but  strengthened 
.and  tempered  it, — his  thoughtful  and  tender  personal  courtesy 
filled  her  with  that  serenity  which  is  always  the  result  of  perfect 
manner, — his  high  and  pure  ideas  of  life  moved  her  to  admira- 
tion and  homage, — and  when  she  managed  to  possess  herself 
of  every  book  he  had  written,  and  had  read  page  after  page, 
sentence  after  sentence,   of  the  glowing,  fervent,   passionate 
language,  in  which  he  denounced  shams  and  glorified  truth, 
—  the   firmness  and  fearlessness  with  which  he   condemned 
religious  hypocrisy,  and  lifted  pure  Christianity  to  the  topmost 
pinnacle  of  any  faith  ever  known  or  accepted  in  the  world, 
her  feelings  for  him,  while  gaining  fresh  warmth,  grew  deeper 
and  more  serious,   merging   into   reverence   as  well   as  sub- 
mission.    She  had  a  book  of  his  with  her  as  a  companion  to 
her  walk  this  very  morning,  and  as  she  entered  the  Pamphili 
woods,  where  she  had  a  special  "permesso"to  go  whenever 
she  chose,  and  trod  the  mossy  paths,  where  the  morning  sun 
struck  golden  shafts  between  the  dark  ilex-boughs,  as  though 
pointing  to  the  thousands  of  violets  that  blossomed  in  the 
grass   beneath,    she   opened    it    at   a   page   containing   these 
lines : — 

"Who  is  it  that  dares  assert  that  his  life  or  his  thoughts  are 
his  own?  No  man's  life  is  his  own!  It  is  given  to  him  in 
charge,  to  use  for  the  benefit  of  others, — and  if  he  does  not  so 
use  it,  it  is  often  taken  from  him  when  he  least  expects  it. 
*  Tho2i  fool,  this  7iighi  thy  life  shall  be  required  of  thee  T  No 
man's  thoughts  even,  are  his  own.  They  are  the  radiations 
of  the  Infinite  Mind  of  God  which  pass  through  every  living 
atom.  The  beggar  may  have  the  same  thought  as  the  Prime 
Minister, — he  only  lacks  the  power  of  expression.  The  more 
helpless  and  inept  the  beggar,  the  greater  the  responsibility 
of  the  Premier.  For  the  Premier  has  received  education, 
culture,  training,  and  the  choice  of  the  people,  and  to  him  is 
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given  the  privilege  of  voicing  the  beggar's  thought.  And  not 
only  the  beggar's  thought,  but  the  thoughts  of  all  in  the  nation 
who  have  neither  the  skill  nor  the  force  to  speak.  If  he  does 
not  do  what  he  is  thus  elected  to  do,  he  is  but  an  inefficient 
master  of  affairs.  And  what  shall  we  say  of  the  ministers  of 
Religion  who  are  'ordained'  to  voice  the  Message  of  Christ? 
To  echo  the  Divine  ! — to  repeat  the  grand  Ethics  of  Life, — 
the  Law  of  Love  and  Charity  and  Forbearance  and  Pity  and 
Forgiveness  I  When  one  of  these  highly  destined  servants  of 
the  Great  King  fails  in  his  duty, — when  he  cannot  pardon  the 
sinner,— when  he  looks  churlishly  upon  a  child,  or  condemns 
the  innocent  amusements  of  the  young  and  happy, — when  he 
makes  the  sweet  Sabbath  a  day  of  penance  instead  of  praise — 
of  tyranny  instead  of  rest, — when  he  has  no  charity  for  back- 
sliders, no  sympathy  for  the  sorrowful,  no  toleration  for  the 

contradictors  of  his  own  particular  theory, do  we  not  feel 

that  his  very  existence  is  a  blasphemy,  and  his  preaching  a 
])resumption  !" 

Here  Sylvie  raised  her  eyes  from  the  book.  She  was  near 
an  ancient  cedar-tree  whose  dark  spreading  boughs,  glistening 
with  the  early  morning  dew,  sparkled  like  a  jewelled  canopy 
in  the  sun, — at  her  feet  the  turf  was  brown  and  bare,  but  a 
little  beyond,  at  the  turn  of  the  pathway,  a  cluster  of  white 
narcissi  waved  their  graceful  stems  to  the  light  wind.  There 
was  a  rustic  bench  close  by,  and  she  sat  down  to  rest  and 
think.  Very  sweet  thoughts  were  hers, — such  thoughts  as 
sweet  women  cherish  when  they  dream  of  Love.  Often  the 
dream  vanishes  before  realization,  but  this  does  not  make  the 
time  of  dreaming  less  precious  or  less  fair.  Lost  in  a  reverie 
which  in  its  pleasantness  brought  a  smile  to  her  lips,  she  did 
not  hear  a  stealthy  footstep  on  the  grass  behind  her,  or  feel  a 
pair  of  dark  eyes  watching  her  furtively  from  between  the 
cedar-boughs, — and  she  started  with  surprise,  and  something 
of  offence  also,  as  Monsignor  Gherardi  suddenly  appeared  and 
addressed  her, — 

"  Buon  giorno,  Contessa  !  " 

She  rose  from  her  seat  and  saluted  him  in  silence,  instinct- 
24 
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ively  grasping  the  book  she  held  a  little  closer.  But  Gherardi's 
quick  glance  had  already  perceived  the  title  and  the  name  of 
its  author. 

"You  improve  the  time!"  he  said,  sarcastically,  pacing 
slowly  beside  her.  "To  one  of  your  faith  and  devotion  that 
book  should  be  accursed  !  " 

She  raised  her  clear  eyes  and  looked  at  him  straightly. 

"  Is  the  sunlight  accursed  ? "  she  said,  "  The  grass  or  the 
flowers  ?  The  thoughts  in  this  book  are  as  pure  and  beautiful 
as  they  ! " 

Gherardi  smiled.  The  enthusiasm  of  a  woman's  unspoilt 
nature  was  always  a  source  of  amusement  to  him. 

"  Your  sentiments  are  very  pretty  and  poetic  ! "  he  said, 
"  But  they  are  exaggerated.     That  book  is  on  the  '  Index ' ! " 

"Yes,  of  course  it  would  be  !"  answered  Sylvie  quietly,  "I 
have  often  wondered  why  so  much  fine  literature  is  condemned 
by  the  Church,- — and  do  you  know,  it  occurred  to  me  the  other 
day  that  if  our  Lord  had  written  what  He  said  in  the  form  of 
a  book,  it  might  be  placed  on  the  '  Index '  also  ?  " 

Gherardi  lifted  his  eyes  from  their  scrutiny  of  the  ground, 
and  fixed  them  upon  her  with  a  look  of  amazement  that  was 
almost  a  menace.  But  she  was  not  in  the  least  intimidated, — 
and  her  face,  though  pale  as  the  narcissi  she  had  just  seen  in 
blossom,  was  very  tranquil. 

"  Are  you  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  ?  "  said  Gherardi  then, 
after  an  impressive  pause,  "The  faithful,  gentle  daughter  of 
Holy  Church  ?  Or  are  you  some  perverted  spirit  wearing  her 
semblance  ?  " 

Sylvie  laughed. 

"  If  I  am  a  perverted  spirit  you  ought  to  be  able  to  exorcise 
me,  Monsignor  !  "  she  said, — "  With  the  incense  of  early  Mass 
clinging  to  you,  and  the  holy  water  still  fresh  on  your  hands, 
you  have  only  to  say,  '  Retro  me  Sathanas  ! '  and  if  I  am  not 
Sylvie  Hermenstein  I  shall  melt  into  thin  air,  leaving  nothing 
but  the  odour  of  sulphur  behind  me  !  But  if  I  am  Sylvie 
Hermenstein,  I  shall  remain  invincible  and  immovable, — both 
in  myself  and  my  opinions  !  " 
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Gherardi  controlled  his  rising  irritation,  and  was  silent  for 
some  minutes,  reflecting  within  himself  that  if  the  fair  Countess 
had  suddenly  turned  restive  and  wayward,  it  was  probably 
because  she  was  falling  in  love  with  the  author  whose  works 
she  defended,  and  taking  this  into  consideration,  he  judged  it 
would  be  wisest  to  tcmi)orise. 

"  Invincible  you  always  are!  "  he  said  in  softer  tones,  "As 
many  unhappy  men  in  Europe  can  testify  !  " 

"  Are  you  among  them  ?"  queried  Sylvie  mischievously,  the 
light  of  laughter  beginning  to  twinkle  and  flash  in  her  pretty 
eyes. 

"  Of  course  !  "  answered  Gherardi  suavely,  though  his  heart 
beat  thickly,  and  the  secret  admiration  he  had  always  felt  for 
the  delicate  beauty  of  this  woman  who  was  so  utterly  out  of 
his  reach,  made  his  blood  burn  with  mingled  rage  and  passion. 
"Even  a  poor  priest  is  not  exempt  from  temptation  ! " 

Sylvie  hummed  a  little  tune  under  her  breath,  and  looked 
up  at  the  sky. 

"It  will  be  a  lovely  day!"  she  said — "There  will  be  no 
rain  ! " 

"  Is  that  the  most  interesting  thing  you  can  say  to  me  ? " 
queried  Gherardi. 

"The  weather  is  always  interesting,"  she  replied,  "And  it  is 
such  a  safe  subject  of  conversation  !  " 

"  Then  you  are  afraid  of  dangerous  subjects  ?  " 

"Oh  no,  not  at  all!  But  I  dislike  quarrelling, — and  I  am 
afraid  I  should  get  very  angry  if  you  were  to  say  anything  more 
against  the  book  I  am  reading — "  here  she  paused  a  moment, 
and  then  added  steadily,  "  or  its  author  !  " 

"  I  am  aware  that  he  is  a  great  friend  of  yours,"  said 
Gherardi  gently,  "  And  I  assure  you,  Contessa — seriously  I 
assure  you,  I  should  be  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  say 
anything  against  him.  Indeed,  there  is  nothing  to  say,  beyond 
the  fact  that  he  is,  according  to  our  religion,  a  heretic — but  he 
is  a  brilliant  and  intellectual  heretic,— well  worth  redeeming  ! " 

He  emphasized  the  words,  and  shot  a  meaning  glance  at  her; 
b#;  she  did  not  appear  to  take  his  hint  or  fathom  his  intention. 


372  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

She  -walked  on  steadily,  her  eyes  downcast, — her  tiny  feet,  shod 
in  charming  little  French  walking  shoes,  peeping  in  and  out 
with  a  flash  of  steel  on  their  embroidered  points,  from  under 
the  mysterious  gleam  of  silk  flounces  that  gave  a  soft  "  swish," 
as  she  moved, — her  golden  hair  escaping  in  one  or  two  silky 
waves  from  under  a  picturesque  black  hat,  fastened  on  by 
velvet  ribbons,  which  were  tied  in  a  captivating  knot  under  the 
sweetest  of  little  white  chins,  a  chin  whose  firm  contour  almost 
contradicted  the  sensitive  lines  of  the  kissable  mouth  above  it. 
A  curious,  dull  sense  of  anger  teased  the  astute  brain  of 
Domenico  Gherardi,  as  with  all  the  dignified  deportment  of 
the  stately  churchman,  he  walked  on  by  her  side.  What  was 
all  his  scheming  worth,  he  began  to  think,  if  this  slight 
feminine  creature  proved  herself  more  than  a  match  for  him  ? 
The  utmost  he  could  do  with  his  life  and  ambitions  was  to 
sway  the  ignorant,  cram  his  coffers  with  gold,  and  purchase  a 
change  of  mistresses  for  his  villa  at  Frascati.  But  love, — real 
love,  from  any  human  creature  alive  he  never  had  won,  and 
knew  he  never  should  win.  Sylvie  Hermenstein  was  richer  far 
than  he, — she  had  not  only  wealth  and  a  great  position,  but 
the  joys  of  a  natural  existence  and  a  perfect  home-life  were 
not  denied  to  her.  Presently,  seeing  that  they  were  approaching 
the  gates  of  exit  from  the  Pamphili,  he  said, — 

"  Contessa,  will  you  give  me  the  favour  of  an  hour's  conversa- 
tion with  you  one  afternoon  this  week  ?  I  have  something  of 
the  very  greatest  importance  to  say  to  you." 

"  Can  you  not  say  it  now?"  asked  Sylvie. 

"No,  it  would  take  too  long, — besides,  if  walls  have  ears,  it 
is  possible  that  gardens  have  tongues  !  I  should  not  presume 
to  trouble  you,  were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  my  business  con- 
cerns the  welfare  of  your  friend,  Mr.  Aubrey  Leigh,  in  whose 
career  I  think  you  are  interested, — and  not  only  Mr.  Leigh, 
but  also  Cardinal  Bonpre.  You  will  be  wise  to  give  me  the 
interview  I  seek, — unwise  if  you  refuse  it ! " 

"  Monsignor,  you  have  already  been  well  received  at  my 
house,  and  will  be  well  received  again," — said  Sylvie  with  a 
pretty  dignity,  "Provided  you  do  not  abuse  my  hospitality 
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by  calumniating  my  friends,  whatever  you  may  think  of 
myself, — you  will  be  welcome !  What  day,  and  at  what  hour 
shall  I  expect  you  ?  " 

Gherardi  considered  a  moment. 

"I  will  write,"  he  said  at  last,  "I  cannot  at  this  moment  fix 
the  time,  but  I  will  not  fail  to  give  you  notice.  A  rivederci ! 
Benedicite  ! " 

And  he  left  her  abruptly  at  the  gates,  walking  rapidly  in  the 
direction  of  the  Vatican.  Full  of  vague  perplexities  to  which 
she  could  give  no  name,  Sylvie  went  homewards  slowly,  and 
as  she  entered  her  rooms,  and  responded  to  the  affectionate 
morning  greetings  of  Madame  Bozier,  she  was  conscious  of  a 
sudden  depression  that  stole  over  her  bright  soul  like  a  dark 
cloud  on  a  sunny  day,  and  made  her  feel  chilled  and  sad. 
Turning  over  the  numerous  letters  that  awaited  her  perusal, 
she  recognised  the  handwriting  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  on 
one,  and  took  it  up  with  a  strange  uneasy  dread  and  beating 
of  the  heart.  She  read  it  twice  through,  before  entirely  grasp- 
ing its  meaning,  and  then — as  she  realized  that  the  man  who 
had  caused  her  so  much  pain  and  shame  by  his  lawless  and 
reckless  pursuit  of  her  in  the  character  of  a  libertine,  was  now, 
with  a  frank  confession  of  his  total  unworthiness,  asking  her  to 
be  his  wife, — the  tears  rushed  to  her  eyes,  and  a  faint  cry  broke 
from  her  lips. 

"  Oh,  I  cannot 1  cannot !  "  she  murmured,  "  Not  now 

not  now  ! " 

Madame  Bozier  looked  at  her  in  distress  and  amaze- 
ment. 

"What  is  the  matter,  dear?"  she  asked,  "Some  bad  news?" 

Silently  Sylvie  handed  her  Fontenelle's  letter. 

"  Dear  me  !  He  is  actually  in  Rome  !  "  said  the  old  lady, 
"  And  he  asks  you  to  be  his  wife !  Well,  dear  child,  is  not 
that  what  you  had  a  right  to  expect  from  him  ?  " 

"  Yes perhaps but  I  cannot — not  now  ! — Oh  no,  not 

now  ! "  murmured  Sylvie,  and  her  eyes,  wet  with  tears,  were 
full  of  an  infinite  pain. 

But — pardon  me,  dear — do  you  not  love  him  ?  " 


(( ' 
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Sylvie  stood  silent — gazing  blankly  before  her,  with  such 
perplexity  and  sorrow  in  her  face  that  her  faithful  gouvernante 
grew  anxious  and  troubled. 

"  Child,  do  not  look  like  that !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  It  cuts  me 
to  the  heart !     You  were  not  made  for  sorrow  ! " 

"Dear  Katrine,  we  were  all  made  for  sorrow,"  said  Sylvie 
slowly,  "  Sorrow  is  good  for  us  !  And  perhaps  I  have  not  had 
sufficient  of  it  to  make  me  strong.  And  this  is  real  sorrow  to 
me, — to  have  to  refuse  Fontenelle  !  " 

*'  But  why  refuse  him  if  you  love  him  ? "  asked  Madame 
Bozier  bewildered. 

Sylvie  sat  down  beside  her,  and  put  one  soft  arm  caressingly 
round  her  neck. 

"Ah,  Katrine, — that  is  just  my  trouble,"  she  said,  "I  do 
not  love  him  now  !  When  I  first  met  him  he  attracted  me 
greatly,  I  confess, — he  seemed  so  gentle,  so  courteous,  and 
above  all,  so  true!  But  it  was  'seeming'  only,  Katrine!  — 
and  he  was  not  anything  of  what  he  seemed.  His  courtesy 
and  gentleness  were  but  a  mask  for  licentiousness,  —  his 
apparent  truth  was  but  a  disguise  for  mere  reckless  and 
inconstant  passion.  I  had  to  find  this  out,  bit  by  bit, — and 
oh,  how  cruel  was  the  disillusion  !  How  I  prayed  for  him, 
wept  for  him,  tried  to  think  that  if  he  loved  me  he  might  yet 
endeavour  to  be  nobler  and  truer  for  my  sake.  But  his  love 
was  not  great  enough  for  that.  What  he  wanted  was  the  body 
of  me,  not  the  soul.  What  /wanted  of  him  was  the  soul,  not 
the  body  !  So  we  played  at  cross  purposes,  • —  each  with  a 
different  motive, — and  gradually,  as  I  came  to  recognise  how 
much  baseness  and  brutality  there  is  in  mere  libertinism, — how 
poor  and  paltry  an  animal  man  becomes,  when  he  serves  himself 
and  his  passions  only,  my  attraction  for  him  diminished, — I 
grew  to  realize  that  I  could  never  raise  him  out  of  the  mud, 
because  he  had  lived  by  choice  too  long  in  it, — I  could  never 
persuade  him  to  be  true,  even  to  himself,  because  he  found  the 
ways  of  falsehood  and  deceit  more  amusing.  He  did  unworthy 
things,  which  I  could  not,  with  all  my  admiration  for  him, 
gloze  over  or  excuse ; — in  fact,  I  found  that  in  his  private  life 
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and  code  of  honour  he  was  very  little  better  than  Miraudin, — 
and  Miraudin,  as  you  know,  one  cannot  receive !  " 

"He  is  in  Rome  also,"  said  Madame  Bozier,  "I  saw  his 
name  placarded  in  the  streets  only  yesterday,  and  also  outside 
one  of  the  leading  theatres.  He  has  brought  all  his  Parisian 
Company  here  to  act  their  repertoire  for  a  few  nights  before 
proceeding  to  Naples." 

"  How  strange  he  should  be  here  !  "  said  Sylvie,  "  How  very 
strange  !  He  is  so  like  the  ^Marquis  Fontenelle,  Katrine  !  So 
very  like  !  I  used  to  go  to  the  theatre  and  frighten  myself  with 
studying  the  different  points  of  resemblance  !  Every  feature 
of  Miraudin's  face  seemed  to  be  the  rough  copy  of  Fontenelle's, 
— and  I  always  saw  in  the  actor  what  the  gentleman  would  be 
if  he  continued  to  live  as  he  was  doing.  Miraudin,  whose 
amours  are  a  disgrace,  even  to  the  stage ! — Miraudin,  who  in 
his  position  of  actor-manager,  takes  despicable  advantage  of  all 
the  poor  ignorant,  struggling  creatures  who  try  to  get  into  his 
company,  and  whose  vain  little  heads  are  turned  by  a  stray 
compliment, — and  to  think  that  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  should 
be  merely  the  better-born  copy  of  so  mean  a  villain  !  Ah, 
what  useless  tears  I  have  shed  about  it, — how  I  have  grieved 
and  worried  myself  all  in  vain  ! — and  now  ..." 

"Now  he  asks  you  to  marry  him,"  said  Madame  Bozier 
gently,  "And  you  think  it  would  be  no  use?  You  could  not 
perhaps  make  him  a  better  man  ?  " 

"  Neither  I,  nor  any  woman  could ! "  said  Sylvie,  "  I  do  not 
believe  very  much  in  'reforming'  men,  Katrine.  If  they  need 
to  reform,  they  must  reform  themselves.  We  make  our  own 
lives  what  they  are." 

"  Dear  little  philosopher  ! "  said  Madame  Bozier  tenderly, 
taking  Sylvie's  small  white  hand  as  it  hung  down  from  her 
shoulder  and  kissing  it,  "You  are  very  depressed  to-day  !  You 
must  not  take  things  so  seriously!  If  you  do  not  love  the 
Marquis  as  you  once  did- " 

"As  I  once  did ah,  yes  !"  said  Sylvie,  "I  did  love  him  ! 

I  thought  he  could  not  be  otherwise  than  great  and  true  and 
noble-hearted but " 
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She  broke  off  with  a  sigh. 

"Well,  and  now  that  you  know  he  is  not  the  hero  you 
imagined  him,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  tell  him  so,"  said  the 
practical  Bozier  cheerfully,  "  Or  if  you  do  not  want  to  pain  him 
by  such  absolute  candour,  give  him  his  refusal  as  gently  and 
kindly  as  you  can." 

Sylvie  sighed  again. 

"I  am  very  sorry,"  she  said,  "If  I  could  have  foreseen  this 
perhaps — — ' ' 

"But  did  you  not  foresee  it?"  asked  Madame  Bozier  per- 
sistently, "  Did  you  not  realize  that  men  always  want  what 
they  cannot  have? — and  that  the  very  fact  of  your  leaving 
Paris  increased  his  ardour  and  sent  him  on  here  in  pursuit  ?  " 

Sylvie  Hermenstein  was  of  a  very  truthful  nature,  and  she  did 
not  attempt  to  deny  this  suggestion. 

"Yes — I  confess  I  did  think  that  if  I  separated  myself 
altogether  from  him  it  might  induce  him  to  put  himself  in 
a  more  honourable  position   with  me — but  I  did  not  know 

then "    she    paused,    and    a    deep   flush   crimsoned    her 

cheeks. 

"Did  not  know  what?"  queried  Madame  Bozier  softly. 

Sylvie  hesitated  a  moment,  then  spoke  out  bravely. 

"  I  did  not  know  then  that  I  should  meet  another  man 
whose  existence  would  become  ten  times  more  interesting  and 
valuable  to  me  than  his  !  Yes,  Katrine,  I  confess  it !  There 
is  no  shame  in  honesty !  And  so,  to  be  true  to  myself,  how- 
ever much  the  Marquis  might  love  me  now,  I  could  never  be 
his  wife." 

Madame  Bozier  was  silent.  She  guessed  her  beloved 
pupil's  heart's  secret, — but  she  was  too  tactful  to  dwell  upon 
the  subject,  and  before  the  brief,  half- embarrassed  pause 
between  them  had  ended,  a  servant  entered,  asking, 

"  Will  the  Signora  Contessa  receive  the  Capitano  Ruspardi  ?  " 

Sylvie  rose  from  her  seat  with  a  look  of  surprise. 

"  Ruspardi? — I  do  not  know  the  name." 

"The  business  is  urgent; — the  Capitano  is  the  bearer  of  a 
letter  to  the  Signora  Contessa." 
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"  Remain  with  me,  Katrine,"  said  Sylvie  after  a  pause, — tlien 
to  the  servant — "Show  Captain  Ruspardi  in  here." 

Another  moment,  and  a  young  officer  in  the  Italian  uniform 
entered  hurriedly,  —  his  face  was  very  pale,  —  and  as  the 
Comtesse  Hermenstein  received  him  in  her  own  serene  sweet 
manner  which,  for  all  its  high-bred  air  had  something  wonder- 
fully winning  and  child-like  about  it,  his  self-control  gave  way, 
and  when  after  a  profound  salute  he  raised  his  eyes,  she  saw 
they  were  full  of  tears.     Her  heart  began  to  beat  violently. 

"You  bring  some  bad  news?"  she  asked  faintly. 

"  Madama,    I    beg   you    not    to    distress    yourself this 

letter — "  and  he  held  out  a  sealed  envelope,  —  "  was  given 
to   me   specially  marked,    among   others,   by  my   friend,   the 

Marquis  Fontenelle last  night  before — before  he  went  to 

his  death!" 

"  His  death  ! "  echoed  Sylvie,  her  eyes  dilating  with  horror, 
"  His  death  !     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

Madame  Bozier  came  quickly  to  her  side,  and  put  a  hand 
gently  on  her  arm.  But  she  did  not  seem  to  feel  the  sympa- 
thetic touch. 

"His  death!"  she  murmured.  And  with  trembling  fingers 
she  opened  and  read  the  last  lines  ever  penned  by  her  too 
passionate  admirer. 

"Sweetest  Sylvie! — Dearest  and  purest  of  women  !  If 
you  ever  receive  this  letter  I  shall  be  gone  beyond  reach  of 
your  praise  or  your  blame.  For  it  will  not  be  given  to  you 
at  all  unless  I  am  dead.  Dead,  dear  Sylvie  !  That  will  be 
strange,  will  it  not  ?  To  be  lying  quite  still,  cold  and  stiff,  out 
of  the  reach  of  your  pretty  warm  white  arms, — deprived  for 
ever  and  ever  of  any  kiss  from  your  rose-red  lips, — ah,  Sylvie, 
it  will  be  very  cold  and  lonely  !  But  perhaps  better  so  !  To- 
night I  saw  you,  up  in  your  balcony,  with  someone  who  is  a 
brave  and  famous  man,  and  who  no  doubt  loves  you.  For  he 
cannot  fail  to  love  you,  if  he  knows  you.  God  grant  you  may 
be  happy  when  I  am  gone !  But  I  want  you  to  feel  that 
to-night — to-night  /  love  you  ! — love  you  as  I  have  never  loved 
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you  or  any  woman  before — without  an  evil  thought, — without 
a  selfish  wish  ! — to  the  very  height  and  breadth  of  love,  I  love 
you,  my  queen,  my  rose,  my  saving  grace  of  sweetness  ! — whose 
name  I  shall  say  to  God  as  my  best  prayer  for  pardon,  if  I  die 

to-night  !  FONTENELLE." 

Sylvie  shuddered  as  with  icy  cold a  darkness  seemed  to 

overwhelm  her she  staggered  a  little,  and  Ruspardi  caught 

her,  wondering  at  the  lightness  and  delicacy  and  beauty  of  her, 
as  he  assisted  Madame  Bozier  to  lead  her  to  a  deep  fauteuil 
where  she  sank  down,  trembling  in  every  nerve. 

"And — he  is  dead?"  she  asked  mechanically. 

Ruspardi  bowed  a  grave  assent.  She  paused  a  moment — 
then  forced  herself  to  speak  again. 

"  How  did  it  happen  ?  " 

In  brief,  concise  words  Ruspardi  gave  the  account  of  the 
quarrel  with  Miraudin, — and  Sylvie  shrank  back  as  though  she 
had  received  a  blow  when  she  heard  that  her  name  had  been 
the  cause  of  the  dispute. 

"  And  this  morning,  hearing  no  news,"  continued  Ruspardi, 
"  I  made  enquiries  at  the  theatre.  There  I  found  everything 
in  confusion  ;  Miraudin  and  a  soubrette  named  Jeanne  Richaud, 
had  left  Rome  the  previous  evening  so  the  box-keeper  said, 
and  there  was  no  news  of  either  of  them  beyond  a  note  from 
the  girl  saying  she  had  returned  alone  to  Paris  by  the  first 
morning  train.  Nothing  had  been  heard  of  Miraudin  himself; 
— I  therefore,  knowing  all  the  circumstances,  drove  out  to  the 
Campagna  by  the  Porta  Pia,  the  way  that  Miraudin  had  gone, 
and  the  way  I  bade  the  Marquis  follow ; — but  on  the  Ponte 
Nomentano  I  met  some  of  the  Misericordia  carrying  two 
corpses  on  the  same  bier, — two  corpses  so  strangely  alike  that 
they  might  almost  have  been  brothers  ! — they  were  the  bodies 
of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  and, — Miraudin  ! " 

Sylvie  uttered  a  low  cry  and  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands. 

"  Miraudin  ! "  exclaimed  Madame  Bozier  in  horrified  tones. 
*'  Miraudin  !     Is  he  killed  also  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  Madame !  Both  shots  must  have  been  fired  with 
deadly  aim.  They  had  no  seconds.  Miraudin  had  hired  a 
common  fiacre  to  escape  in  from  the  city,  and  the  poHce  will 
offer  a  reward  for  the  discovery  of  the  driver.  My  horse,  which 
my  unfortunate  friend  Fontenelle  rode,  is  gone,  and  if  it  could 
be  discovered,  its  possessor  might  furnish  a  clue ; — but  I 
imagine  it  will  be  difficult,  if  not  impossible  to  trace  the 
witnesses  of  the  combat.  The  woman  Richaud  is  on  her  way 
to  Paris.  But  by  this  time  all  Rome  knows  of  the  death  of 
Miraudin ;  and  in  a  few  hours  all  the  world  will  know  ! " 

"  And  what  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  ? "  asked  Madame 
Bozier. 

"  Madama,  I  posted  all  the  letters  he  entrusted  to  my 
charge.  The  one  I  have  brought  to  the  Contessa  was  enclosed 
in  an  envelope  to  me  and  marked  '  To  be  personally  delivered 
in  case  of  my  death.'  But  among  the  letters  for  the  post  was 
one  to  the  Marquis's  only  sister,  the  Abbess  of  a  convent  in 
Paris — she  will  probably  claim  her  brother's  remains." 

He  was  silent.  After  a  pause  Sylvie  rose  unsteadily,  and 
detached  a  cluster  of  violets  she  wore  at  her  neck. 

"Will  you "  her  voice  faltered. 

But  Ruspardi  understood,  and  taking  the  flowers,  respect- 
fully kissed  the  little  hand  that  gave  them. 

"They  shall  be  buried  with  him,"  he  said.  "  His  hand  was 
clenched  in  death  on  a  small  knot  of  lace — you  perhaps  might 
recognise  it, — yes? so  ! — it  shall  be  left  as  it  was  found." 

And, — his  melancholy  errand  being  done, — he  bowed  pro- 
foundly once  more,  and  retired. 

Sylvie  gazed  around  her  vaguely, — the  letter  of  her  dead 
admirer  grasped  in  her  hand, — and  his  former  letter,  proposing 
marriage,  lying  still  open  on  the  table.  Her  old  gouvernante 
watched  her  anxiously,  the  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks. 

"You  are  crying,  Katrine!"  she  said,  "And  yet  you  knew 
him  very  little, — he  never  loved  you  !  I  wish — I  wish  my 
tears  would  come  !     But  they  are  all  here — aching  and  hurting 

me — "  and  she  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart "  You  see — 

■when  one  is  a  woman  and  has  been  loved  by  a  man,  one 
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cannot  but  feel  sorry for  such  an  end  !     You  see  he  was 

not  altogether  cruel ! he  defended  my  name and  he 

has  died  for  my  sake  !     For  my  sake  ! Oh,  Katrine  !     For 

my  sake  !      So  he  did  love  me — at  the  last ! and  I 

I Oh,    Katrine  !  —  I    wish I    wish   the   tears   would 

come  ! " 

And  as  she  spoke  she  reeled and  uttering  a  little  cry 

like  that  of  a  wounded  bird,  dropped  senseless. 


XXV 

THE  death  of  the  famous  actor  Miraudin  was  a  nine  days* 
wonder,  and  about  a  three  weeks'  regret.  He  had 
made  no  reputation  beyond  that  of  the  clever  Mime, — he  was 
not  renowned  for  scholarship,  —  he  had  made  no  mark  in 
dramatic  literature, — and  his  memory  soon  sank  out  of  sight 
in  the  whirling  ocean  of  events  as  completely  as  though  he 
had  never  existed.  There  was  no  reality  about  him,  and  as  a 
natural  consequence  he  went  the  way  of  all  Shams.  Had  even 
his  study  of  his  art  been  sincere  and  high — had  he  sought  for 
the  best,  the  greatest,  and  most  perfect  work,  and  represented 
that  only  to  the  public,  the  final  judgment  of  the  world  might 
perhaps  have  given  him  a  corner  beside  Talma  or  Edmund 
Kean,- — but  the  conceit  of  him,  united  to  an  illiterate  mind, 
was  too  great  for  the  tolerance  of  the  universal  Spirit  of  things 
which  silently  in  the  course  of  years  pronounces  the  last  verdict 
on  a  man's  work.  Only  a  few  of  his  own  profession  remem- 
bered him  as  one  who  might  have  been  great,  had  he  not 
been  so  little;— and  a  few  women  laughed  lightly,  recalling 
the  legion  of  his  "amours,"  and  said,  "Ce  pauvre  coquin, 
Miraudin  ! "  That  was  all.  And  for  the  mortal  remains  of 
Guy  Beausire  de  Fontenelle,  there  came  a  lady,  grave  and 
pale,  clothed  in  deep  black,  with  the  nun's  white  band  crossing 
her  severe   and   tranquil  brows,  —  and  she,   placing  a  great 
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wreath  of  violets  fresh  gathered  from  the  Pamphili  woods,  and 
marked,  "  In  sorrow,  from  Sylvie  Hermenstein,"  on  the  closed 
coffin,  escorted  her  melancholy  burden  back  to  Paris,  where 
in  a  stately  marble  vault,  to  the  solemn  sound  of  singing,  and 
amid  the  fiare  of  funeral  tapers,  with  torn  battle-banners 
drooping  around  his  bier,  and  other  decaying  fragments  of 
chivalry,  the  last  scion  of  the  once  great  house  of  Fontenelle 
was  laid  to  rest  with  his  fathers.  Little  did  the  austere 
Abbess,  who  was  the  chief  mourner  at  these  obsequies,  guess 
that  the  actor  Miraudin,  whose  grave  had  been  hastily  dug  in 
Rome,  had  also  a  right  to  be  laid  in  the  same  marble  vault; 
— proud  and  cold  and  stern  as  her  heart  had  grown  through 
long  years  of  pain  and  disappointment,  it  is  possible  that  had 
she  known  this,  her  sufferings  might  have  been  still  more 
poignant.  But  the  secret  had  died  with  the  dead  so  far  as  the 
world  went;  —  there  remained  but  the  Eternal  Record  on 
which  the  bond  of  brotherhood  was  inscribed, — and  in  that 
Eternal  Record  some  of  us  do  our  best  not  to  believe,  not- 
withstanding the  universal  secret  dread  that  we  shall  all  be 
confronted  with  it  at  last. 

Meanwhile,  events  were  moving  rapidly,  and  the  net  of 
difficult  circumstance  was  weaving  itself  round  the  good 
Cardinal  Bonpre  in  a  manner  that  was  strangely  perplexing 
to  his  clear  and  just  mind.  He  had  received  a  letter  from 
Monsignor  Moretti,  worded  in  curtly  civil  terms,  to  the  effect 
that  as  the  Cardinal's  miracle  of  healing  had  been  per- 
formed in  France,  he,  as  an  envoy  of  the  Vatican  on  secret 
service  in  Paris,  found  it  his  duty  to  enquire  thoroughly  into 
all  the  details.  For  this  cause,  he,  Monsignor  Moretti, 
trusted  it  would  suit  the  Cardinal's  convenience  to  remain 
in  Rome  till  the  return  of  Monsieur  Claude  Cazeau,  secretary 
to  the  Archbishop  of  Rouen,  who  had  been  despatched  back 
to  that  city  on  the  business  connected  with  this  affair. 
Thus  Monsignor  Moretti; — and  Cardinal  Bonpre,  reading 
between  the  lines  of  his  letter,  knew  that  the  displeasure 
of  Rome  had  fallen  upon  him  as  heavily  as  it  did  upon 
the   eloquent   and  liberal-minded   Padre  Agostino  when  he 
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made  the  mistake  of  asking  a  blessing  from  Heaven  on  the 
King  and  Queen  of  Italy  for  their  works  of  charity  among  the 
poor.  And  he  easily  perceived  where  the  real  trouble  lay, — 
namely,  in  the  fact  of  his  having  condoned  the  Abbe 
Vergniaud's  public  confession.  Out  of  the  one  thing  there 
was  an  effort  being  made  to  contrive  mischief  with  the  other, 
— and  Bonpre,  being  too  frail  and  old  to  worry  his  brain  with 
complex  arguments  as  to  the  how  and  why  and  wherefore  of 
the  machinations  carried  on  at  the  Vatican,  resigned  himself 
to  God,  and  contenting  his  mind  with  meditation  and  prayer, 
waited  events  patiently,  caring  little  how  they  ended  for 
himself,  provided  they  did  not  involve  others  in  any  catas- 
trophe. Moreover,  there  was  a  certain  consolation  contained 
in  his  enforced  waiting, — for  his  niece  Angela  had  confided  to 
him  that  the  work  of  her  great  picture  had  advanced  more 
swiftly  than  she  had  imagined  possible,  and  that  it  was  likely 
she  would  be  able  to  show  it  to  her  relatives  and  private 
friends  in  the  course  of  a  week  or  so. 

"  But  Florian  must  see  it  first,"  she  said,  "  Of  course  you 
know  that !     Florian  must  always  be  first !  " 

"Yes,"  and  the  Cardinal  stroked  her  hair  tenderly,  while  his 

eyes  rested  on  her  with  rather  a  troubled  look "Yes of 

course Florian  first.     I  suppose  he  will  always  be  first  with 

you,  Angela? — after  God?" 

"  Always  !  "  she  answered  softly,  "  Always — after  God  !  " 

And  Felix  Bonpre  sighed — he  knew  not  why — except  that 
he  was  always  sorry  for  women  who  loved  men  with  any  very 
great  exaltation  or  devotion.  That  curiously  tender  adoration 
of  a  true  woman's  heart  which  is  so  often  wasted  on  an 
unworthy  object,  seemed  to  him  like  lifting  a  cup  of  gold  to  a 
swine's  snout.  He  found  no  actual  fault  with  Florian  Varillo, 
— he  was  just  a  man  as  men  go,  with  nothing  very  pronounced 
about  him,  except  a  genius  for  fine  mosaic-like  painting.  He 
was  not  a  great  creator,  but  he  was  a  delicate  and  careful 
artist, — a  man  against  whom  nothing  particular  could  be  said, 
except  perhaps  that  his  manner  was  often  artificial,  and  that 
his  conduct  was  not  always  sincere.     But  he  had  a  power  of 
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fascinating  the  opposite  sex, — and  Angela  had  fallen  a  willing 

victim   to  his  candid  smile,  clear  eyes,  charming  voice,  and 

courteous    ways,  —  and    with    that    strange   inconsistency   so 

common  to   gifted  women,   she  was  so   full  of  "soul"  and 

"over-soul"   herself,    that    she    could    not    imagine    "soul" 

lacking  in  others; — and  never  dreamed  of  making  herself  sure 

that  it  elevated  the  character  or  temperament  of  the  man  she 

loved. 

'  Alas,  the  love  of  women  !  it  is  known 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing  ; 
For  all  of  theiis  upon  tliat  die  is  thrown 
And,  if  'tis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring  !"^ 

During  the  time  that  matters  were  thus  pending  in  Rome, 
Claude  Cazeau,  well  satisfied  with  himself,  and  the  importance 
of  being  entrusted  with  a  special  message  from  the  Vatican  to 
the  Archbishop  of  Rouen,  returned  to  the  Normandy  capital 
whh  many  ambitious  speculations  rife  in  his  brain,  and  schemes 
for  improving  the  position  of  confidence  into  which  he  had, 
by  the  merest  chance,  and  the  fluctuations  of  the  Pope's 
humour,  been  suddenly  thrust.  He  took  the  Patoux  family 
by  surprise  on  the  evening  of  his  arrival  in  Rouen,  and  much 
to  his  secret  satisfaction  found  Martine  Doucet  in  their 
company.  The  children  were  gone  to  bed,  and  the  appear- 
ance of  Cazeau  in  Papa  Patoux's  kitchen  was  evidently  not 
altogether  the  most  agreeable  circumstance  that  could  have 
happened  at  the  Hotel  Poitiers.  He  was  civilly  received 
however,  and  when  he  expressed  his  pleasure  at  seeing 
Madame  Doucet  present,  that  worthy  female  lifted  her  eyes 
from  her  knitting  and  gave  him  a  suspicious  glance  of 
exceeding  disfavour. 

"  I  do  not  see  what  pleasure  my  company  can  give  you. 
Monsieur,"  she  said  curtly,  "I  am  only  a  poor  market- 
woman  ! " 

"  But  you  have  been  singularly  favoured  by  the  protection 
and  confidence  of  a  great  Cardinal, "  began  Cazeau. 

"Protection — confidence ("echoed  Martine  snappishly, 

^  Byron. 
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"  Nom  de  Jesus  !  ^^'hat  is  the  man  talking  about !  I  never 
set  eyes  on  the  Cardinal  in  my  life.  But  that  he  cured  my 
Fabien  is  enough  to  make  me  think  of  him  as  a  saint  forever, 
— though  it  seems  there  are  some  that  would  almost  make 
him  out  to  be  a  devil  for  having  done  a  good  deed  !  And 
ever  since  my  boy  was  cured  I  have  lived  a  life  of  torture  and 
trouble — yes,  truly  ! — torn  between  two  things,  our  Blessed 
Lord  and  the  Church  !  But  I  am  trying  my  best  to  keep 
fast  hold  of  our  Lord,  whatever  the  Church  may  do  to  me  !  " 

"  Dear  me  !"  said  Cazeau  blandly,  turning  with  a  smile  and 
propitiatory  air  to  Patoux  who  sat  silently  smoking,  "  Madame 

Doucet  seems  a  little what  shall  we  say? — unduly  excited? 

Yet  surely  the  recovery  of  her  child  should  fill  her  with  thanks- 
giving and  make  her  a  faithful  and  devout  servant " 

"Pardon,  Monsieur," interrupted  Madame  Patoux,  "Believe 
me,  Martina  is  thankful  enough,  and  devout  enough, — but 
truly  it  has  been  very  hard  for  her  to  suffer  the  things  that 
have  been  said  to  her  of  late, — how  that  the  child  could  never 
have  been  really  crippled  at  all,  but  simply  shamming, — how 
that  it  was  all  a  trick  got  up  between  herself  and  the  priests 
for  the  purpose  of  bringing  visitors  and  their  money  to  Rouen, 
— for  of  course  since  the  miracle  was  noised  abroad  there  have 
been  many  pilgrimages  to  Notre  Dame,  it  having  got  about 
that  there  was  some  mysterious  spirit  or  angel  in  one  of  the 
shrines, — for  look  you,  our  Archbishop,  when  he  came  to  visit 
the  Cardinal  here  in  this  very  hotel,  distinctly  remembers  that 
His  Eminence  assured  him  he  had  heard  strange  music  in  the 
Cathedral,  when  truly  there  was  no  organ  unlocked,  and  no 
organist  on  duty, — and  then  there  was  something  about  the 
boy  that  His  Eminence  found  lost  that  night  ..." 

"  Stop  !  Stop  ! "  said  Cazeau,  growing  impatient,  "  Your 
eloquence  is  so  impressive,  Madame,  and  you  say  so  much 
that  is  excellent  in  one  breath,  that  you  must  pardon  my 
inferior  capacity  in  not  being  able  to  follow  you  quite 
coherently  !     There  are  conflicting  statements,  you  say " 

"  No,  there  are  none,"  said  Patoux  himself,  drawing  his  pipe 
out  of  his  mouth  slowly,  and  looking  intently  at  its  well-sucked 
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stem — "It  is  all  the  same  sort  of  thing.  A  child  is  sick — a 
child  is  cured — and  it  is  either  God  or  the  Devil  who  has  done 
it.  Some  people  prefer  to  think  it  is  the  Devil, — some  give 
the  praise  to  God.  It  was  exactly  like  that  whenever  our  Lord 
(lid  a  good  deed.  Half  the  folks  said  He  was  God, — the  other 
half  that  He  had  a  devil.  Jerusalem  was  like  Rouen,  Rouen  is 
like  Jerusalem.  Jerusalem  was  ancient  and  wicked  ;  Rouen  is 
modern  and  wickeder, — that's  all !  As  for  music  in  the  church, 
we  have  only  the  Archbishop's  warrant  that  the  Cardinal  ever 
said  anything  about  hearing  music." 

" '  Only '  the  Archbishop's  warrant ! "  echoed  Cazeau 
meaningly. 

"  I  said  '  only,'  Monsieur  !  Make  the  best  of  it ! "  answered 
Patoux,  sticking  his  pipe  into  his  mouth  again,  and  resuming 
his  smoke  with  undisturbed  tranquillity. 

Cazeau  hummed  and  hawed, — he  was  irritated  yet  vaguely 
amused  too  at  the  singular  self-assertion  of  these  common  folk 
who  presumed  to  take  their  moral  measurement  of  an  Arch- 
bishop !  It  is  a  strange  fact,  but  these  same  "common  folk  " 
always  do  take  these  sorts  of  measurements  ! 

"The  inconsistencies — (if  there  are  any — )  in  the  story  will 
soon  be  cleared  up,"  he  said,  with  a  benevolent  assumption  of 
authority,  "At  least,  I  hope  so  !  I  am  glad  to  say  that  I  am 
entrusted  with  a  message  to  the  Archbishop  from  our  Holy 
Father,  the  Pope, — and  I  have  also  His  Holiness's  instruc- 
tions to  request  you,  Madame  Doucet,  together  with  your  son 
Fabien,  to  accompany  me  back  to  Rome  ! " 

Martine  Doucet  bounced  up  from  her  chair,  and  let  fall  her 
knitting, 

"  Me — me  ! "  she  cried,  "  Me  go  to  Rome  !  Never !  Wild 
horses  will  not  drag  me  there,  nor  shall  you  take  my  Fabien 
either  !     What  should  I  do  in  Rome  ?  " 

"Testify  personally  to  the  truth  of  the  Cardinal's  miracle,'' 
answered  Cazeau,  gazing  coldly  at  her  excited  face  as  though 
he  saw  something  altogether  strange  and  removed  from  human 
semblance.  "And  bring  your  child  into  the  Holy  Presence 
and  relate  his  history.     It  will  be  nothing  but  an  advantage  to 

25. 
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you, — for  you  will  obtain  a  patient  hearing,  and  the  priceless 
boon  of  the  Papal  benediction  !  " 

"Grand  merci!"  said  Martina,  "But  I  have  lived  more 
than  half  my  time  without  the  Papal  benediction,  and  I  can 
work  out  the  rest  of  my  days  in  the  same  way  !  Look  you  ! 
— there  is  a  great  English  Duke  I  am  told,  who  has  an  only 
son  sorely  afflicted,  and  he  has  taken  this  son  to  every  place 
in  the  world  where  the  Church  is  supposed  to  work  miracles 
for  the  healing  of  the  sick  and  the  helpless, — all  to  no  use,  for 
the  poor  boy  is  as  sick  and  helpless  as  ever.  How  is  that? 
What  has  the  Papal  benediction  done  for  him  ?  " 

"  Woman,  your  tongue  overrules  your  senses  !  "  said  Cazeau, 
with  rising  temper,  "You  rail  against  the  Church  like  an 
ungrateful  heathen,  even  though  you  owe  your  son's  recovery 
to  the  Church  !  For  what  is  Cardinal  Bonpre  but  a  Prince  of 
the  Church  ?  " 

Martine  stuck  her  arms  akimbo,  and  surveyed  him  dis- 
dainfully. 

*'Oh-h^!"  she  cried,  "My  tongue  overrules  my  senses, 
Monsieur  Claude  Cazeau  !  Take  care  that  your  cunning  does 
not  overrule  yourself!  Did  I  ever  deny  the  worth  and  the 
goodness  of  Cardinal  Bonpre  ?  Though  if  I  were  to  speak  the 
whole  truth,  and  if  I  were  to  believe  the  nonsense-talk  of  a 
child,  I  should  perhaps  give  the  credit  of  the  miracle  to  the 
stray  boy  whom  the   Cardinal  found   outside   the  Cathedral 

door "Cazeau  started — "For  Fabien  says  that  he  began 

to  feel  strong  the  moment  that  little  lad  touched  him  ! " 

"The  boy  !"  exclaimed  Cazeau — "The  boy  !" 

A  curious  silence  ensued.  Jean  Patoux  lifting  his  drowsy 
eyes  gazed  fixedly  at  the  whitewashed  ceiling, — Madame,  his 
wife,  stood  beside  him  watching  the  changes  on  Cazeau's 
yellow  face,— -and  Martine  sat  down  to  take  breath  after  her 
voluble  outburst. 

"The  boy  !"  muttered  Cazeau  again then  he  broke  into 

a  harsh  laugh. 

"  What  folly  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  As  if  a  little  tramp  of  the 
streets   could   have   anything   to  do  with  a  Church  miracle ! 
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Martine  Doucct,  if  you  were  to  say  such  a  thing  at  the 
Vatican " 

"  /  have  not  said  it,"  said  Martine  angrily,  "  I  only  told  you 
what  my  Fabien  says.  I  am  not  answerable  for  the  thoughts 
of  the  child !  That  he  is  well  and  strong — that  he  has  the 
look  and  the  soul  of  an  angel,  is  enough  for  me  to  praise  God 
all  my  life.  But  I  shall  never  say  the  Laus  Deo  at  the  Vatican, 
— you  will  have  no  chance  to  trap  me  in  that  way  ! " 

Cazeau  stared  at  her  haughtily. 

"You  must  be  mad!"  he  said,  "No  one  wishes  to  'trap' 
you,  as  you  express  it  !  The  miracle  of  healing  performed  on 
your  child  is  a  very  remarkable  one, — it  should  not  be  any 
surprise  to  you  that  the  Head  of  the  Church  seeks  to  know 
all  the  details  of  it  thoroughly,  in  order  to  ratify  and  con- 
firm it,  and  perhaps  bestow  new  honour  on  the  eminent 
Cardinal " 

"I  rather  doubt  that!"  interposed  Patoux  slowly,  "For 
I  gather  from  our  Archbishop  that  the  Holy  Father  was 
suspicious  of  some  trick,  rather  than  an  excess  of  sanctity!" 

Cazeau  reddened  through  his  pallid  skin. 

"I  know  nothing  of  that !"  he  said  curtly,  "But  my  orders 
are  imperative,  and  I  shall  seek  the  assistance  of  the  Arch- 
bishop to  enforce  and  carry  them  out !  For  the  moment  I 
have  the  honour  to  wish  you  good  night,  Monsieur  Patoux  ! — 
and  you  also,  Mesdames  !  " 

And  he  departed  abruptly,  in  an  anger  which  he  was  at 
no  pains  to  disguise.  Personally  he  cared  nothing  about  the 
miracle,  or  how  it  had  been  accomplished,  but  he  cared  very 
much  for  his  own  advancement, — and  he  saw,  or  thought  he 
saw,  a  chance  of  very  greatly  improving  his  position  among 
the  ecclesiastical  authorities  if  he  only  kept  a  cool  head  and  a 
clear  mind.  He  recognised  that  there  was  a  desire  on  the  part 
of  the  Pope  to  place  Cardinal  Bonpre  under  close  observance 
and  restraint  on  account  of  his  having  condoned  the  Abbe 
Vergniaud's  confession  to  his  congregation  in  Paris ;  and  he 
rightly  judged  that  anything  he  could  do  to  aid  the  accom- 
plishment of  that  end  would  not  be  without  its  reward.     And 
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the  few  words  which  Martine  Doucet  had  let  drop  concerning 
the  stray  boy  who  now  lived  under  the  Cardinal's  protection, 
had  given  him  a  new  idea  which  he  resolved  to  act  upon  when 
he  returned  to  Rome.  For  it  was  surely  very  strange  that  an 
eminent  Prince  of  the  Church  should  allow  himself  to  be  con- 
stantly attended  by  a  little  tramp  rescued  from  the  street ! 
There  was  something  in  it  more  than  common, — and  Cazeau 
decided  that  he  would  suggest  a  close  enquiry  being  made  on 
this  point. 

Crossing  the  square  opposite  the  Hotel  Poitiers,  he  hesitated 
before  turning  the  corner  of  the  street  which  led  towards 
the  avenue  where  the  Archbishop's  house  was  situated.  The 
night  was  fine  and  calm — the  air  singularly  balmy, — and  he 
suddenly  decided  to  take  a  stroll  by  the  river  before  finally 
returning  to  his  rooms  for  the  night.  There  is  one  very  quiet 
bit  of  the  Seine  in  Rouen  where  the  water  flows  between 
unspoilt  grassy  banks,  which  in  summer  are  a  frequent  resort 
for  lovers  to  dream  the  dreams  which  so  often  come  to 
nothing, — and  here  Cazeau  betook  himself  to  smoke  and 
meditate  on  the  brilliancy  of  his  future  prospects.  The  river 
had  been  high  in  flood  during  the  week,  and  the  grass  which 
sloped  towards  the  water  was  still  wet,  and  heavy  to  the  tread. 
But  Cazeau  limited  his  walk  to  the  broad  summit  of  the 
bank,  being  aware  that  the  river  just  below  flowed  over  a 
muddy  quicksand,  into  which,  should  a  man  chance  to  fall, 
it  would  be  death  and  fast  burial  at  one  and  the  same 
moment.  And  Cazeau  set  a  rather  exorbitant  value  on  his 
own  life,  as  most  men  do  whose  lives  are  of  no  sort  of 
consequence  to  the  world.  So  he  was  careful  to  walk  where 
there  was  the  least  danger  of  slipping, — and  as  he  lit  an 
excellent  cigar,  and  puffed  the  faint  blue  rings  of  smoke 
out  into  the  clear  moonlit  atmosphere,  he  was  in  a  very 
agreeable  frame  of  mind.  He  was  crafty  and  clever  in  his 
way, — one  of  those  to  whom  the  Yankee  term  "cute"  would 
apply  in  its  fullest  sense, — and  he  had  the  happy  knack  of 
forgetting  his  own  mistakes  and  follies,  and  excusing  his  own 
sins  with  as  much  ease  as  though  he  were  one  of  the  "blood- 
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royal "  of  nations.  Vices  he  had  in  plenty  in  common  with 
most  men, — except  that  his  particular  form  of  licentiousness 
was  distinguished  by  a  callousness  and  cruelty  in  which  there 
was  no  touch  of  redeeming  quality.  As  a  child  he  had 
loved  to  tear  the  wings  off  flies  and  other  insects,  and  one 
of  his  keenest  delights  in  boyhood  had  been  to  watch  the 
writhings  of  frogs  into  whose  soft  bodies  he  would  stick  long 
pins, — the  frogs  would  live  under  this  treatment  four  and 
five  hours  —  sometimes  longer,  and  while  observing  their 
agonies  he  enjoyed  "  that  contented  mind  which  is  a  perpetual 
feast."  Now  that  he  was  a  man,  he  delighted  in  torturing 
human  beings  after  the  same  methods  applied  mentally,  when- 
ever he  could  find  a  vulnerable  part  through  which  to  thrust 
a  sharp  spear  of  pain. 

"The  eminent  Cardinal  Bonpre  ! "  he  mused  now,  "What 
is  he  to  me !  If  I  could  force  the  Archbishop  of  Rouen 
into  high  favour  at  the  Vatican  instead  of  this  foolish  old 
Saint  Felix,  it  would  be  a  better  thing  for  my  future.  After 
all,  it  was  at  Rouen  that  the  miracle  was  performed — the  city 
should  have  some  credit !  And  Bonpr(§  has  condoned  a 
heretic  ...  he  is  growing  old  and  feeble  —  possibly  he  is 
losing  his  wits.     And  then  there  is  that  boy  ..." 

He  started  violently  as  a  fantastic  shadow  suddenly  crossed 
his  path  in  the  moonlight,  and  a  peal  of  violent  laughter 
assailed  his  ears. 

"  Enfin  !  Toi,  mon  Claude  !  —  enfin  !  —  Grace  h.  Dieu  ! 
Enfin!" 

And  the  crazed  creature,  known  as  Marguerite,  "  La  FoUe," 
stood  before  him,  her  long  black  hair  streaming  over  her 
bare  chest  and  gaunt  arms,  her  eyes  dilated,  and  glowing 
with  the  mingled  light  of  madness  and  despair. 

Cazeau  turned  a  livid  white  in  the  moon-rays ; — his  blood 
grew  icy  cold.  What !  After  two  years  of  dodging  about 
the  streets  of  Rouen  to  avoid  meeting  this  wretched  woman 
whom  he  had  tricked  and  betrayed,  had  she  found  him  at 
last! 

"When  did  you  come  back  from  the  fair?"  cried  the  girl 
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shrilly,  "  I  lost  you  there,  you  know — and  you  managed  to  lose 
mc, — but  I  have  waited !— waited  patiently  for  news  of  you ! 

and   when    none   came,    I    still   waited,    making   myself 

beautiful!  .  .  .  see! — "  And  she  thrust  her  fingers  through 
her  long  hair,  throwing  it  about  in  wilder  disorder  than  ever. 
"You  thought  you  had  killed  me — and  you  were  glad! — it 
makes  all  men  glad  to  kill  women  when  they  can  !     But  I — 

I  was  not  killed  so  easily, — I  have  lived ! for  this  night 

— just  for  this  night !  Listen  ! "  and  she  sprang  forward  and 
threw  herself  violently  against  his  breast,  "  Do  you  love  me 
now?  Tell  me  again — as  you  told  me  at  the  fair — you 
love  me?" 

He  staggered  under  her  weight and  tried  for  a  moment 

to  thrust  her  back,  but  she  held  him  in  a  grip  of  iron,  looking 
up  at  him  with  her  great  feverish  dark  eyes,  and  grasping  his 
shoulders  with  thin  burning  hands.  He  trembled; — he  was 
beginning  to  grow  horribly  afraid.  What  devil  had  sent 
this  woman  whom  he  had  ruined  so  long  as  two  years  ago, 
across  his  path  to-night?  Would  it  be  possible  to  soothe 
her? 

"Marguerite — "  he  began, 

"Yes,  yes,  Marguerite!  Say  it  again!"  she  cried  wildly, 
"Marguerite!  Say  it  again!  Sweet — sweet  and  tenderly 
as  you  said  it  then  !  Poor  Marguerite  !  Your  pale  ugly  face 
seemed  the  face  of  a  god  to  her  once,  because  she  thought 
you  loved  her — we  all  find  men  so  beautiful  when  we  think 
they  love  us  !  Yes — your  cold  eyes  and  cruel  lips  and  hard 
brow ! — it  was  quite  a  different  face  at  the  fair  !  So  was 
mine  a  different  face — but  you ! — you  have  made  mine  what 
it  is  ! — look  at  it !  What ! — you  thought  you  could  murder 
a  woman  and  never  be  found  out !  You  thought  you  could 
kill  poor  Marguerite,  and  that  no  one  would  ever  know " 

"  Hush,  hush  ! "  said  Cazeau,  his  teeth  chattering  with  the 
cold  of  his  inward  terror,  "I  never  killed  you.  Marguerite! — 
I  loved  you^ — yes,  listen  ! "  For  she  was  looking  up  at  him 
with  an  attentive,  almost  sane  expression  in  her  eyes.  "  I 
meant  to  write  to  you  after  the  fair,— and  come  to  you  ..." 
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"Hush,  hush!"  echoed  the  girl,  "Let  me  hear  this! — this 

is  strange  news  !     He  meant  to  write  to  me, yet  he  let 

me  die  by  inches  in  an  agony  of  waiting  ! — till  I  dropped  into 
the  darkness  where  I  am  now  !     Pie  meant  to  come  to  me 

oh,  it  was  very  easy  to  come  if  he  had  chosen  to  come, — 

before  I  wandered  away  into  all  this  strangeness — this  shadow 
— this  confusion  and  fire  !  But  you  see,  it  is  too  late  ! "  and 
she  began  to  laugh  again,  "Too  late  !  I  have  a  strange  idea 
that  I  am  dead,  though  I  seem  alive ! — I  am  in  my  grave ; 
and  so  you  must  die  also  and  be  buried  with  me  !  Yes,  you 
must  certainly  die  !  —  when  one  is  cruel  and  false  and 
treacherous  one  is  not  wanted  in  the  world  ! — better  to  go 
out  of  it — and  it  is  quite  easy, — see  ! — this  way  ! " 

And  before  he  realized  her  intention  she  sprang  back  a 
step — then  drew  a  knife  from  her  bosom,  and  with  a  sort  of 

exultant  shriek,  stabbed  him  furiously  once — twice thrice 

.    .    .    crying    out "  This    for    your    lie  !     This   for   m)- 

sorrow  !     This  for  your  love  ! " 

Reeling  sideways  with  the  agony  of  her  murderous  blows,  ne 
made  a  fierce  effort  to  tear  the  knife  from  her  hands,  but  she 
suddenly  threw  it  a  long  way  from  her  towards  the  river,  where 
it  fell  with  a  light  splash, — then  rushing  at  him,  she  twined  her 
arms  close  about  his  neck,  while  her  mad  laughter,  piercing 
and  terrible,  rang  out  through  the  quiet  air. 

"Together!"    she   said,    "That   day  at   the   fair  we  were 

together,  and  now we  shall  be  together  again  !     Come  ! — 

Come  !     I  have  waited  long  enough  ! your  promised  letter 

never  came you  have  kept  me  waiting  a  long  long  while  ! — 

but  now  I  will  wait  no  longer !  I  have  found  you ! — I  will 
never  let  you  go  ! " 

Furiously,  despite  his  wounds,  he  fought  with  her, — tried  to 
thrust  her  away  from  him, — and  beat  her  backwards  and 
downwards, — but  she  had  the  strength  of  ten  women  in  her 
maddened  frame,  and  she  clung  to  him  with  the  tenacity  of 
some  savage  beast.  All  around  them  was  perfectly  quiet, — 
there  was  not  a  soul  in  sight, — there  was  no  place  near  where 
a   shout   for   help   could  have  been  heard.     Struggling  still. 
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dizzy,  blind  and  breathless,  he  did  not  see  that  they  were 
Hearing  the  edge  of  the  slippery  bank — all  his  efforts  were 
concentrated  in  an  endeavour  to  shake  off  the  infuriated 
creature,  made  more  powerful  in  her  very  madness  by  the  just 

sense  of  her  burning  wrong  and  his  callous  treachery when 

all  at  once  his  foot  slipped  and  he  fell  to  the  ground.  She 
pounced  on  him  like  a  tigress,  and  fastened  her  fingers  on  his 
throat, — clutching  his  flesh  and  breathlessly  muttering,  "  Never  ! 

never !     Never  can  you  hide  away  from  me  any  more  ! 

Together — together  !  I  will  never  let  you  go  ! — "  till,  as  his 
eyes  rolled  up  in  agony  and  his  jaw  relaxed,  she  uttered  a 
shout  of  ecstasy  to  see  him  die  !  He  sank  heavily  under  the 
fierce  grasp  which  she  never  relaxed  for  an  instant, — and  his 
dead  weight  dragged  her  unconsciously  down — down  ! — she 
not  heeding  or  knowing  whither  she  was  moving, — down — still 
down ! — till,  as  she  clung  to  his  inert  body,  madly  determining 
not  to  let  it  go,  she  fell, — fast  grappling  her  betrayer's  corpse, 
— into  the  ominous  stillness  of  the  river.  The  flood  opened, 
as  it  were, — to  receive  the  two, — the  dead  and  the  living; — 
there  was  a  slight  ripple  as  though  a  mouth  in  the  water 
smiled — then  the  usual  calm  surface  reflected  the  moon  once 
more,  and  there  was  no  sign  of  trouble  !  Nothing  struggled, — 
nothing  floated, — all  was  perfectly  tranquil.  The  bells  chimed 
from  all  the  churches  in  the  city  a  quarter  to  midnight, — and 
their  pretty  echoes  were  wafted  across  the  water, — no  other 
sound  disturbed  the  silence, — not  a  trace  of  the  struggle 
was  left,  save  just  one  smeared  track  of  grass  and  slime, 
which,  if  examined  carefully,  might  have  been  found 
sprinkled  with  blood.  But  with  the  morning,  the  earth 
would  have  swallowed  those  drops  of  human  life  as  silently 
as  the  river  -  quicksand  had  sucked  down  the  bodies  of 
the  betrayed  and  the  betrayer;  —  in  neither  case  would 
Nature  have  any  hint  to  give  of  the  tragedy  enacted. 
Nature  is  a  dumb  witness  to  many  dramas, — but  it  may  be 
that  she  has  eyes  and  ears,  and  her  own  way  of  keeping 
records.  Sometimes  she  gives  up  long -buried  secrets, — 
sometimes  she  holds  them  fast; — biding  her  time  until  the 
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Judgment  Day,  when  not  only  the  crime  shall  be  disclosed 
but  the  Cause  of  the  crime's  committal.  And  it  may  chance 
in  certain  cases,  such  as  those  of  men  who  have  deliberately 
ruined  the  lives  of  trusting  and  loving  women,  that  the  Cause 
may  be  proved  a  more  criminal  thing  than  the  crime  ! 

That  night  Martine  Doucet  slept  badly,  and  had  horrible 
dreams  of  being  dragged  by  force  to  Rome,  and  there  taken 
before  the  Pope,  who  at  once  deprived  her  of  her  son  Fabien, 
and  ordered  her  to  be  shot  in  one  of  the  public  squares  for 
neglecting  to  attend  Mass  regularly.  And  Jean  Patoux  and 
his  wife,  reposing  on  their  virtuous  marital  couch,  conversed  a 
long  time  about  the  unexpected  and  unwelcome  visit  of  Claude 
Cazeau,  and  the  mission  he  had  declared  himself  entrusted 
with  from  the  Vatican, — "And  you  may  depend  upon  it,"  said 
Madame  sententiously,  "that  he  will  get  his  way,  by  fair  means 
or  foul !  I  am  thankful  that  our  children  were  spared  a 
Church-miracle  I  —  the  remedy  seems  more  troublesome  than 
the  sickness  !" 

"No,  no,"  said  her  husband,  "Thou  dost  not  judge  these 
things  rightly,  my  little  one  !  God  worked  the  remedy,  as  He 
works  all  good  things, — and  there  would  be  no  trouble  about 
it  if  it  were  not  for  man's  strange  way  of  taking  it.  Did  ever 
our  Lord  do  a  good  or  a  kind  deed  without  being  calumniated 
for  it  .-*  Did  not  all  those  men-fools  in  Jerusalem  '  go  about 
secretly  seeking  how  they  might  betray  Him '  ?  That  is  a 
lesson  for  us  all, — and  never  forget,  petite,  that  for  showing 
them  the  straight  way  to  heaven  He  was  crucified  !  " 

The  next  day  a  telegram  was  despatched  from  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Rouen  to  Monsignor  Moretti  at  the  Vatican  :— 

"Claude  Cazeau  visited  Hotel  Poitiers  last  night,  but  has 
since  mysteriously  disappeared.  Every  search  and  enquiry 
being  made.     Strongly  suspect  foul  play." 
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XXVI 

NOVEMBER  was  now  drawing  to  a  close,  and  St.  Cecilia's 
Day  dawned  in  a  misty  sunrise,  half  cloud,  half  light, 
like  smoke  and  flame  intermingled.  Aubrey  Leigh,  on  waking 
that  morning,  had  almost  decided  to  leave  Rome  before  the 
end  of  the  month.  He  had  learned  all  that  was  necessary  for 
him  to  know; — he  had  not  come  to  study  the  antiquities,  or 
the  dark  memories  of  dead  empires,  for  he  would  have  needed 
to  live  at  least  ten  years  in  the  city  to  gain  even  a  surface 
knowledge  of  all  the  Romes,  built  one  upon  another,  in  the 
Rome  of  to-day.  His  main  object  had  been  to  discover 
whether  the  Holy  See  existed  as  a  grand  and  pure  institution 
for  the  uplifting  and  the  saving  of  the  souls  of  men  ;  or  whether 
it  had  degenerated  into  an  unscrupulous  scheme  for  drawing 
the  money  out  of  their  pockets.  He  had  searched  this 
problem  and  solved  it.  He  had  perceived  the  trickery,  the 
dissimulation  and  hypocrisy  of  Roman  priestcraft.  He  had 
seen  the  Pope  officiate  at  High  Mass  in  the  Sistine  Chapel, 
having  procured  that  "introduction  from  very  high  quarters" 
which,  even  according  to  ordinary  guide-books,  is  absolutely 
necessary, — the  "high  quarters"  in  this  instance  being  Mon- 
signor  Gherardi.  Apart  from  this  absurdity, — this  impious 
idea  of  needing  an  "introduction,"  to  a  sacred  service  pro- 
fessedly held  for  the  worship  of  the  Divine,  by  the  Repre- 
sentative of  Christ  on  earth,  he  had  watched  with  sickening 
soul  all  the  tawdry  ceremonial,  so  far  removed  from  the 
simplicity  of  Christ's  commands, — he  had  stared  dully,  till  his 
brows  ached,  at  the  poor,  feeble,  scraggy  old  man  with  the 
pale,  withered  face  and  dark  eyes,  who  was  chosen  to  represent 
a  "Manifestation  of  the  Deity,"  to  his  idolatrous  followers; — 
and  as  he  thought  of  all  the  poverty,  sorrow,  pain,  perplexity, 
and  bewilderment  of  the  "lost  sheep"  who  were  wandering  to 
and  fro  in  the  world,  scarcely  able  to  fight  the  difficulties  of 
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their  daily  lot,  and  unable  to  believe  in  Cod  because  they  were 
never  allowed  to  understand  or  to  experience  any  of  His 
goodness,  such  a  passion  of  protest  arose  in  him,  that  he  could 
have  sprung  on  the  very  steps  of  the  altar  and  cried  aloud  to 
the  aged  Manager  of  the  Stage-scene  there,  "Away  with  this, 
sham  of  Christianity  !  Cive  us  the  true  message  of  Christ, 
undefiled !  Sell  these  useless  broidered  silks, — these  flaunt- 
ing banners;  —  take  the  silver,  gold,  and  bank-notes  which 
hysterical  pilgrims  cast  at  your  feet! — this  Peter's  Pence, 
amounting  to  millions,  whose  exact  total  you  alone  know, — 
and  come  out  into  the  highways  and  by-ways  of  the  cities  of 
all  lands, — call  to  you  the  lame,  the  halt,  the  blind,  the  sickly, 
and  diseased, — give  comfort  where  comfort  is  needed, — defend 
the  innocent — protect  the  just,  and  silence  the  Voce  de  la 
Verita,  which,  published  under  your  authority,  callously 
advocates  murder ! " 

And  though  he  felt  all  this,  he  could  only  remain  a  dumb 
spectator  of  the  Show  in  which  not  the  faintest  shadow  of 
Christianity  according  to  Christ,  appeared  —  and  when  the 
theatrical  pageant  was  over,  he  hurried  out  into  the  fresh  air 
half  stupefied  with  the  heavy  sense  of  shame  that  such  things 
could  be,  and  no  man  found  true  enough  to  the  commands 
of  the  Divine  Master  to  shake  the  world  with  strong  con- 
demnation. 

"Twelve  fishermen  were  enough  to  preach  the  Gospel," 
he  thought,  "Yet  now  there  cannot  be  found  twelve  faithful 
souls  who  will  protest  against  its  falsification  ! " 

And  on  St.  Cecilia's  morning  he  was  in  sad  and  sober 
mood, — too  vexed  with  himself  to  contemplate  his  future 
work  without  a  sense  of  pain  and  disappointment  and  loneli- 
ness. He  loved  Sylvie  Hermenstein,  and  admitted  his 
I)assion  for  her  frankly  to  his  own  soul,  but  at  the  same  time 
felt  that  a  union  with  her  would  be  impossible.  He  had  seen 
her  nearly  every  day  since  their  first  introduction  to  each 
other,  and  had  realized  to  the  height  of  soul-intoxication  the 
subtle  charm  of  her  delicate  beauty,  and  the  sweetness  of  her 
disposition.     But — (there  was  a  but  in  it,— there  always  is!)- 
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he  was  not  sure  of  her  constancy.  The  duel  between  the 
Marquis  Fontenelle  and  the  actor  Miraudin  had  furnished 
food  for  gossip  at  all  the  social  gatherings  in  Rome,  and 
Sylvie's  name,  freely  mentioned  as  the  cause  of  the  dispute, 
had  been  thus  given  an  unpleasant  notoriety.  And  though 
Aubrey  Leigh  was  far  too  chivalrous  and  noble  -  natured  to 
judge  and  condemn  a  woman  without  seeking  for  the  truth 
from  her  own  lips,  he  was  indescribably  annoyed  to  hear  her 
spoken  of  in  any  connection  with  the  late  Marquis.  He  had 
a  strong  desire  to  ask  Angela  Sovrani  a  few  questions  con- 
cerning the  affair,  but  hesitated,  lest  his  keen  personal  anxiety 
should  betray  the  depth  of  his  feelings.  Then,  too,  he  was 
troubled  by  the  fact  that  the  Hermenstein  family  had  been 
from  time  immemorial  devout  Romanists,  and  he  felt  that 
Sylvie  must  perforce  be  a  firm  adherent  to  that  faith. 

"Better  to  leave  Rome!"  he  said  to  himself,  "Better  to 
shake  off  the  witchery  of  her  presence,  and  get  back  to 
England,  and  to  work.  And  if  I  cannot  kill  or  quell  this  love 
in  me,  at  any  rate  it  shall  serve  me  to  good  purpose, — it  shall 
make  me  a  better  and  a  braver  man  ! " 

He  had  promised  to  meet  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  that 
morning  at  the  Catacombs  of  St.  Callistus,  to  see  the  illumina- 
tion of  the  tomb  of  St.  Cecilia,  which  takes  place  there 
annually  on  the  Saint's  Feast-Day,  and  he  knew  that  Angela 
Sovrani  and  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  were  to  be  of  the 
Princesse's  party.  He  was  somewhat  late  in  starting,  and 
hired  a  fiacre  to  drive  him  along  the  Via  Appia  to  his 
destination,  but  when  he  arrived  there  Mass  had  already 
commenced.  A  Trappist  monk,  tall  and  grim  and  forbidding 
of  aspect,  met  him  at  the  entrance  to  the  Catacombs  with  a 
lighted  taper,  and  escorted  him  in  silence  through  the  gloomy 
"  Oratorium "  and  passage  of  tombs, — the  torch  he  carried 
flinging  ghastly  reflections  on  the  mural  paintings  and 
inscriptions,  till,  on  reaching  the  tomb  of  St.  Cecilia  where 
the  murdered  Saint  once  lay,  though  her  remains  are  now 
enshrined  in  the  Church  of  St.  Cecilia  in  Trastevere,  the 
Trappist   suddenly  left   him  at  a  corner  to  attend  to  other 
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incoming  visitors,  and  disappeared.  Aubrey  looked  around 
him,  vaguely  touched  and  awed  by  the  solemnity  of  the  scene ; 
— the  damp  walls  on  which  old  Byzantine  paintings  of  the 
seventh  century  were  still  visible,  though  crumbling  fast  away, 
— the  glimmering  lights, — the  little  crowd  of  people  pressed 
together, — the  brilliantly  illuminated  altar, — the  droning 
accents  of  the  officiating  priests; — and  presently  the  sound 
of  a  boy's  exquisite  young  voice  rose  high  and  pure,  singing 
the  Agnus  Dei.  St.  Cecilia  herself  might  have  been  en- 
raptured by  such  sweet  harmony, — and  Aubrey  Leigh 
instinctively  bent  his  head,  moved  strongly  by  the  holy  and 
tender  fervour  of  the  anthem.  Growing  accustomed  to  the 
flickering  lights,  he  presently  perceived  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont  a  little  in  front  of  him, — and  beside  her  were 
her  two  friends,  Angela  Sovrani  and  Sylvie  Hermenstein. 
Sylvie  was  kneeling,  and  her  face  was  hidden.  Angela  was 
seated, — and  her  eyes,  full  of  the  radiance  of  thought  and 
dreaming  genius,  were  fixed  on  the  altar.  Gradually  he 
moved  up  till  he  reached  the  rough  bench  where  they  were 
all  together, — the  Princesse  D'Agramont  saw  him  at  once, 
and  signed  to  him  to  take  a  vacant  place  next  to  Sylvie.  He 
sat  down  very  gently — afraid  to  disturb  the  graceful  figure 
kneeling  within  touch  of  his  hand — how  devout  she  seemed, 
he  thought !  But  as  the  Agnus  Dei  ceased,  she  stirred,  and 
rose  quietly, — as  quietly  as  a  bent  flower  might  lift  itself  in 
the  grass  after  the  rush  of  the  wind, — and  gave  him  a  gentle 
salute,  then  sat  down  beside  him,  drooping  her  soft  eyes  over 
her  prayer-book,  but  not  before  he  had  seen  that  they  were 
wet  with  tears.  Was  she  unhappy,  he  wondered?  It  seemed 
impossible  !  Such  a  woman  could  never  be  unhappy  !  With 
beauty,  health,  and  a  sunny  temperament, — wealth  and 
independence,  what  could  she  know  of  sorrow  !  It  is  strange 
how  seldom  a  man  can  enter  into  the  true  comprehension  of 
a  woman's  grief,  though  he  may  often  be  the  cause  of  the 
trouble.  A  woman,  if  endowed  with  beauty  and  charm, 
ought  never,  in  a  man's  opinion,  to  look  sad,  whatever  she 
may  feel.     It  is  her  business  to  smile,  and  shine  like  a  sun- 
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beam  on  a  spring  morning,  for  his  delectation  always.  And 
Aubrey  Leigh,  though  he  could  thoroughly  appreciate  and 
enter  into  the  sordid  woes  of  hard-worked  and  poverty-stricken 
woman-kind,  was  not  without  the  same  delusion  that  seems 
to  possess  all  his  sex, — namely,  that  if  a  woman  is  brilliantly 
endowed,  and  has  sufficient  of  this  world's  goods  to  ensure 
her  plenty  of  friends  and  pretty  toilettes,  she  need  never  be 
unhappy.  Sylvie's  tears  were  therefore  a  mystery  to  him, 
except  when  a  jealous  pang  contracted  his  generally  liberal 
and  tender  soul,  and  he  thought,  "  Perhaps  she  is  grieving 
for  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  ! "  He  glanced  at  her  every  now 
and  again  dubiously, — while  the  service  went  on,  and  the 
exquisite  music  beat  rhythmic  waves  against  the  ancient  walls 
and  roof  of  the  murdered  Saint's  tomb, — but  her  face,  fair  and 
child-like,  was  a  puzzle  to  his  mind, — he  could  never  make  out 
from  its  expression  whether  she  were  thoughtful  or  frivolous. 
Strange  mistakes  are  often  made  in  physiognomy.  Often  the 
so-called  "  intellectual "  face, — the  "  touch-me-not "  dignity — the 
''stalking -tragedy"  manner,  covers  a  total  lack  of  brain, — 
and  often  a  large-featured,  seemingly  "  noble  "  face,  has  served 
as  a  mask  for  untold  depths  of  villainy.  The  delicate,  small 
face  of  Nelson  suggested  nothing  of  the  giant  heroism  in  his 
nature,  and  many  a  pretty,  and  apparently  frivolous  woman's 
face,  which  suggests  nothing  but  the  most  thoughtless  gaiety, 
is  a  disguise  for  a  strong  nature  capable  of  lofty  and  self- 
sacrificing  deeds.  There  is  nothing  likely  to  be  so  deceptive 
as  a  human  countenance, — for  with  the  exception  of  a  few 
uncomfortably  sincere  persons,  we  all  try  to  make  it  disguise 
our  feelings  as  much  as  we  can. 

The  service  concluded,  and  St.  Cecilia  solemnly  com- 
mended once  more  to  her  eternal  rest,  the  people  all  rose 
and  wandered  like  black  ghosts,  through  the  darkness  of  the 
Catacombs,  following  the  flicker  of  the  torches  carried  by 
the  Trappist  monks,  who  always  perform  the  duty  of  guides 
on  this  occasion,— and  once  out  in  the  open  air,  in  the  full 
blaze  of  the  sunshine  which  had  now  broken  brilliantly 
through  the  mist   of  the  previously  threatening   rain-clouds, 
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Aubrey  Leigh  saw  with  pain,  that  Sylvie  looked  very  pale 
and  ill.  He  ventured  to  say  something  solicitous  concerning 
this  to  the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  whose  bright  dark  eyes 
Hashed  over  him  with  an  enigmatical  look,  half  wonder,  half 
scorn. 

"  What  strange  creatures  men  are  ! "  she  said  satirically, 
"Even  you,  clever,  and  gifted  with  an  insight  into  human 
nature,  seem  to  be  actually  surprised  that  our  poor,  pretty 
little  Sylvie  looks  ill !  With  half  Rome  declaring  that  she 
was  the  mistress  of  Fontenelle,  and  the  other  half  swearing 
itself  black  in  the  face  that  she  is  the  mistress  of  Gherardi, 
she  certainly  ought  to  be  very  happy,  ought  she  not  ?  Indeed, 
almost  dancing  with  the  joy  and  consolation  of  knowing 
how  pleasant  her  '  society '  friends  are  making  her  life  for 
her ! " 

Aubrey's  heart  beat  violently. 

"  Princesse,"  he  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  vibrating  earnestness, 
"  if  I  thought — if  I  could  think  such  abominable  lies  were 
told  of  her  .  .  .  " 

"Chut!"  And  the  Princesse  smiled  rather  sadly,  —  "It 
is  not  like  you  to  'pretend,'  Mr.  Leigh! — You  do  know, — 
you  must  know — that  a  coarse  discussion  over  her  name  was 
the  cause  of  the  duel  between  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  and 
that  miserable  vaurien  of  the  stage,  Miraudin, — gossip  gener- 
ously lays  the  two  deaths  at  her  door — and  the  poor  child 
is  as  innocent  of  harm  as  the  lilies  we  have  just  seen  left 
to  die  in  the  darkness  of  St.  Cecilia's  tomb.  The  fact  is,  she 
came  to  Rome  to  escape  the  libertinage  and  amorous  per- 
secution of  Fontenelle ;  and  she  never  knew  till  the  day  she 
heard  of  his  death,  that  he  had  followed  her.  Nor  did  I. 
Jn  fact,  I  asked  him  to  be  my  escort  to  Rome,  and  he  refused. 
Naturally  I  imagined  he  was  still  in  Paris.  So  we  were  all 
in  the  dark, — and  as  often  happens  in  such  cases,  when  the 
world  docs  not  know  whom  to  blame  for  a  disaster,  it  generally 
elects  to  punish  the  innocent.  All  the  Saints  we  have  hea;d 
about  this  morning,  bear  witness  to  that  truth  ! " 

Aubrey  lifted  his  eyes  and  looked  yearningly  at  the  sylph- 
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like  figure  of  Sylvie  walking  a  little  ahead  of  him  with  her 
friend  Angela. 

"  I  thought,"  he  said  hesitatingly, — "  I  confess,  I  thought 
there  might  have  been  something  between  her  and  the  late 
Marquis  ..." 

"Of  course  there  was  something!"  answered  the  Princesse 
impatiently,  "Oh,  mon  Dieu  !  Plus  de  sottises  !  There  always 
is  something  where  Sylvie  is,  Mr.  Leigh  !  She  cannot  smile 
or  sing,  or  turn  her  head,  or  raise  her  eyes,  or  smell  a  bunch 
of  violets,  without  some  one  of  your  audacious  sex  conceiving 
the  idea  of  making  himself  agreeable  and  indispensable  to 
her.  And  when  she  will  not  compromise  herself — (is  that 
not  your  convenient  little  phrase? — )she  is  judged  much 
more  severely  than  if  she  had  done  so  !  And  do  you  know 
why  ?  Because  you  men  can  never  endure  defeat  in  love- 
matters  !  You  would  rather  spread  abroad  the  rumour  that 
you  had  conquered,  than  confess  that  your  libertinism  had 
been  perceived  and  repulsed  with  indignation  and  scorn ! 
And  I  will  tell  you  another  thing  if  you  do  not  know  it.  In 
the  frequent  destruction  of  an  innocent  woman's  reputation, 
it  is  a  rejected  suitor  who  generally  starts  the  first  rumour 
and  hands  the  lie  over  to  debased  women,  knowing  that 
they  may  be  trusted  to  keep  it  up!" 

Aubrey  flushed,  and  winced  under  the  lash  of  her  cutting 
words. 

'*  You  are  very  cruel,  Princesse  ! "  he  said,  "  Surely  un- 
necessarily, bitterly  cruel ! " 

"  Cher  philosophe,  I  have  loved!"  she  replied,  "  And  that 
is  why  I  am  cruel.  I  have  loved  and  have  been  deceived 
in  love, — and  that  kind  of  thing  often  turns  the  most  patient 
Griselda  into  an  exceptionally  fierce  tiger  -  cat !  I  am  not 
quite  a  tiger-cat, — but  I  confess  I  do  not  like  one-sidedness 
in  anything,  Nature's  tendency  being  to  equalise — equalise — 
till  we  are  all  flattened  down  into  one  level, — the  grave  !  At 
the  present  moment  we  are  treading  on  a  mixture  of  kings 
and  saints  and  heroes, — all  one  soil  you  see,  and  rather 
marshy,  —  badly  in   need   of  draining   at   all  times ! "     She 
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laughed  a  little.  "  Frankly,  I  assure  you,  it  is  to  me  the 
most  deplorable  arrangement  that  a  true  woman  should  be 
destined  to  give  all  the  passion  and  love  of  her  life  to  one 
man,  while  the  man  scatters  his  worthless  affections  about 
like  halfpence  among  dozens  of  drabs  !  My  dear  Mr.  Leigh, 
do  not  frown  at  me  in  that  tragic  way  !  I  am  not  blaming 
you!  I  am  not  in  the  least  inclined  to  put  you  in  the 
general  category, — at  least  not  at  present.  You  do  not  look 
like  the  ordinary  man,  though  you  may  be  for  all  that ! 
Expression  is  very  deceptive ! "  She  laughed  again,  then 
added,  "  Think  of  our  sweet  Angela,  for  instance  !  Unless 
a  merciful  Providence  intervenes,  she  will  marry  Florian 
Varillo, — and  no  doubt  he  will  make  her  invite  Mademoiselle 
Pon-Pon  to  her  house  to  dine  and  sleep!" 

"She  loves  him  !"  said  Aubrey  simply. 

"Yes,  she  loves  him,  because  she  deludes  herself  with  the 
idea  that  he  is  worthy  of  love.  But  if  she  were  to  find  him 
out  her  whole  soul  would  indignantly  repulse  him.  \i  she 
knew  all  /  know  of  him,  she  would  rather  embrace  the 
mildewy  skeleton  of  San  Carlo  Borromeo,  with  the  great 
jewels  glistening  in  his  ghastly  eye-sockets,  than  the  well- 
fed,  fresh-coloured  Florian  Varillo  !  " 

"If  you  fear  for  her  happiness,  why  not  warn  her?"  asked 
Aubrey. 

"  Warn  her  against  the  one  creature  she  loves  in  the 
world?"  said  the  Princesse,  "Thanks  very  much!  I  would 
rather  not !  She  would  never  speak  to  me  again,  and  I 
should  lose  every  chance  of  comforting  or  helping  her  when 
affliction  comes — as  of  course  it  is  bound  to  come  !  Each 
individual  man  or  woman  makes  his  or  her  own  life, — we 
poor  'friends'  can  only  stand  and  look  on,  waiting  till  they 
get  into  the  muddle  that  we  have  always  foreseen,  and  then 
doing  our  best  to  drag  them  out  of  it ;  but  God  Himself  I 
think,  could  not  save  them  from  falling  into  the  muddle  in 
the  first  place.  As  for  Sylvie,  I  have  advised  her  to  leave 
Rome  and  go  back  to  Budapest  at  once." 

Aubrey  started. 
26 
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"Why?" 

"  Why  ?  Can  you  ask  ?  Because  she  is  misjudged  here  on 
account  of  Fontenelle's  death,  and  calumniated  and  wronged  ; 
because  the  women  hate  her  for  her  beauty  and  wealth,  and 
the  men  hate  her  too  because  she  will  not  flatter  them  by 
accepting  their  ridiculous  attentions.  She  will  be  much 
happier  in  her  own  home, — such  a  grand  old  castle  it  is  ! — a 
cluster  of  towers  and  broad  battlements,  with  purple  mountains 
in  the  background,  and  tall  pine  trees  everywhere,  ..." 

"It  must  be  lonely  for  her  !"  said  Aubrey  quickly,  "She  is 
so  mignonne — so  caressable — so  made  for  love  and  care  and 

tenderness "      Here  he  broke  off,  vexed  with  himself  for 

having  said  so  much, — and  his  face  flushed  warmly.  The 
Princesse  stopped  in  her  walk  and  looked  at  him  straightly. 

"Mr.  Leigh,"  she  said,  "I  think — I  hope  you  are  an 
honest  man  !  And  do  you  know  the  best  advice  I  can  givie 
you?" 

He  answered  no  word,  but  his  eyes  questioned  her 
meaning. 

"  Remain  honest ! "  she  said,  smiling  an  answer  to  his  look, 
"Be  true  to  your  own  instincts  and  highest  impulses.  Do 
not  allow  yourself  to  be  swayed  by  opinion  or  rumour ;  stand 
clear  of  both, — and  treat  even  a  woman  as  you  would  treat  a 
man  ! — squarely — candidly — faithfully  ! " 

She  moved  on  and  rejoined  her  companions,  and  Aubrey 
followed.  The  Comtesse  Hermenstein's  carriage  was  waiting 
for  her,  and  the  Comtesse  herself  was  just  entering  it  with 
Angela  Sovrani  as  he  came  up. 

"Good-bye,  Mr.  Leigh,"  she  said  gently,  extending  her 
hand,  "  I  may  not  see  you  again  perhaps.  I  am  going  home 
to  Buda  this  week." 

"Must  you  go?"  he  asked,  looking  earnestly  into  the 
lovely  eyes,  lovelier  than  ever  in  their  present  sorrowful 
languor. 

"I  think  so,"  she  answered,  "I  may  wait  to  see  Angela's 
great  picture,  but " 

"  Do  not  hurry  your  departure,"  said  Aubrey,  speaking  in  a 
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softer   tone "Tell   me — may   I    come   and   see   you   this 

evening, — just  for  a  few  moments  ?  " 

His  eyes  rested  on  her  tenderly,  and  at  the  passion  of  his 
glance  her  own  fell. 

"If  you  like yes,"  she  murmured.     And  just  then  the 

Princesse  D'Agramont  approached. 

"  May  I  drive  you  home,  Mr.  Leigh  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Thank  you!"  And  Aubrey  smiled  as  he  accepted  the 
invitation. 

And  presently  the  carriages  started,  Sylvie's  light  victoria 
leading,  and  the  Princesse  D'Agramont's  landau  following. 
Half  way  back  to  Rome  a  picturesque  little  beggar,  whose 
motley-coloured  rags  scarcely  clothed  his  smooth  brown 
limbs,  suddenly  sprang  out  of  a  corner  where  he  had  been  in 
hiding  with  a  great  basket  of  violets,  and  threw  the  whole 
fragrant  heap  dexterously  into  Sylvie's  carriage,  crying  out, 

"  Bellissima  Signora  !  Bellissima  !  Bellissima  !  Un  soldo  ! 
Un  soldo!" 

Laughingly  Sylvie  threw  out  four  or  five  francs,  but 
Aubrey,  carried  beyond  all  prudence  by  catching  a  glimpse 
of  Sylvie's  pretty  head  gleaming  above  the  great  purple 
cluster  of  violets  she  had  caught  and  held,  tossed  a  twenty- 
franc  piece  to  the  clever  little  rascal  who  had  by  "  suiting  the 
action  to  the  word,  and  the  word  to  the  action  "  as  Italians  so 
often  do,  gained  a  week's  earnings  in  one  successful  morning. 

And  the  evening  came,  misty  but  mild,  with  the  moon 
peering  doubtfully  through  a  fleecy  veil  of  fine  floating  vapour, 
which,  gathering  flashes  of  luminance  from  the  silver  orb, 
turned  to  the  witch-lights  of  an  opal, — and  Aubrey  made  his 
way  to  the  Casa  D'Angeli,  which  in  his  own  mind  he  called 
the  "Palais  D'Iffry,"  in  memory  of  the  old  Breton  song  Sylvie 
had  sung.  On  giving  his  name  he  was  at  once  shown  up  into 
the  great  salon,  now  made  beautiful  by  the  picturesque  and 
precious  things  accumulated  there,  and  arranged  with  the 
individuality  and  taste  of  the  presiding  spirit.  She  was 
quite  alone,  seated  in  a  deep  easy-chair  near  the  fire, — and  her 
dress,  of  some  faint  shell-pink  hue,  clung  about  her  in  trailing 
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soft  folds  which  fell  in  a  glistening  heap  of  crushed  rose-tints 
at  her  feet,  making  a  soft  nest  for  her  tiny  dog,  who  was 
luxuriously  curled  therein.  The  firelight  shed  a  warm  glow 
around  her, — flickering  brightly  on  her  fair  hair,  on  her  white 
arms,  and  small  hands  where  one  or  two  diamonds  flashed  like 
drops  of  dew, — -and  Aubrey,  as  he  entered,  was  conscious  of 
an  overpowering  sense  of  weakness,  poverty  of  soul,  narrowness 
of  mind,  incompetency  of  attainment, — for  the  tranquillity  and 
sweet  perfection  of  the  picture  his  eyes  rested  upon — a  picture 
lovelier  than  even  the  Gretchen  which  tempted  Goethe's  Faust 
to  Hell, — made  him  doubtful  of  his  own  powers — mistrustful 
of  his  own  worth.  In  his  life  of  self-renunciation  among  the 
poorer  classes,  he  had  grown  accustomed  to  pity  women, — to 
look  upon  them  more  or  less  as  frail,  broken  creatures  needing 
help  and  support,  —  sometimes  to  be  loved,  but  far  more 
often  to  be  despised  and  neglected.  But  Sylvie,  Comtesse 
Hermenstein,  was  not  of  these, — he  knew,  or  thought  he 
knew  that  she  needed  nothing.  Beauty  was  hers,  wealth  was 
hers,  independence  of  position  was  hers ;  and  if  she  had  given 
a  smile  or  nod  of  encouragement,  lovers  were  hers  to  command. 
What  was  he  that  he  should  count  himself  at  all  valuable  in 
her  sight,  even  as  the  merest  friend?  These  despondent 
thoughts  were  doubly  embittered  by  the  immense  scorn  he  now 
entertained  for  himself  that  he  should  have  been  such  a  fool 
as  to  listen  for  a  moment  to  the  silly  and  malignant  gossip 
circulated  among  the  envious  concerning  a  woman  who  was 
admittedly  the  superior  of  those  who  calumniated  her.  For 
clearest  logic  shows  that  wherever  superiority  exists,  in- 
feriority rises  up  in  opposition,  and  the  lower  endeavours 
to  drag  the  higher  down.  Such  vague  reflections,  coursing 
rapidly  through  his  brain,  gave  him  an  air  of  embarrassment 
and  awkwardness  not  by  any  means  common  to  him,  as  he 
advanced,  and  Sylvie,  half  rising  from  her  chair,  greeted  him 
in  her  turn  with  a  little  touch  of  shyness  which  sent  a  wave 
of  soft  colour  over  her  face,  and  made  her  look  ten  times 
prettier  than  ever. 

"  I  am  glad  to  find  you  alone "  he  began. 
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'Yes?      I    am   generally   alone,"   answered  Sylvie    with   a 

little  smile "except  for  Katrine she  would  be  here  to 

welcome  you  this  evening,  but  she  has  a  very  bad  neuralgic 
headache " 

"  I  am  very  sorry,"  murmured  Aubrey,  with  hypocritical 
earnestness,  all  the  while  devoutly  blessing  Madame  Bozier's 
timely  indisposition.  "  She  is  a  great  sufferer  from  neuralgia, 
I  believe?—" 

"  Yes  ..."  and  Sylvie,  to  divert  the  cloud  of  embarrass- 
ment that  seemed  to  be  deepening  rather  than  dispersing  for 
them  both,  rang  the  bell  with  a  pretty  imperativeness  that  was 
rather  startling  to  Aubrey's  nerves. 

"What  is  that  for?"  he  enquired  irrelevantly. 

"  Only  for  coffee  ! " 

Their  eyes  met, — the  mutual  glance  was  irresistible,  and 
they  both  laughed.  Sylvie's  Arab  page  entered  in  response  to 
her  summons,  a  dusky-skinned  lad  of  some  twelve  years  old, 
picturesquely  arrayed  in  scarlet,  and  bearing  a  quaintly  em- 
bossed gilt  salver  with  coffee  prepared  in  the  Arabian  fashion. 

"  Do  you  like  coffee  made  in  this  way  ? "  asked  Sylvie,  as 
she  handed  Aubrey  his  cup. 

Aubrey's  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  small  white  hand  that  looked 
so  dainty,  curled  over  the  trifle  of  Sevres  china  that  was  called 
a  coffee-cup, — and  he  answered  vaguely, 

"  This  way  ?     Oh,  yes of  course — any  way  ! " 

A  faint  smile  lifted  the  rosy  corners  of  Sylvie's  mouth  as 
she  heard  this  incoherent  reply — and  the  Arab  page  rolled  his 
dark  eyes  up  to  his  fair  mistress  with  a  look  of  dog-like  affec- 
tionate enquiry,  as  to  whether  perhaps  some  fault  in  his 
serving  had  caused  that  little  playful,  enigmatical  expression  on 
the  face  which  he,  in  common  with  many  others  of  his  sex, 
thought  the  fairest  in  the  world.  The  coffee  dispensed  and  the 
page  gone,  there  followed  a  spell  of  silence.  The  fire  burned 
cheerily  in  the  deep  chimney,  and  the  great  logs  crackled  and 
spluttered  as  much  as  to  say,  "  If  these  two  curious  people  can 
find  nothing  to  talk  about,  we  can  !"  And  then,  just  as  luck 
would  have  it,  a  burning  ember  suddenly  detached  itself  from 
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the  rest  and  fell  out  blazing  on  the  hearth — Sylvie  sprang  up 
to  push  it  back,  and  Aubrey  to  assist  her, — and  then,  strange 
to  relate — only  the  occult  influences  of  attraction  know  how 
it  happened — the  little  difficulty  of  the  burning  ember  brought 

those  two  other  burning  embers  of  humanity  together for 

Aubrey,  hardly  conscious  of  what  he  did,  caught  Sylvie's 
swaying,  graceful  figure  as  she  rose  from  bending  over  the  fire, 
closely  in  his  arms,  with  a  passion  which  mounted  like  a  wave 
to  tempest  height,  and  knew  no  further  hesitation  or  obstacle. 
"  Sylvie  !  Sylvie  !  I  love  you  ! — my  darling  !  I  love  you  ! " 
No  answer  came,  for  there  was  none  needed.  Her  face  was 
hidden  on  his  breast — but  he  felt  rather  than  saw  the  soft 
white  arms  and  dainty  hands  moving  tremblingly  upwards,  till 
they  closed  round  him  in  the  dear  embrace  which  meant  for 
him  from  henceforth  the  faith  and  love  and  devotion  of  one 
true  heart  through  all  the  sorrows  and  perplexities  as  well  as 
the  joys  and  triumphs  of  life.  And  when,  with  his  own  heart 
beating,  and  all  his  pulses  thrilling  with  the  new  ecstasy  that 
possessed  him,  he  whispered  a  word  or  two  that  caused  the 
pretty  golden  head  to  raise  itself  timidly — the  beautiful  dark 
blue  eyes  to  grow  darker  with  the  tenderness  that  overflowed 
the  soul  behind  them,  and  the  sweet  lips  to  meet  his  own  in  a 
kiss,  as  soft  and  fragrant  as  though  a  rose  had  touched  them, 
it  was  small  blame  to  him  that  for  a  moment  he  lost  his  self- 
possession,  and  drawing  her  closer  in  his  arms,  showered  upon 
her  not  only  kisses,  but  whispered  words  of  all  that  tender 
endearment  which  is  judged  as  "foolish"  by  those  who  have 
never  had  the  privilege  of  being  made  the  subjects  of  such 
priceless  and  exquisite  "fooling."  And  when  they  were 
calmer,  and  began  to  think  of  the  possibility  of  the  worthy 
Bozier  suddenly  recovering  from  her  neuralgia  and  coming  to 
look  after  her  pupil, — or  the  undesired  but  likely  entrance  of  a 
servant  to  attend  to  the  lamps,  or  to  put  fresh  wood  on  the 
fire,  they  turned  each  from  the  other,  with  reluctance  and  half- 
laughing  decorum, — Sylvie  resuming  her  seat  by  the  fire,  and 
Aubrey  flinging  himself  with  happy  recklessness  in  a  low 
fauteuil  as  near  to  her  as  could  be  permitted  for  a  gentleman 
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visitor,  who  might  be  considered  as  enthusiastically  expounding 
literature  or  science  to  a  fascinating  hostess.  And  somehow, 
as  they  talked,  their  conversation  did  gradually  drift  from 
passionate  personalities  into  graver  themes  affecting  wider 
interests,  and  Aubrey,  warming  into  eloquence,  gave  free  vent 
to  his  thoughts  and  opinions,  till  noticing  that  Sylvie  sat  very 
silent,  looking  into  the  fire  somewhat  pensively,  he  checked 
himself  abruptly,  fancying  that  perhaps  he  was  treading  on 
what  might  be  forbidden  ground  with  her  whose  pleasure  was 
now  his  law.  As  he  came  to  this  sudden  pause,  she  turned 
her  soft  eyes  towards  him  tenderly,  with  a  smile. 

"  Well  ? "  she  said,  in  the  pretty  foreign  accent  which 
distinguished  her  almost  perfect  English,  "And  why  do  you 
stop  speaking  ?  You  must  not  be  afraid  to  trust  me  with  your 
closest  thoughts, — because  how  can  our  love  be  perfect  if  you 
do  not?" 

"Sweetheart!"  he  answered,  catching  the  white  hand  that 
was  so  temptingly  near  his  own,  "Our  love  is  perfect ! — and  so 
far  as  I  am  concerned  there  shall  never  be  a  cloud  on  such  a 
dazzling  sky ! " 

She  smiled. 

"Ah,  you  talk  romance  just  now  !"  she  said,  "But  Aubrey, 
I  want  our  love  to  be  something  more  than  romance — I  want 
it  to  be  a  grand  and  helpful  reality  !  If  I  am  not  worthy  to  be 
the  companion  of  your  very  soul,  you  will  not,  you  cannot  love 
me  long.  Now,  no  protestations  ! "  For  he  had  possessed 
himself  of  the  dear  little  hand  again,  and  was  covering  it  with 
kisses — "You  see,  it  is  very  sweet  just  now  to  sit  by  the  fire 
together,  and  look  at  each  other,  and  feel  how  happy  we  are — 
but  life  does  not  go  on  like  that.  And  your  life,  my  Aubrey, 
belongs  to  the  world  ..." 

"To  you! — to  you!"  said  Aubrey  passionately,  "I  give  it 
to  you  !     You  know  the  song  ? 

I  set  my  life  in  your  hand, 
Mar  it  or  make  it  sweet, — 
I  set  my  life  in  your  hand, 
I  lay  my  heart  at  your  feet ! " 
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Sylvie  rose  impulsively,  and  leaning  over  his  chair  kissed  his 
forehead. 

"Yes,  I  know!  And  I  know  you  mean  what  you  say!  I 
could  not  imagine  you  telling  an  untruth, — not  even  in  making 
love  !"  and  she  laughed,  "Though  there  are  many  of  your  sex 
who  think  any  amount  of  lies  permissible  under  similar  circum- 
stances !  And  it  is  just  because  I  have  found  men  such 
practised  liars,  that  I  have  the  reputation  of  being  heartless. 
Did  you  ever  think  me  heartless?" 

Aubrey  hesitated  a  moment. 

"Yes,"  he  admitted  at  last,  frankly,  "I  did  till  I  knew 
better.     I  was  told " 

"  Stop  !  I  know  all  you  were  told  ! "  said  Sylvie,  drawing 
her  slim  figure  up  with  a  pretty  dignity  as  she  moved  back  to 

her  place  by  the  fire "  You  were  told  that  I  was  the  cause 

of  the  death  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle.  So  I  was,  unhappily; 
— but  not  through  my  own  fault.  The  actor  Miraudin, — 
known  to  be  one  of  the  most  coarse-minded  and  brutal  of  men, 
— slandered  me  in  public, — the  Marquis  defended  me.  Hence 
the  combat  and  its  fatal  end,  which  no  one  has  deplored  more 
bitterly  than  I.  Miraudin  was  never  a  gentleman, — Fontenelle 
could  have  been  one  had  he  chosen.  And  I  confess  I  cared 
very  much  for  him  at  one  time  ! " 

"You  loved  him,"  said  Aubrey,  trying  to  master  a  pang  of 
jealousy. 

"Yes  !  I  loved  him! — till  he  proved  himself  unworthy  of 
love." 

There  was  a  silence. 

"  I  tell  you  all  this,"  said  Sylvie  then  slowly  and  emphatic- 
ally, "that  you  may  know  me  at  once  as  I  am.  I  wish  to  hide 
nothing  from  you.  I  have  read  all  your  books — I  know  your 
views  of  life — your  hatred  of  dissimulation — your  contempt  of 
a  lie  !  In  your  love  for  me,  you  must  have  complete  know- 
ledge of  my  nature,  and  confidence  in  my  truth.  I  would 
never  give  my  life  to  any  man  unless  he  trusted  me  absolutely, 
— unless  I  was  sure  he  felt  I  was  a  real  helpmate  for  him.  I 
love  you, — but  I  also  love  your  work  and  your  aims ;  and  I 
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go  with  all  your  thoughts,  — I  wish  to  share  all  your  responsi- 
bilities. But  I  must  feel  that  you  will  never  misjudge  me, — 
never  set  me  down  on  the  level  of  mean  and  small-natured 
women,  who  cannot  sacrifice  themselves  or  their  personal 
vanities  for  another's  sake.  It  is  not  for  me  to  say  that  the 
calumnies  circulated  concerning  me  are  untrue, — it  is  for  my 
life  to  show  and  prove  they  are.  But  I  must  be  trusted — 
not  suspected ;  and  if  you  give  me  your  life  as  you  say,  I  will 
give  mine  to  help  make  yours  happier,  asking  from  you  in 
return  just  your  faith  ! — your  faith  as  well  as  your  love  !  " 

Like  a  fair  queen  she  stood,  royal  in  her  look,  bearing  and 
attitude,  and  Aubrey  bent  his  head  low  in  reverence  before 
her  as  he  once  more  kissed  her  hand. 

"  My  wife  !  "  he  said  simply. 

And  the  silence  that  followed  was  as  that  of  God's  bene- 
diction on  that  perfect  marriage  which  is  scarcely  ever 
consummated  in  this  world, — the  marriage  of  two  souls,  which 
like  twin  flames,  unite  and  burn  upward  clear  to  Heaven,  as 
One. 


XXVII 

SOCIETY  soon  learned  the  news  of  the  Comtesse  Her- 
menstein's  betrothal  to  the  "eccentric  Englishman," 
Aubrey  Leigh, — and  with  its  million  tongues  discussed  the 
affair  in  all  tones, — most  people  preferring  to  say,  with  the 
usual  "society"  kindness,  that — "Leigh  was  not  quite  such 
a  self-sacrificing  idealist  as  he  seemed  to  be, — he  was  going 
to  marry  for  money."  Some  few  ventured  to  remark  that 
Sylvie  Hermenstein  was  charming  in  herself  and  well  worth 
winning, — but  the  more  practical  pooh-poohed  this  view  of  the 
case  at  once.  "  Pretty  women  are  to  be  had  by  the  score," 
they  said,  "  It  is  the  money  that  tells  !"  Aubrey  Leigh  caught 
these  rumours,  and  was  in  a  manner  stung  by  them, — he  said 
very  little  however ;  and  to  all  the  congratulations  he  received, 
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merely  gave  coldly  civil  thanks.  And  so  the  gossips  went  to 
work  again  in  their  own  peculiar  way,  and  said,  "Well !  She 
will  have  an  iceberg  for  a  husband,  that  is  one  thing  !  A  stuck- 
up,  insolent  sort  of  chap  ! — not  a  bit  of  go  in  him  !  "  Which 
was  true, — Aubrey  had  no  "go."  "Go"  means,  in  modern 
parlance,  to  drink  oneself  stupid,  to  bet  on  the  most  trifling 
passing  events,  and  to  talk  slang  that  would  disgrace  a  stable- 
boy,  as  well  as  to  amuse  oneself  with  all  sorts  of  mean  and 
vulgar  intrigues  which  are  carried  on  through  the  veriest  skulk 
and  caddishness; — thus  Aubrey  was  a  sad  failure  in  "tip-top" 
circles.  But  the  "tip-top"  circles  are  not  a  desirable  heaven 
to  every  man ; — and  Aubrey  did  not  care  much  what  sort 
of  comments  were  passed  on  himself,  provided  he  could  see 
Sylvie  always  "queen  it"  over  her  inferiors  in  that  graceful, 
gracious  way  of  conquest  which  was  her  special  peculiarity  and 
charm.  Among  her  friends  no  one  perhaps  was  happier  in 
Sylvie's  happiness  than  Angela  Sovrani ;  her  nature  was  of 
that  rare  quality  which  vibrates  like  a  harp  to  every  touch, 
and  the  joy  of  others  swept  over  her  with  a  gladness  which 
made  her  more  glad  than  if  she  had  received  some  priceless 
boon  for  her  own  benefit.  Florian  Varillo  was  exceedingly 
angry  at  the  whole  affair, — and  whenever  Sylvie's  betrothal 
was  spoken  of,  he  assumed  an  expression  of  pained  and 
personal  offence  which  was  almost  grotesque. 

"Such  a  marriage  is  ridiculous  !"  he  declared, — "Everyone 
can  see  how  utterly  unsuited  the  two  are  in  tastes,  habits  and 
opinions  !     They  will  rue  the  day  they  ever  met !  " 

And  not  all  the  gentle  remonstrances  of  his  own  fiancee 
Angela,  could  soothe  his  ruffled  humour,  or  make  him  accept 
the  inevitable  with  grace.  Angela  was  exceedingly  troubled 
and  puzzled  by  his  almost  childish  waywardness, — she  did  not 
yet  understand  the  nature  of  a  man  who  was  to  himself  all  in 
all,  and  who  could  not  endure  the  idea  that  any  woman  whom 
he  personally  condescended  to  admire  should  become  the 
possession  of  another,  no  matter  how  completely  that  woman 
might  be  beyond  his  own  reach.  Poor  Angela  !  She  was 
very  simple  —  very  foolish  indeed ;  —  she  never  imagined  it 
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could  be  possible  for  a  man  to  carry  on  five  or  six  love-affairs 
at  once,  and  never  be  found  out.  Yet  this  was  the  kind  of 
life  her  "ideal"  found  the  most  suitable  to  his  habit  and 
temperament,  —  and  he  had  made  a  mental  note  of  Sylvie 
Hermenstcin  as  one  whom  he  proposed  to  add  to  his  little 
list  of  conquests.  So  that  her  engagement  of  marriage  to 
one  who,  though  reserved  in  manner  and  without  "  go,"  was 
yet  every  inch  a  gentleman,  and  a  determined  opposer  of 
sophistry  and  humbug,  had  considerably  disturbed  his  little 
plans,  and  the  unsettlement  of  anything  he  had  set  his  heart 
upon  greatly  displeased  him.  He  generally  had  his  own  way 
in  most  things,  and  could  not  at  all  comprehend  why  he  was 
not  to  have  it  now.  But  among  all  the  people  who  discussed 
the  intended  marriage  there  were  two  who  were  so  well  satis- 
fied as  to  be  almost  jubilant,  and  these  were  the  Monsignori 
Moretti  and  Gherardi.  These  worthies  met  together  in  one 
of  the  private  chambers  set  apart  for  the  use  of  the  Papal 
court  in  the  Vatican,  and  heartily  congratulated  each  other 
on  the  subjugation  and  enthralment  of  Aubrey  Leigh, 
which  meant,  as  they  considered,  the  consequent  removal 
of  a  fierce  opponent  to  the  Roman  Catholic  movement  in 
England. 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you,"  said  Moretti,  as  he  untied  some  papers 
he  had  been  carrying,  and  sat  down  at  a  table  to  glance  over 
them,  "  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  when  all  other  arguments  fail^ 
the  unanswerable  one  of  woman  can  be  brought  in  to  clinch 
every  business  ?  " 

Gherardi,  though  in  a  way  contented,  was  not  altogether  so 
sure  of  his  goal.  He  remembered,  with  an  uncomfortable 
thrill  of  doubt,  the  little  skirmish  of  words  he  had  had  with 
the  fair  Sylvie  in  the  Pamphili  woods. 

"  You  take  your  thoughts  for  deeds,  and  judge  them  as  fully 
accomplished  while  they  are  still  in  embryo  ! "  he  said,  "  It  is 
true  that  the  engagement  of  marriage  is  settled, — but  can  you 
be  certain  that  in  religious  matters  the  wife  may  not  go  with 
her  husband  ?  " 

"What  I"  exclaimed  Moretti,  opening  his  dark  eyes  quickly, 
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as  a  flash  of  hell-fire  illumined  them  at  the  very  idea,  "  Do 
you  suggest  that  Sylvie  Hermenstein,— the  last  of  her  race — 
a  race  which,  back  to  its  earliest  source,  has  been  distinguished 
for  its  faithful  allegiance  to  Mother-Church,  and  has  moreover 
added  largely  to  the  Papal  revenues  —  could  be  otherwise 
than  our  obedient  and  docile  daughter?  Per  la  Santissima 
Madonna !  —  if  I  thought  she  could  turn  against  us,  her 
marriage  should  never  take  place ! " 

And  he  brought  his  fist  down  with  a  fierce  blow  on  the 
papers  before  him. 

"The  marriage  should  never  take  place  !"  echoed  Gherardi, 
"  How  could  you  prevent  it  ?" 

"The  Pope  himself  should  intervene!"  said  Moretti,  with 
increasing  fury,  losing  a  little  of  his  self-control,  "  Gran  Dio ! 
Conceive  for  a  moment  the  wealth  of  the  Hermensteins  being 
used  to  promulgate  the  reformer  Leigh's  threadbare  theories, 
and  feed  his  rascal  poor !  Do  you  know  what  Sylvie 
Hermenstein's  fortune  is  ?  No,  I  suppose  you  do  not ! 
But  I  do !  She  tries  to  keep  it  a  secret,  but  I  have  made 
it  my  business  to  find  out !  It  is  enormous  ! — and  it  is  ever 
increasing.  With  all  the  fanciful  creature's  clothes  and  jewels 
and  unthinking  way  of  living  her  life,  she  spends  not  a  quarter, 
nor  half  a  quarter  of  her  income, — and  yet  you  actually  venture 
to  suggest  that  her  power  is  so  slight  over  the  man  who  is  now 
her  promised  husband,  that  she  would  voluntarily  allow  him 
to  use  all  that  huge  amount  of  money  as  he  pleased,  outside 
the  Church?" 

Moretti  spoke  with  such  passionate  insistence  that  Gherardi 
thought  it  prudent  not  to  irritate  him  further  by  argument. 
So  he  merely  said, 

"You  expect  her  to  persuade  him  to  embrace  our  faith?" 

"Naturally!"  answered  Moretti,  "And  she  can,  and  will 
do  so.  If  she  cannot  or  will  not,  she  must  be  made  to 
do  so ! " 

He  bent  over  his  papers  again  and  rustled  them  impatiently, 
but  his  hand  trembled.  The  pale  December  sunlight  glittered 
through  a   stained  glass  window  above  him,  and  cast  deep 
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violet  rays  about  his  chair, — Gherardi  stood  where  the  same 
luminance  touched  his  face  with  a  crimson  glow  as   of  fire. 

"This  is  a  busy  morning  with  us,"  said  Moretti,  without 
looking  up,  "  The  excommunication  of  Denis  Vergniaud  will 
be  pronounced  to-day, — and,  what  is  even  more  important,— 
Cardinal  Bonprt^  is  summoned  by  His  Holiness's  command 
to  wait  upon  him  this  afternoon,  bringing  the  boy, — that  boy 
who  is  always  with  him " 

"Ah,  there  is  a  history  there!"  interrupted  Gherardi,  "It 
should  be  remembered  that  this  boy  was  a  witness  of  the 
miracle  in  Rouen,  and  he  was  also  present  at  the  Vergniaud 

scandal  in  Paris he  should  have  been  sent  for  ere  now. 

He,  more  than  anyone,  must  surely  know  how  the  miracle 
was  accomplished, — for  the  worthy  Felix  tells  me  he  is  '  wise 
beyond  his  years  ' !  " 

"  So  !     His  wisdom  will  be  put  to  the  test  to-day  ! "  said 

Moretti  coldly,   "  Do  you  not  think  it  strange "  here  he 

raised  his  eyes  from  his  papers,  "and  somewhat  incriminating 
too  —  always  supposing  the  miracle  is  a  case  of  conspiracy 
— that  no  trace  has  been  discovered  of  the  man  Claude 
Cazeau  ?  " 

Gherardi  had  moved  to  a  bookcase,  and  was  standing  close 
to  it,  turning  over  a  vellum-bound  manuscript. 

"  Yes — the  whole  business  looks  as  black  as  murder ! "  he 
said. 

Moretti  looked  at  him  sharply. 

"Murder?     You  suppose " 

"That  Claude  Cazeau  has  been  murdered?  Certainly  I 
suppose  it !  It  is  more  than  a  week  now  since  we  heard 
that  he  had  mysteriously  disappeared,  and  still  there  is  no 
news.  What  can  it  be  but  murder?  But  I  do  not  for  a 
moment  suppose  that  our  good  Saint  Felix  is  concerned 
in  it!" 

And  he  smiled,  turning  over  the  vellum  volume  carelessly. 

Moretti  knitted  his  dark  brows. 

"  No — no  ! — "  he  said  musingly,  "  That  would  not  be 
possible  !     Cardinal  Bonpre  is  not  that  kind  of  man he 
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would  rather  bear  the  heaviest  weight  of  punishment  for  him- 
self than  allow  another  to  suffer.  That  I  know  of  him ; — and 
though  I  do  not  admire  his  extreme  views  on  this  point,  and 
do  not  think  them  politic,  I  give  him  full  credit  for  this 
particular  and  uncommon  form  of — eccentricity  ! " 

"  Or  Christianity  ! "  said  Gherardi,  still  smiling. 

Moretti  pushed  aside  his  papers,  and  leaning  his  head  on 
one  hand  frowned  meditatively  at  the  amethyst  light  which 
streamed  radiantly  through  the  jewel-like  window  above 
him. 

"Yes — or  Christianity,  if  you  like!"  he  said,  "For  Chris- 
tianity pur  et  simple,  would  be  eccentricity.  In  its  primitive 
simplicity  it  is  an  impossible  creed.  Founded  by  the  Divine 
it  needs  divine  beings  to  comprehend  and  follow  it, — beings 
not  of  this  world  nor  addicted  to  the  things  of  this  world.  And 
to  exist  in  the  world,  made  of  the  world's  clay,  and  the  world's 
inherited  associations,  and  yet  not  be  of  it,  is  to  be  judged 
■crazed!  True,  there  have  been  saints  and  martyrs,  —  there 
are  saints  and  martyrs  now,  unknown  and  unheard  of,  but 
nevertheless  consumed  by  flames  more  cruel  perhaps  than 
those  which  physically  burn  the  flesh; — idealists,  thinkers, 
dreamers,  heralds  of  future  progress,  —  and  how  are  they 
estimated  ?  As  madmen  all !  To  be  human,  and  yet  above 
humanity,  is  the  supreme  sin !  For  that  very  affront  the 
multitude  cried  out,  '  Not  this  man,  but  Barabbas  ! '  And  to 
this  day  we  all  prefer  Barabbas  to  Christ.  Hence  the  power 
■of  the  Church  !  " 

Gherardi  put  back  the  volume  he  had  been  glancing  at,  on 
its  shelf,  and  looked  at  his  confrere  with  a  certain  amount  of 
admiring  respect.  He  had  been  long  an  interested  student 
of  the  various  psychological  workings  of  Moretti's  mind, — 
and  he  knew  also  that  Moretti's  scheming  brain  was  ever 
hard  at  work  designing  bold  and  almost  martial  plans  for 
securing  such  conversions  to  the  Church  as  would  seriously 
trouble  the  peace  of  two  or  three  great  nations.  Moretti 
was  in  close  personal  touch  with  every  crowned  head  in 
iEurope ;  he  was  acquainted  more  intimately  than  anyone  alive 
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■with  the  timidities,  the  nervous  horrors,  the  sudden  scruples, 
the  sickening  qualms  of  conscience,  and  the  overwhelm- 
ing fears  of  death  which  troubled  the  minds  of  certain 
powerful  personages  apparently  presenting  a  brave  front  to 
the  world, — and  he  held  such  personages  in  awe  by  the 
very  secrets  which  they  had,  in  weak  moments,  entrusted  to 
him.  Gherardi  even  was  not  without  his  own  fears, — he  in- 
stinctively felt  that  Moretti  knew  more  about  himself  than  was 
either  safe  or  convenient. 

"We  all  live  for  Barabbas,"  pursued  Moretti,  an  ironical 
smile  playing  on  his  thin  lips,  "Not  for  Christ !  Barabbas,  in 
the  shape  of  the  unscrupulous  millionaire,  robs  the  world ! — 
and  we  share  the  spoils,  pardon  his  robberies,  and  set  him  free. 
But  whosoever  lives  outside  Dogma,  serving  God  purely  and 
preaching  truth, — him  we  crucify  ! — but  our  Robber, — our 
murderer  of  Truth,  we  set  at  liberty  !  Hence,  as  I  said  before, 
the  power  of  the  Church  ! " 

Carried  away  by  his  thoughts,  he  rose,  and  pacing  the  room, 
talked  more  to  himself  than  to  Gherardi. 

"The  Church  supports  the  robber,  because  he  is  always  a 
coward  and  cannot  stand  alone.  The  murderer  of  his  fellow- 
man's  good  name  is  naturally  a  liar,  and  fears  lest  his  lies 
should  find  him  out.  Fear  !  That  is  the  key-note  on  which 
we  of  Rome  play  our  invincible  march  of  triumph  !  The 
Church  appeals  to  the  ignorant,  the  base,  the  sensual,  the 
false,  and  the  timorous ;  and  knowing  that  they  never  repent, 
but  are  only  afraid,  retains  them  by  fear ! — fear,  not  love  ! 
Christ  taught  love  —  but  hate  is  the  more  popular  virtue ! 
Hence  again,  the  power  of  the  Church  ! " 

"  Your  argument  is  perfectly  orthodox  !  "  said  Gherardi,  with 
a  smile. 

"Hate  is  a  grand,  a  strong  quality  !"  went  on  Moretti,  "It 
makes  nations, — it  builds  up  creeds  !  If  men  loved  one  another 
what  should  they  need  of  a  Church  ?  But  Hate  ! — the  subtle 
sense  which  makes  the  ultra-respectable  thank  God  that  he 
is  not  as  other  men  are ! — the  fierce  emotion  which  almost 
touches  ecstasy  when  the  wronged  individual  thinks  his  enemy 
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will  go  to  hell ! — the  fine  fever  which  sets  father  against  son, 
creed  against  creed,  nation  against  nation ! — hate  is  the  chief 
mainspring  of  human  motives  !  From  hate  and  envy  spring 
emulation  and  conquest ! — and  we  of  the  Church  encourage 
the  haters  to  hate  on  !  They  make  Us  ! — they  emulate  each 
other  in  the  greed  of  their  gifts  to  us,  which  give  them  notoriety 
and  advertise  their  generosity, — we  fan  the  flame  and  encourage 
the  fury  !  For  the  world  must  have  a  religion — it  crucified 
Christ,  but  the  Church,  built  up  in  His  name,  takes  just  and 
daily  revenge  for  His  murder!  We  do  not  save — we  kill! 
We  do  not  rescue — we  trample  down  !  We  humiliate, — we 
crush  wherever  we  can,  and  it  is  well  and  fitting  we  should  do 
so  !  For  Humanity  is  a  brute  beast,  and  serves  us  best  under 
the  lash.  Rome  made  many  a  blunder  in  the  old  days  of 
barbarity  and  ignorance — but  now  we  have  a  thousand  forces 
put  into  our  hands  instead  of  one  or  two, — forces  to  terrorise 

— forces  to  compel ! and  the  power  of  Rome  wielded  by 

the  Popes  of  the  days  to  come,  shall  be  indeed  a  power 
irresistible ! " 

He  stood  enrapt, — his  hand  upraised,  his  eyes  flashing ; 
then  recalling  himself,  turned  abruptly  on  Gherardi  with  an 
impatient  gesture. 

"You  can  repeat  all  this,"  he  said  sarcastically,  "in  your 
next  eloquent  discourse  with  Aubrey  Leigh  1  It  will  save 
you  the  trouble  of  thinking  !  His  influence  with  the  English 
masses  will  be  but  a  brief  phenomenon, — the  blind  and  brutal 
stupidity  of  the  people  he  seeks  to  serve  will  soon  dishearten 
and  discourage  him,  and  then  he  will  come  to  us  through  his 
wife,  and  his  conversion  will  be  a  triumph  worth  winning, — a 
step  in  the  right  direction.  And  now  to  other  matters.  These 
papers,"  and  he  sat  down  at  the  table  once  more,  "  are,  I 
think,  sufficiently  in  order  to  be  placed  before  His  Holiness. 
But  you  may  as  well  look  through  them  with  me  first.  Later 
on,  the  affair  of  Cardinal  Bonpre  will  occupy  all  our  time  ..." 

"It  is  an  'affair'  then?"  asked  Gherardi,  "The  'saint'  is 
in  trouble?" 

"All  'saints'  get  into  trouble!"  answered  Moretti,  "It  is 
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only  sinners  who  receive  honour  !  Cardinal  Bonpr^  has  made 
the  fatal  mistake  of  reading  Jesus  Christ's  Gospel  instead  of 
Church  Doctrine  !  His  creed  is  Love, — his  duty,  as  I  have 
just  explained  to  you,  if  he  would  be  a  faithful  son  of  the 
Church,  is  Hate  ! " 

"  Love  forms  no  part  of  your  nature  then  ?  "  asked  Cherardi, 
hardly  knowing  why  he  put  the  question,  yet  curious  as  to  the 
answer. 

"I  am  of  the  world!"  replied  Moretti  coldly,  "And  I  hate 
accordingly.  I  hate,  and  in  my  hate,  aspire  to  crush  those 
who  in  turn  hate  me  !  That  is  the  human  code,  and  one  that 
must  be  strictly  practised  by  all  who  would  rule  mankind. 
Never  do  anything  for  those  who  can  do  nothing  for  you  ! 
Firmly  oppose  those  who  oppose  you  !  Revenge  yourself  on 
those  who  despitefully  use  you  !  We  do  revenge  ourselves, — 
and  we  reward  all  who  help  us  to  our  revenge  !  For  example, 
Denis  Vergniaud  has  cast  opprobrium  on  his  calling,  and  made 
a  scandal  and  a  shame  of  the  Church  before  his  congregation 
in  Paris; — we  excommunicate  him!  It  is  no  use,  but  we  do 
it  on  principle.  And  we  are  still  unable  to  explain  away,  or 
•offer  any  excuse  for  Cardinal  Bonpre's  mistake  in  condoning 
and  pardoning  his  offence.  Therefore  it  follows  as  you  say, 
that  the  '  saint '  is  in  trouble  ! " 
"  Notwithstanding  the  miracle?" 

"  Notwithstanding  the  miracle  !  "  echoed  INIoretti,  *'  For  the 
-miracle  is  doubtful.  The  Holy  Father  is  not  satisfied  of  its 
truth.  Yes— there  is  no  doubt  about  it.  Saint  Felix  is  in  trouble ! 
It  would  have  been  better  for  him  had  he  never  come  out  of 
his  long  retirement.  But  perhaps  he  was  compelled  to  look 
after  his  Rouen  foundling  !  " 

A  smile  flickered  faintly  over  Gherardi's  face,  but  he  said 
not  a  word  in  answer.  Discovering  an  error  in  one  of  the 
■documents  he  was  examining,  he  called  Moretti's  attention  to 
it,  and  the  conversation  drifted  to  every-day  trivial  subjects. 
But  the  thoughts  of  both  men  were  elsewhere,  and  not  even 
the  news  received  that  morning  of  the  bequest  of  one  hundred 
thousand  pounds  to  the  Shrine  of  Lourdes  from  a  deluded 
27 
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believer  in  the  miraculous  Virgin  there,  absorbed  so  much  of 
their  reflective  brain  powers  as  the  imminent  trial — for  it  was 
little  else — of  Cardinal  Bonpre,  in  the  presence  of  the  boy  to 
whom  he  so  openly  gave  his  confidence  and  protection. 

Meanwhile,  the  good  Felix  himself  was  very  sorely  troubled. 
During  his  sojourn  in  Rome,  he  had  grown  thinner  and  paler, 
and  the  fine,  spiritual  delicacy  of  his  features  had  become  more 
intensified,  while  his  clear  blue  eyes  shone  from  under  their 
deeply  arched  brows  with  a  flashing  luminance  that  was  almost 
unearthly.  Often,  when  about  to  enter  his  room  with  unthink- 
ing haste,  his  brother-in-law,  Prince  Pietro,  would  see  him 
kneeling  before  his  crucifix  absorbed,  one  might  almost  say 
entranced,  in  prayer.  And  he  would  softly  move  away  again 
with  a  deep  sense  of  awe,  and  a  feeling  that  some  higher  power 
than  any  on  earth,  sustained  the  venerable  prelate,  and  inspired 
both  his  words  and  actions.  But  with  all  his  patient,  some- 
times passionate  prayer,  earnest  meditations,  and  constant 
study  of  the  Gospels,  the  Cardinal  himself  was  more  or  less 
heavy-hearted, — and  his  Master's  phrase — "  My  soul  is  exceed- 
ing sorrowful  even  unto  death  ! "  was  one  which  he  often 
breathed  in  the  solitude  and  extremity  of  his  own  position. 
The  news  of  the  disappearance  of  Claude  Cazeau  had  materially 
added  to  his  difficulties — and  now  he  had  been  commanded, 
with  a  certain  peremptoriness  in  the  summons,  to  wait  upon 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff  in  a  private  audience,  bringing  with  him 
the  boy  who  could,  or  would  give  no  further  account  of  him- 
self than  that  of  a  world's  waif  and  stray.  Prepared  for  this 
visit  and  arrayed  in  all  the  splendour  befitting  his  rank  in  the 
Church,  the  gentle  old  man  looked  paler  and  more  fragile  than 
ever,  and  the  vague  trouble  he  felt  at  the  express  injunction 
laid  upon  him  concerning  Manuel,  showed  itself  in  the  deep 
furrows  of  anxiety  marked  upon  his  brow,  and  the  pain  in  his 
thoughtful  eyes.  Prince  Pietro's  own  man-servant  had  assisted 
him  to  dress  for  the  impending  ceremonial,  and  just  as  the 
last  folds  of  his  regal  attire  were  being  set  in  place,  a  knock 
was  heard  at  the  door  of  his  apartment,  and  Prince  Pietra 
himself  entered. 
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"  A  telegram  for  you,  brother  Felix,"  he  said,  "  I  have 
brought  it  myself,  thinking  it  may  perhaps  immediately  con- 
cern your  visit  to  the  Pope  to-day." 

The  Cardinal,  with  a  gentle  word  of  thanks,  opened  the 
envelope  handed  to  him. 

"  Praise  be  to  God  ! "  he  said  simply,  as  he  read  its  contents^ 
"  Vergniaud  has  passed  to  a  Higher  tribunal !  " 

And  he  crossed  himself  reverently  on  brow  and  breast. 

"  Dead  ?  "  exclaimed  Sovrani. 

"To  this  world,  yes!"  answered  Bonpre,  "He  died  peace- 
fully last  night.     This  message  is  from  his  son." 

A  faint  ironical  smile  flickered  over  Sovrani's  dark  features. 

"The  ban  of  excommunication  has  not  been  declared  !"  he 
said.     "  It  will  be  a  somewhat  belated  announcement ! " 

Cardinal  Bonpre  folded  the  telegram,  ready  to  take  with 
him  to  the  Vatican. 

"  The  Church  can  excommunicate  even  the  dead  !  "  he  said 
sorrowfully,  "If  such  an  extreme  measure  is  judged  politic  it 
will  doubtless  be  carried  out !  " 

"  Wonderful  Christian  charity,"  murmured  Sovrani  under  his 
breath,  "  to  excommunicate  a  corpse  !  For  that  is  all  they  can 
do.     The  Soul  of  the  man  is  God's  affair  !  " 

Cardinal  Bonpre  answered  nothing,  for  just  then  the  young 
ISIanuel  entered  the  room,  in  readiness  to  accompany  his 
venerable  protector  and  friend  to  the  Vatican,  and  the  old 
man's  eyes  rested  upon  him  with  a  wistful,  wondering  trouble 
and  anxiety  which  he  could  not  conceal.  Manuel  smiled  up 
at  him — that  rare  and  beautiful  smile  which  was  like  sunshine 
in  darkness  —  but  the  Cardinal's  sad  expression  did  not 
alter. 

"The  Abbd  Vergniaud  is  no  more,"  he  said  gently,  as  the 
boy  drew  near,  "  His  sins  and  sufferings  are  ended  !  " 

"And  his  joys  have  begun  !  "  answered  Manuel,  "  For  he  set 
his  life  right  with  the  world  before  he  left  it ! " 

"Child,  you  talk  as  a  very  wise  man  might !"  said  Prince 
Sovrani,  his  rugged  brows  smoothing  into  a  kindly  smile, 
"But  the  unfortunate  Abb^  is  not  likely  to  be  judged  in  that 
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way.  It  will  be  said  of  him  that  he  scandalized  the  world 
before  he  left  it !  " 

"When  truth  is  made  scandal,  and  right  is  made  wrong," 
said  Manuel,  "it  will  surely  be  a  God-forgotten  world!" 

"  Will  be  ?  I  think  it  is  already  ! "  said  Prince  Pietro.  "It 
is  said  that  the  patience  of  the  Almighty  is  unwearied, — but 
I  do  not  feel  sure  of  that  in  my  own  mind.  Science  teaches 
us  that  many  a  world  has  been  destroyed  before  now, — and 
sometimes  I  feel  as  if  our  turn  were  soon  coming  !" 

Here  the  man-servant  having  completely  finished  arranging 
the  Cardinal's  attire,  made  respectful  obeisance  and  left  the 
room,  and  the  Cardinal  himself  proceeded  into  the  adjoining 
salon,  where  he  found  his  niece  Angela  waiting  to  see 
him. 

"  Dearest  uncle,"  she  said,  making  her  pretty  genuflection  as 
he  approached  her,  "  I  must  ask  you  to  forgive  me  for  coming 
to  your  rooms  just  now  when  your  time  is  so  much  taken  up, 
and  when  I  know  you  have  to  go  to  the  Vatican, — but  I  want 
to  tell  you  one  thing  that  may  perhaps  please  you, — my  picture 
is  finished!" 

"  Finished  !  "  echoed  the  Cardinal then  tenderly  taking 

her  hands,  he  added,  "I  congratulate  you,  dear  child,  with  all 
my  heart ! — and  I  pray  that  the  reward  of  your  long  and  patient 
toil  may  be  worthy  of  you.  And  when  are  we  to  see  your 
work?" 

"  To-morrow  !  "    answered  Angela,  and  her  cheeks  flushed, 

.and  her  eyes  sparkled,  "I  shall  be  busy  all  to-day  arranging 

it  for   exhibition   in   the   best  light.      To  -  morrow   morning 

Florian  is  to  see  it  first, — then  my  father  will  come,  and  you 

and  Manuel !  "  and  she  smiled  as  she  met  the  boy's  gentle 

look, — "And  Queen  Margherita  has  promised  to  be  here  at 
mid-day." 

"  Florian  first !  And  then  your  father  !  "  said  Prince  Pietro, 
with  a  touch  of  melancholy  in  his  tone,  "Ah  well,  Angela 
mia':  —I  suppose  it  must  always  be  so  !  The  lover's  love — the 
stranger's  love, — is  greater  than  the  love  of  years,  the  love  of 
home !      Yet  sometimes,  I  fancy  that  the  lover's  love  often 
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turns  out  to  be  a  passing  impulse  more  than  a  real  truth,  and 
that  the  home-love  reasserts  itself  afterwards  with  the  best  and 
the  holiest  power  !  " 

And  not  trusting  himself  to  say  more,  he  abruptly  left  the- 
room.  Angela  looked  after  him,  a  little  troubled.  The 
Cardinal  took  her  hand. 

"He  is  your  father,  dear  girl!"  he  said  gently,  "And  he 
cannot  but  feel  it  hard — at  first — to  be  relegated  to  a  second 
place  in  your  affections." 

Angela  sighed. 

"  I  cannot  help  it ! "  she  said,  "  Florian  is  my  very  life  !  I 
should  have  no  ambition — no  joy  in  anything  if  he  did  not 

love  me  ! " 

Over  the  Cardinal's  fine  open  face  there  came  an  expression 

of  great  pain. 

"  That  is  idolatry,  Angela  ! "  he  said  gravely,  "  We  make  a 
grievous  mistake  when  we  love  human  beings  too  deeply, — 
for  they  are  not  the  gods  we  would  make  of  them.  Like 
ourselves,  they  are  subject  to  sin,  and  their  sins  often  create 
more  unhappiness  for  us  than  our  own  ! " 

"  Ah  !  But  we  can  save  our  beloved  ones  from  sin  ! " 
answered  Angela,  with  a  beautiful  upward  look  of  exaltation, — 
"That  is  love's  greatest  mission  ! " 

"It  is  a  mission  that  cannot  always  be  fulfilled" — said  the 
Cardinal  sorrowfully, — then,  after  a  pause  he  added — "The 
Abbe  Vergniaud  is  dead." 

"  Dead  !  "     And  Angela  turned  very  pale.     "  His  son " 

"  His  son  sends  the  message "  and  he  handed  her  the 

teleeram  he  had  received.     She  read  it,  and  returned  it  to 
him, — then  crossed  herself. 

"  May  he  rest  in  peace  !     He  died  true  ! " 

"Yes,  he  died  true.  But  remember,  child,  neither  Truth 
nor  Love  are  spared  their  crown  of  thorns.  Love  cannot 
save — would  that  it  could  !  It  may  warn — it  may  pray — it 
may  watch — it  may  hope, — but  if  despite  its  tenderness,  the 
sinner  sins,  what  can  love  do  then  ?  " 

"  It  can  pardon  !  "  said  Angela  softly. 
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Deeply  moved,  the  good  Felix  took  her  hand  and  patted  it 

gently. 

"Dear  child,  God  grant  your  powers  of  forgiveness  may 
never  be  put  to  the  test!"  he  ejaculated  fervently.  "The 
one  unforgivable  sin  according  to  our  Lord,  is  treachery  ; — 
may  that  never  come  your  way  ! " 

"It  can  never  come  my  way  through  Florian  ! "  answered 
Angela  smiling, — "  and  for  the  rest — I  do  not  care  !  " 

Manuel  stood  by  silently,  with  thoughtful,  downcast  eyes — 
but  at  these  last  words  of  hers  he  raised  his  head  and  looked 
full  at  her  with  a  touch  of  melancholy  in  his  straight  regard. 

"Ah,  that  is  wrong !"  he  said,  "You  should  care! — you 
must  care  for  the  rest  of  the  world.  We  must  all  learn  to 
care  for  others  more  than  ourselves.  And  if  we  will  not  learn, 
God  sometimes  takes  a  hard  way  of  teaching  us  !  " 
Angela's  head  drooped  a  little.  Then  she  said, 
"I  do  care  for  others, — I  think  perhaps  my  picture  will 
prove  that  for  me.  But  the  tenderness  I  have  for  the  sorrows 
of  the  world  is  impersonal ;  and  perhaps  if  I  analysed  myself 
honestly,  I  feel  even  that,  through  my  love  for  Florian.  If  he 
were  not  in  the  world,  I  am  afraid  I  should  not  love  the  world 
so  much  ! " 

The  Cardinal  said  no  more,  for  just  then  a  servant  entered 
and  announced  that  His  Eminence's  carriage  was  in  waiting. 
Angela  bending  low  once  more  before  her  uncle,  kissed  his 
apostolic  ring,  and  said  softly — "  To-morrow  !  " 

And  Manuel  echoed  the  word,  "  To-morrow  !  "  as  she  bade 
them  both  a  gentle  "addio"  and  left  the  apartment.  When 
she  had  gone,  and  he  was  left  alone  with  his  foundling,  the 
Cardinal  stood  for  a  few  minutes  absorbed  in  silent  meditation, 
mechanically  gathering  his  robes  about  him.  After  a  pause  of 
evident  hesitancy  and  trouble,  he  approached  the  boy  and 
gently  laid  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"Manuel,"  he  said,  "Do  you  understand  who  it  is  that  you 
are  going  to  see  ?  " 

"Yes,"  replied  Manuel  quickly,  "The  Head  of  the  Church. 
One  who  holds  an  office  constituted  by  man,  long  after  Christ. 
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It  was  founded  upon  the  name  and  memory  of  the  Apostle 
Peter,  who  publicly  denied  all  knowledge  of  his  Master ! 
That  is  how  I  understand  the  person  I  am  to  see  to-day  ! " 

Cardinal  Bonprc's  face  was  a  study  of  varying  expressions 
as  he  heard  these  words. 

"My  child,  you  must  not  say  these  things  in  the  Pope's 
presence !  " 

Manuel  lifted  his  radiant  eyes  with  a  look  of  calm  confidence. 

"Dear  friend,  you  must  trust  me!"  he  said,  "They  have 
sent  for  me,  have  they  not,  to  this  place  you  call  the  Vatican  ? 
They  desire  to  see  me,  and  to  question  me.  That  being  so, 
whatever  God  bids  me  say,  I  will  say  ;  fearing  nothing  !  " 

A  strong  tremor  shook  the  Cardinal's  nerves, — he  essayed 
to  find  words  of  wisdom  and  instruction,  but  somehow  language 
failed  him, — he  felt  blinded  and  strengthless,  and  warned  by 
this  impending  sense  of  feebleness,  made  an  instant  effort  to 
brace  himself  up  and  master  the  strange  fainting  that  threatened 
to  overwhelm  him  as  it  had  frequently  done  before.  He 
succeeded,  and  without  speaking  again  to  Manuel,  but  only 
bending  one  earnest  look  upon  him,  he  quitted  his  rooms  and 
proceeded  slowly  down  the  great  marble  staircase  of  the 
Palazzo  Sovrani, — a  staircase  famous  even  in  Rome  for  its 
architectural  beauty — Manuel  stepping  lightly  at  his  side — 
and  reaching  his  carriage,  entered  it  with  his  foundling,  and 
was  rapidly  driven  away. 

Arrived  at  the  Vatican,  the  largest  palace  in  the  world,  which 
contains,  so  historians  agree  in  saying,  no  less  than  eleven 
thousand  different  apartments  with  their  courts  and  halls  and 
corridors,  they  descended  at  the  Portone  di  Bronzo, — the 
Swiss  Guard  on  duty  saluting  as  the  Cardinal  passed  in.  On 
they  went  into  the  vestibule,  chilly  and  comfortless,  of  the 
Scala  Pia ; — and  so  up  the  stone  stairs  to  the  Cortile  di  San 
Damaso,  and  thence  towards  the  steps  which  lead  to  the  Pope's 
private  apartments.  Another  Guard  met  them  here  and  like- 
wise saluted, — in  fact,  almost  at  every  step  of  the  way,  and 
on  every  landing,  guards  were  on  duty,  either  standing  motion- 
less, or  marching  wearily  up  and  down,  the  clank,  clank  of  their 
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footsteps  waking  dismal  echoes  from  the  high  vaulted  roofs- 
and  cold,  uncarpeted  stone  corridors.  At  last  they  reached 
the  Sala  Clementina,  a  vast  unfurnished  hall,  rich  only  with 
mural  decorations  and  gilding,  and  here  another  Guard  met 
them  who,  without  words,  escorted  the  Cardinal  and  his  young 
companion  through  a  number  of  waiting-rooms,  made  more 
or  less  magnificent  by  glorious  paintings,  wonderful  Gobelin 
tapestries,  and  unique  sculptures,  till  they  reached  at  last  what 
is  called  the  antica?}iera  segreto,  where  none  but  Cardinals  are 
permitted  to  enter  and  wait  for  an  audience  with  the  Supreme 
Pontiff.  At  the  door  of  this  "  Holy  of  Holies  "  stood  a  Guarda 
Nobile  on  sentry  duty, — but  he  might  have  been  a  figure  of 
painted  marble  for  all  the  notice  he  took  of  their  approach. 
As  they  passed  into  the  room,  which  was  exceedingly  high 
and  narrow,  Monsignor  Gherardi  rose  from  a  table  near  the 
window,  and  received  the  Cardinal  with  a  kind  of  stately 
gravity  which  suitably  agreed  with  the  coldness  and  silence 
of  the  general  surroundings.  A  small  lean  man,  habited  in 
black,  also  came  forward,  exchanging  a  few  low  whispered 
words  with  Gherardi  as  he  did  so,  and  this  individual,  after 
saluting  the  Cardinal,  mysteriously  disappeared  through  a  little 
door  to  the  right.  He  was  the  Pope's  confidential  valet, — a 
personage  who  was  perhaps  more  in  the  secrets  of  everybody 
and  everything  than  even  Gherardi  himself. 

"I  am  afraid  we  shall  have  to  keep  you  waiting  a  little 
while,"  said  Gherardi,  in  his  smooth  rich  voice,  which  despite 
its  mellow  ring  had  something  false  about  it,  like  the  tone 
produced  by  an  invisible  crack  in  a  fine  bell,  "Your  young 
friend,"  and  here  he  swept  a  keen,  inquisitive  glance  over 
Manuel  from  face  to  feet,  and  from  feet  to  face  again,  "will 
perhaps  be  tired?" 

"  I  am  never  tired  !  "  answered  Manuel. 

"Nor  impatient?"  asked  Gherardi  with  a  patronising 
air. 

"Nor  impatient !" 

"  Wonderful  boy  !  If  you  are  never  tired  or  impatient,  you 
will  be  eminently  fitted  for  the  priesthood,"  said  Gherardi,  his 
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li[)  curling  with  a  faint  touch  of  derision,  "For  even  the  best 
of  us  grow  sometimes  weary  in  well-doing  ! " 

And  turning  from  him  with  a  movement  which  implied  both 
hauteur  and  indifference,  he  addressed  himself  to  Bonpre, 
whose  face  was  clouded,  and  whose  eyes  were  troubled. 

"The  unfortunate  affair  of  our  friend  Vergniaud  will  be 
settled  to-day,"  he  began,  when  the  Cardinal  raised  one  hand 
with  a  gentle  solemnity. 

"  It  is  settled  ! "  he  returned,  "  Not  even  the  Church  can 
intervene  between  Vergniaud  and  his  Maker  now  ! " 

Gherardi  uttered  an  exclamation  of  undisguised  annoyance. 

"  Dead  !  "  he  ejaculated,  his  forehead  growing  crimson  with 
the  anger  he  inwardly  repressed — — "  Since  when  ?  " 

"Last  night  he  passed  away,"  replied  the  Cardinal,  "accord- 
ing to  the  telegram  I  have  just  received  from his  son.     But 

he  has  been  dying  for  some  time,  and  what  he  told  me  in 
Paris  was  no  lie.  I  explained  his  exact  position  to  you  quite 
recently,  on  the  day  you  visited  my  niece  at  her  studio.  He 
had  a  serious  valvular  disease  of  the  heart, — he  might,  as  the 
doctors  said,  have  lived,  at  the  utmost,  two  years — but  the 
excitement  of  recent  events  has  evidently  proved  too  much 
for  him.  As  I  told  you,  he  felt  that  his  death  might  occur 
at  any  moment,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  leave  the  world  under 
a  false  impression  of  his  character.  I  trust  that  now  the  Holy 
lather  may  be  inclined  to  pardon  him,  in  death,  if  not  in  life  ! " 

Gherardi  walked  up  and  down  the  narrow  room  impatiently. 

"I  doubt  it!"  he  said  at  last,  "I  very  much  doubt  it  1' 
'I "he  man  may  be  dead,  but  the  scandal  he  caused  remains. 
And  his  death  has  made  the  whole  position  very  much  more 
diftlcult  for  you,  my  lord  Cardinal !  For  as  Vergniaud  is  not 
alive  to  endure  the  penalty  of  his  offence,  it  is  probable  you 
may  have  to  suffer  for  having  condoned  it ! " 

Felix  Bonpre  bent  his  head  gently. 

"  I  shall  be  ready  and  willing  to  suffer  whatever  God 
commands  ! "  he  answered,  "  For  I  most  faithfully  believe 
that  nothing  can  injure  my  soul  while  it  rests,  as  I  humbly 
place  it,  in  His  Holy  keeping ! " 
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Gherardi  paused  in  his  pacing  to  and  fro,  and  gazed  at  the 
frail  figure,  and  fine  old  face  before  him,  with  mingled  com- 
passion and  curiosity. 

"  You  should  have  lived  in  the  early  days  of  the  Faith  ! "  he 
said,  "You  are  too  literal — too  exact  in  your  following  of 
Christian  ethics.  That  sort  of  thing  does  not  work  nowadays. 
I)ogma  must  be  maintained  ! " 

"  What  is  dogma  ?  "  asked  Manuel  suddenly. 

Gherardi  gave  him  a  careless  glance. 

"Cardinal  Bonpre  must  teach  you  that  in  extenso/^*  he 
replied,  with  a  little  smile — "But  briefly, — dogma  is  an 
4Dpinion  or  theory  derived  from  the  Gospels,  and  formulated 
as  doctrine,  by  the  Church." 

"An  opinion  or  theory  of  man,  founded  on  the  words  of 
Christ  ?  "  said  Manuel. 

"Just  so!" 

"But  if  Christ  was  divine,  should  any  man  presume  to 
formulate  a  theory  on  what  He  Himself  said  ?  "  asked  Manuel. 
•"  Are  not  His  own  plain  words  enough  ?  " 

Gherardi  stared  at  the  young  speaker  half  angrily. 

"  His  own  plain  words  enough  ?  "  he  repeated  mechanically. 
'"  What  do  you  mean,  boy  ?  " 

"I  mean,"  answered  Manuel  simply,  "that  if  He  were  truly 
:a  Manifestation  of  God  in  Himself,  as  the  Church  declares 
Him  to  be,  /  wonder  that  man  can  dare  to  forjnulate  mere 
dogma  on  God's  own  utterance  1 " 

There  was  a  dead  pause.  After  a  few  minutes  of  chill 
silence  Gherardi  addressed  the  Cardinal. 

"  Your  young  friend  has  a  dangerous  tongue ! "  he  said 
sternly,  "You  had  best  warn  or  command  him  that  he  set  a 
;guard  upon  it  in  the  Holy  Father's  presence  ! " 

"There  is  no  need  to  either  warn  or  command  me!"  said 
Manuel,  a  smile  irradiating  his  fair  face  as  he  met  the  angry 
-eyes  of  Gherardi  with  the  full  calmness  of  his  own — "  I  have 
been  sent  for,  and  I  am  here.  Had  I  not  been  sent  for,  I 
should  not  have  come.  Now  that  I  have  been  called  to 
answer  for  myself,  I  will  answer, — with  truth  and  without  fear. 
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For  what  can  any  man  cause  mc  to  suffer  if  I  am  to  myself 
true?" 

Another  heavy  pause  ensued.  An  invisible  something  was 
in  the  air, — a  sense  of  that  vast  supernatural  which  is  deeply 
centred  at  the  core  of  the  natural  universe, — a  grave  mystery 
which  seemed  to  envelop  all  visible  things  with  a  sudden 
shadow  of  premonitory  fear.  The  silence  prevailing  was 
painful — almost  terrible.  A  great  ormolu  clock  in  the  room, 
one  of  the  Holy  Father's  "  Jubilee  "  gifts,  ticked  the  minutes 
slowly  away  with  a  jewel-studded  pendulum,  which  in  its 
regular  movements  to  and  fro  sounded  insolently  obtrusive  in 
such  a  stillness.  Gherardi  abstractedly  raised  his  eyes  to  a 
great  ivory  crucifix  which  was  displayed  upon  the  wall  against 
a  background  of  rich  purple  velvet, — Manuel  was  standing 
immediately  in  front  of  it,  and  the  tortured  head  of  the  carven 
Christ  drooped  over  him  as  though  in  a  sorrow-stricken 
benediction.  A  dull  anger  began  to  irritate  Gherardi's  usually 
well-tempered  nerves,  and  he  was  searching  in  his  mind  for 
some  scathing  sentence  wherewith  to  overwhelm  and  reprove 
the  confident  ease  of  the  boy,  when  the  door  leading  to 
the  Pope's  apartments  was  slowly  pushed  open  to  admit  the 
entrance  of  Monsignor  Moretti.  Cardinal  Bonpre  had  not 
seen  him  since  the  day  of  the  Vergniaud  scandal  in  Paris, — 
and  a  faint  colour  came  into  his  pale  cheeks  as  he  noted  the 
air  of  overbearing  condescension  and  authority  with  which 
Moretti,  here  on  his  own  ground,  as  a  favourite  confidant  of 
the  Pope,  greeted  him. 

"The  Holy  Father  is  ready  to  receive  you,"  he  said,  "But 
I  regret  to  inform  your  Eminence  that  His  Holiness  can  see 
no  way  to  excuse  or  condone  the  grave  offence  of  the  Abbe 
Vergniaud, — moreover,  the  fact  of  the  sin-begotten  son  being 
known  to  the  world  as  Gys  Grandit,  makes  it  more  than  ever 
necessary  that  the  ban  of  excommunication  should  be  passed 
upon  him.  Especially,  as  those  uninstructed  in  the  Faith,  are 
under  the  delusion  that  the  penalty  of  excommunication  has 
become  more  or  less  obsolete,  and  we  have  now  an  opportunity 
for  making  publicly  known  the  truth  that  it  still  exists,  and 
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maybe  used  by  the  Church  in  extreme  situations,  when  judged 
politic  and  fitting." 

"  Then  in  this  case  the  Church  must  excommunicate  the- 
dead  ! "  said  the  Cardinal  quietly. 

Moretti's  face  turned  livid. 

"  Dead  ?"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  do  not  believe  it ! " 

Silently  Bonpre  handed  him  the  telegram  received  that 
morning.     Moretti  read  it,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  rage. 

"How  do  I  know  this  is  not  a  trick?"  he  said,  "The 
accursed  atheist  of  a  son  may  have  telegraphed  a  lie  ! " 

"I  hardly  think  he  would  condescend  to  that !"  returned 
the  Cardinal  calmly,  "  It  would  not  be  worth  his  while.  You 
must  remember,  that  to  one  of  his  particular  views,  Church 
excommunication,  either  for  his  father  or  himself,  would  meaa 
nothing.  He  makes  himself  responsible  for  his  conduct  to 
God  only.  And  whatever  his  faults  he  certainly  believes  in 
God!" 

jMoretti  read  through  the  telegram  again. 

"We  must  place  this  before  His  Holiness,"  he  said,  "And 
it  will  very  seriously  annoy  him  !  I  fear  your  Eminence,"" 
here  he  gave  a  quick  meaning  look  at  Bonpre,  "will  be  all  the 
more  severely  censured  for  having  pardoned  the  Abbe's  sins." 

"Is  it  wrong  to  forgive  sinners?"  asked  Manuel,  his  clear 
young  voice  breaking  through  the  air  like  a  silver  bell  rung, 
suddenly, — "And  when  one  cannot  reach  the  guilty,  should 
one  punish  the  innocent  ?  " 

Moretti  scowled  fiercely  at  the  fair  candid  face  turned 
enquiringly  near  his  own. 

"  You  are  too  young  to  ask  questions  !  "  he  said  roughly — 
"  Wait  to  be  questioned  yourself — and  think  twice — ay  three 
times  before  you  answer ! " 

The  bright  expression  of  the  boy's  countenance  seemed  to 
become  intensified  as  he  heard. 

"  '  Take  no  thought  how  or  what  ye  shall  speak,  for  it  shall 
be  given  you  in  that  same  hour  what  ye  shall  speak  ! ' "  he  said 
softly — " '  For  it  is  not  ye  that  speak,  but  the  Spirit  of  your 
Father  which  speaketh  in  you  ! '  " 
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Moretti  flushed  angrily,  and  his  hand  involuntarily  clenched. 

"Those  words  were  addressed  by  our  Lord  to  His  Apostles," 
he  retorted — "Apostles,  of  whom  our  Holy  Father  the  Pope 
is  the  one  infallible  representative.  They  were  not  spoken  to 
an  ignorant  lad  who  barely  knows  his  catechism  ! " 

"Yet  were  not  the  Apostles  themselves  told,"  went  on 
Manuel  steadily,  "to  be  humble  as  ignorant  children  if  they 
would  enter  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  ?  And  did  not  Christ 
say,  '  Whoso  offendeth  one  of  these  little  ones  which  believe 
in  Me,  it  were  better  for  him  that  a  mill-stone  were  hanged 
about  his  neck,  and  that  he  were  drowned  in  the  depths 
of  the  sea ! '  I  am  sure  there  are  many  such  little  ones 
-who  believe  in  Christ, — perhaps  too,  without  knowing  any 
catechism, — and  even  Apostles  must  beware  of  offending 
them  ! " 

"Does  this  boy  follow  your  teaching  in  the  quoting  of 
Scripture  with  so  glib  a  tongue.-*"  asked  Moretti,  turning 
sharply  round  upon  the  Cardinal. 

Bonpre  returned  his  angry  look  with  one  of  undisturbed 
serenity. 

"  My  son,  I  have  taught  him  nothing  !  "  he  replied,  "  I  have 
had  no  time  as  yet — and  I  may  add — no  inclination,  to  become 
his  instructor.     He  speaks  from  his  own  nature." 

"It  is  a  nature  that  needs  training  !"  said  Gherardi,  smiling 
blandly,  and  silencing  by  a  gesture  Moretti's  threatening 
outburst  of  wrath,  "To  quote  Scripture  rashly,  without  due 
consideration  for  the  purpose  to  which  it  is  to  be  applied,  does 
not  actually  constitute  an  offence,  but  it  displays  a  repre- 
hensible disregard  and  ignorance  of  theology.  However, 
theology,"  here  he  smiled  still  more  broadly,  "is  a  hard  word 
for  the  comprehension  of  the  young  !  This  poor  little  lad 
cannot  be  expected  to  grasp  its  meaning." 

Manuel  raised  his  bright  eyes  and  fixed  them  steadily  on  the 
priest's  countenance. 

"Oh  yes!"  he  said  quietly,  "I  understand  it  perfectly! 
Originally  it  meant  the  \\'ord  or  Discourse  of  God, — it  has 
now  come  to  mean  the  words  or  discourses,  or  quarrels  and 
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differences  of  men  on  the  things  of  God  !  But  God's  Word 
remains  God's  Word — eternally,  invincibly !  No  man  can 
alter  it,  and  Christ  preached  it  so  plainly  that  even  a  child 
cannot  fail  to  understand  it !  " 

Moretti  was  about  to  speak  when  again  Gherardi  interrupted 
him. 

"  Patience  !  Patience  ! "  he  said  soothingly,  "  Perchance  we 
must  say — "  this  with  a  flash  of  derision  from  his  dark  crafty 
eyes,  "  that  a  prophet  hath  arisen  in  Israel  1  Listen  to  me, 
boy  !  If  Christ  spoke  as  plainly  as  you  say,  and  if  all  He 
preached  could  be  understood  by  the  people,  why  should  He 
have  founded  a  Church  to  teach  His  doctrine  ?  " 

"  He  did  not  found  a  Church,"  answered  Manuel,  "  He  tried 
to  make  a  Human  Brotherhood.  He  trusted  twelve  men. 
They  all  forsook  Him  in  His  hour  of  need,  and  one  betrayed 
Him  !  When  He  died  and  arose  again  from  the  dead,  they 
sought  to  give  themselves  a  Divine  standing  on  His  Divinity. 
They  preached  His  Word  to  the  world — true  ! — but  they 
preached  their  own  as  well !     Hence  the  Church  ! " 

Moretti's  angry  eyes  rolled  in  his  head  with  an  excess  of 
wrath  and  amazement. 

"Surely  some  evil  spirit  possesses  this  boy  !"  he  exclaimed 
irately,  '''■Retro  ?ne  Sathanas !  He  is  a  rank  heretic — a 
heathen  !  And  yet  he  lives  in  the  companionship  of  Cardinal 
Felix  Bonprd  ! " 

Both  priests  looked  at  the  Cardinal  in  angry  astonishment,, 
but  he  stood  silent,  one  wrinkled  hand  holding  up  the 
trailing  folds  of  his  scarlet  robe, — his  head  slightly  bent, 
and  his  whole  attitude  expressive  of  profound  patience  and 
resignation.  Manuel  turned  his  eyes  upon  him  and  smiled 
tenderly. 

"It  is  not  the  fault  of  Cardinal  Bonpre  that  I  think  my  own 
thoughts  !"  he  said,  "Or  that  I  speak  as  I  have  spoken  from 
the  beginning.  He  found  me  lost  and  alone  in  the  world, — 
and  he  sheltered  me,  knowing  not  who  he  sheltered !  Let 
what  blame  there  is  in  me  therefore  be  mine  alone,  and  not 
his  or  another's  !" 
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His  young  voice,  so  full  of  sweetness,  seemed  to  melt  the- 
cold  and  heavy  silence  into  vibrations  of  warm  feeling,  and  a 
sudden  sense  of  confusion  and  shame  swept  over  the  callous- 
and  calculating  minds  of  the  two  men,  mis-called  priests,  as 
they  listened.  But  before  they  could  determine  or  contrive  an 
answer,  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  lean  man  in  black 
entered,  and  pausing  on  the  threshold  bowed  slightly, — then 
raising  his  hand  with  a  gesture  which  invited  all  to  follow  him^ 
turned  again  and  walked  on  in  front, — then  crossing  a  small 
antechamber,  he  drew  aside  a  long  curtain  of  purple  damask 
heavily  fringed  with  gold,  and  opened  a  further  door.  Here 
he  stood  back,  and  allowed  Cardinal  Bonpre  to  pass  in  first,, 
attended  by  Manuel,  —  Monsignori  Gherardi  and  Moretti 
followed.  And  then  the  valet,  closing  the  door  behind  them^ 
and  pulling  the  rich  curtain  across,  sat  down  himself  close 
outside  it,  to  be  within  call  when  the  Holy  Father  should 
summon  his  attendance  by  means  of  a  bell  which  hung 
immediately  over  his  head.  And  to  while  away  the  time  he 
pulled  from  his  pocket  that  day's  issue  of  a  well-known 
Republican  paper, —  one  of  the  most  anti-Papal  tendency,, 
thereby  showing  that  his  constant  humble  attendance  upon 
the  Head  of  the  Church  had  not  made  him  otherwise  than 
purely  human,  or  eradicated  from  his  nature  that  peculiar 
quality  with  which  most  of  us  are  endowed,  namely,  the  per- 
versity of  spirit  which  leads  us  often  to  say  and  to  do  things 
which  are  least  expected  of  us.  The  Pope's  confidential  valet 
was  not  exempt  from  this  failing.  He  like  the  Monsignori^ 
enjoyed  the  exciting  rush  and  secret  risk  of  money  speculation, 
— he  also  had  his  little  schemes  of  self-advancement ;  and,  as 
is  natural  to  all  who  are  engaged  in  a  certain  kind  of  service, 
he  took  care  to  read  everything  that  could  be  said  by  outsiders 
against  the  person  or  persons  whom  he  served.  Thus,  despite 
the  important  capacity  he  filled,  he  was  not  a  grade  higher 
than  the  ordinary  butler,  who  makes  it  his  business  to  know 
all  the  peccadilloes  and  failings  of  his  master.  "  No  man  is  a 
hero  to  his  valet "  is  a  very  true  axiom,— and  even  the  Head 
of  the  Church,  the  Manifestation  of  the  Divine,  the  "  Infallible 
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in  Council,"  was  a  mere  Nothing  to  the  httle  man  in  black 
who  had  the  power  to  insist  on  ?lis  Holiness  changing  a  soiled 
cassock  for  a  clean  one. 
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THERE  are  certain  moments  in  life  which  seem  weighted 
with  the  history  of  ages — when  all  the  past,  present  and 
future  merge  into  the  one  omnipresent  Now, — moments,  which 
if  we  are  able  to  live  through  them  with  courage,  may  decide  a 
very  eternity  of  after-glory — but  which,  if  we  fail  to  comprehend 
their  mission,  pass,  taking  with  them  the  last  opportunity  of  all 
good  that  shall  ever  be  granted  to  us  in  this  life.  Such  a 
moment  appeared,  to  the  reflective  mind  of  Cardinal  Bonpre, 
to  have  presented  itself  to  him,  as  for  the  second  time  in  ten 
days,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  Sovereign  Pontiff, 
the  pale  and  aged  man  with  the  deep  dark  eyes  set  in  such 
cavernous  sockets,  that,  as  they  looked  out  on  the  world 
through  that  depth  of  shadow,  seemed  more  like  great  jewels 
in  the  head  of  a  galvanised  skeleton  than  the  eyes  of  a  living 
human  being.  On  this  occasion  the  Pope  was  enthroned  in  a 
kind  of  semi-state,  on  a  gilded  chair  covered  with  crimson 
velvet ;  and  a  rich  canopy  of  the  same  material,  embroidered 
and  fringed  with  gold,  drooped  in  heavy  folds  above  him. 
Attired  in  the  usual  white, — white  cassock,  white  skull-cap, 
and  white  sash  ornamented  with  the  emblematic  keys  of  St. 
Peter,  embroidered  in  gold  thread  at  the  ends, — his  unhand- 
some features,  pallid  as  marble,  and  seemingly  as  cold, — 
bloodless  everywhere,  even  to  the  lips, — suggested  with  dread- 
ful exactitude  a  corpse  in  burial  clothes  just  lifted  from  its 
coffin  and  placed  stiffly  upright  in  a  sitting  position.  Involun- 
tarily Cardinal  Bonpre,  as  he  made  the  usual  necessary 
genuflections,  thought,  with  a  shrinking  interior  sense  of 
horror  at  the  profanity  of  his  own  idea,  that  the  Holy  Father 
as   he    then    appeared,    might   have   posed   to   a   painter   of 
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allegories,  as  the  frail  ghost  of  a  dead  Faith.  For  he  looked 
so  white  and  slender  and  fragile  and  transparent, — he  sat  so 
rigidly,  so  coldly,  without  a  movement  or  a  gesture,  that  it 
seemed  as  if  the  touch  of  a  hand  might  break  him  into  atoms, 
so  brittle  and  delicate  a  figure  of  clay  was  he.  When  he 
spoke,  his  harsh  voice,  issuing  from  the  long  thin  lips  which 
scarcely  moved,  even  in  utterance,  was  startling  in  its 
unmelodious  loudness,  the  more  so  when  its  intonation  was 
querulous,  as  now. 

"  It  is  regrettable,  my  lord  Cardinal,"  he  said  slowly,  keeping 
his  dark  eyes  immovably  fixed  on  the  venerable  Felix, — "that 
I  should  be  compelled  to  send  for  you  so  soon  again  on  the 
same  matters  which,  since  your  arrival  in  Rome,  have  caused 
me  so  much  anxiety.  This  miracle, — of  which  you  are  declared 
to  be  the  worker, — though  for  some  inscrutable  reason,  you 
persist  in  denying  your  own  act, — is  not  yet  properly  authenti- 
cated. And,  to  make  the  case  worse,  it  seems  that  the 
unfortunate  man,  Claude  Cazeau,  whom  we  entrusted  with 
our  instructions  to  the  Archbishop  of  Rouen,  has  suddenly 
disappeared,  leaving  no  trace.  Naturally  there  are  strong 
suspicions  that  he  has  met  with  a  violent  death, — perhaps  at 
the  hands  of  the  Freemasons,  who  are  ever  at  work  conspir- 
ing against  the  Faith, — or  else  through  the  intrigues  of  the 
so-called  '  Christian  Democrats,'  of  whom  '  Gys  Grandit '  is  a 
leader.  In  any  case,  it  is  most  reprehensible  that  you,  a 
Cardinal-prince  of  the  Church,  should  have  permitted  yourself 
to  become  involved  in  such  a  doubtful  business.  The  miracle 
may  have  taken  place, — but  if  so,  you  should  have  no  cause  to 
deny  your  share  in  it ;  and  however  much  you  may  be  gifted 
with  the  powers  of  healing,  I  cannot  reconcile  your  duty  to  us 
with  the  Vergniaud  scandal !  Since  you  were  here  last,  I  have 
investigated  that  matter  thoroughly, — I  have  read  a  full  report 
of  the  blasphemous  address  the  Abbe  preached  from  his  pulpit 
in  Paris,  and  I  cannot,  no  I  cannot ! — "  here  the  Pope  raised 
his  thin  white  hand  with  a  gesture  of  menace  that  was  curiously 
powerful  for  one  so  seemingly  frail — "  I  cannot  forgive  or  forget 
the  part  you  have  taken  in  this  deplorable  affair ! " 
28 
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The  Cardinal  looked  up  with  a  touch  of  pain  and  protest. 

*'  Holy  Father,  I  strove  to  obey  the  command  of  Christ — 
'  Forgive  that  ye  may  be  forgiven ' ! — I  cannot  be  sorry  that  I 
did  so  obey  it ; — for  now  the  offender  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
either  punishment  or  absolution.  He  must  answer  for  his 
deeds  to  God  alone  ! " 

The  Pope  turned  his  eyes  slowly  round  in  his  waxen-like 
head  to  Gherardi — then  to  Moretti — and  seeing  confirmation 
of  the  news  in  their  looks,  fixed  them  again  as  immovably  as 
before  upon  the  Cardinal.  The  faint  shadow  of  a  cold  smile 
flickered  on  his  long  slit-like  mouth. 

"  Dead ! "  he  murmured,  and  he  nodded  slowly,  and  beat 
with  one  finger  on  the  back  of  the  other  hand,  as  though 
keeping  time  mechanically  to  some  funeral  march  in  his  brain. 
"  Dead  !  A  fortunate  thing  for  him  !  An  escape  from  worse 
than  death,  so  far  as  this  life  is  concerned  !  But  what  of  the 
next  ?  — '  where  the  worm  dieth  not  and  the  fire  is  not 
quenched ! ' "  And  here  the  representative  of  St.  Peter 
smiled  pallidly.  "  Dead ! — but  his  works  live  after  him  ; 
and  his  sin-begotten  son  also  lives,  to  spread  his  pernicious 
writings  through  the  world,  and  incite  the  already  disobedient 
to  further  license.  Therefore  the  Church  must  still  publicly 
condemn  his  memory,  as  a  warning  to  the  faithful.  And  you. 
Cardinal  Bonpre,  must  receive  from  us  a  necessary  measure  of 
correction,  for  having  pardoned  one  who  in  his  last  discourse 
to  humanity  attacked  the  Church  and  slandered  it.  To  one 
of  your  eminence  and  reputation,  the  lesson  may  seem  hard, 
but  a  chastening  reproof  can  but  purify  the  spirit,  and  free  it 
from  that  pride  which  apes  humility  !  " 

The  Cardinal  bent  his  head  patiently  and  remained  silent. 

Monsignor  Moretti  advanced  a  step  towards  the  Papal 
throne. 

"The  boy — "  he  began. 

A  slight  animation  warmed  the  chill  lifelessness  of  the 
Pope's  features. 

"True!  I  had  almost  forgotten!"  he  said.  Then  to 
the    Cardinal,    "Where   is   the    boy   you    rescued    from    the 
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streets,  who  lives  with  you,  and  who  witnessed  the  miracle  at 
Rouen  ?  " 

Manuel  had  till  now  stood  aside,  half  hidden  in  the 
shadow  of  the  crimson  damask  which,  falling  from  ceiling  to 
floor  in  rich  lustrous  folds,  draped  the  corners  of  the  room, 
but  at  these  words  he  advanced  at  once. 

"  I  am  here  ! "  he  said. 

Fronting  the  Pope,  with  his  fair  head  thrown  back,  and  his 
blue  eyes  flashing  with  all  the  soul-light  of  a  swift,  unwarped 
intelligence,  he  stood, — and  the  white  shrunken  figure  of  the 
old  man  in  the  gilded  chair  raised  itself  as  if  by  some  interior 
electric  force,  slowly,  slowly — higher  and  higher — the  deep-set 
old  eyes  staring  into  the  brilliant  youthful  ones — staring — 
staring  till  they  seemed  to  protrude  and  tremble  under  their 
shelving  brows,  like  the  last  sparks  of  a  flame  about  to  fall  into 
extinction.     Gherardi  made  a  quick  step  forward. 

"My  lord  Cardinal!"  he  said  significantly,  "Should  not 
your  waif  and  stray  have  been  taught  how  to  comport  himself 
before  he  came  here?  He  does  not  kneel  to  the  Holy 
Father  ! " 

The  Cardinal  opened  his  lips  to  speak,  but  jNIanuel  stayed 
him  by  a  slight  gesture. 

"  I  may  not  kneel  to  any  man  !  "  he  said,  "  But  to  God  only  ! 
For  it  is  written,  '  Call  no  man  your  Father  upon  the  earth, 
for  One  is  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven.  Neither  be  ye 
called  Masters,  for  One  is  your  Master,  even  Christ.'  How 
then,"  and  he  came  nearer  to  the  Pope's  footstool,  "can  you  be 
called 'Father'?  Or 'Holy'?    ForthereisnoneHoly  but  God  !  " 

The  deep  silence  which  had  fallen  like  a  spell  upon  them 
all  in  the  antechamber,  fell  now  with  redoubled  impressiveness. 
The  Pope,  gripping  the  arms  of  his  gilded  chair,  forced  himself 
fully  upright,  and  his  lips  trembled. 

"  Whence  came  you,  and  of  what  parentage  are  you  ?  "  he 
asked  slowly,  enunciating  his  words  with  even  more  than  his 
usual  harsh  distinctness. 

"  That  is  my  own  secret ! "  answered  the  boy — "  The 
Cardinal  accepted  me  without  question  !" 
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"  Which  is  but  a  fresh  proof  of  the  Cardinal's  unwisdom," 
said  the  Pope  severely,  "  And  we  shall  not  follow  his  example 
in  this  or  in  any  other  matter  !  "  And  turning  to  Moretti  he 
enquired,  "  Does  this  boy  understand  he  is  here  as  a  witness 
to  the  miracle  effected  at  Rouen  ?  " 

"  As  a  witness  to  the  Truth  —  yes  !  I  understand  ! "  said 
Manuel  quickly,  before  Moretti  could  answer.  "  The  miracle 
was  no  miracle  ! " 

"  No  miracle  ! "  exclaimed  the  Pope,  moved  at  last  from  his 
usual  inflexibility,  "  Do  you  hear  that,  Domenico  ?  "  turning 
excitedly  to  Gherardi,  "  No  miracle  !  " 

"  No  miracle  !  "  repeated  Manuel,  steadily — "  Nothing  but 
the  law  of  Nature  working  in  response  to  the  law  of  God,  which 
is  Love  !  The  child  was  healed  of  his  infirmity  by  the  power 
of  unselfish  prayer.  Are  we  not  told  '  Ask  and  ye  shall 
receive  '  ?  But  the  asking  must  be  pure  !  The  prayer  must 
be  untainted  by  self-interest !  God  does  not  answer  prayer 
that  is  paid  for  in  this  world's  coin  !  No  miracle  was  ever 
wrought  for  a  fee  !  Only  when  perfect  love  and  perfect  faith 
exist  between  the  creature  and  the  Creator,  are  all  things 
possible  ! " 

A  nervous  twitching  of  the  Pope's  features  showed  his 
suppressed  irritation  at  this  reply. 

"  The  boy  jests  with  us  !  "  he  said  angrily,  "  He  defends  his 
benefactor,  but  he  either  does  not  understand,  or  else  is 
regardless  of  our  authority  ! " 

"What,  do  you  not  also  believe?"  asked  Manuel,  placing 
one  foot  on  the  first  step  of  the  Pope's  throne,  and  looking  him 
straightly  in  the  face,  "  Do  you  not  even  affirm  that  God 
answers  prayer  ?  Do  you  not  pray  ?  Do  you  not  assert  that 
you  yourself  are  benefited  and  helped — nay,  even  kept  alive  by 
the  prayers  of  the  faithful?  Then  why  should  you  doubt  that 
Cardinal  Bonpre  has,  by  his  prayer,  rescued  one  life — the  life 
of  a  little  child  ?  Is  not  your  Church  built  up  for  prayer  ? 
Do  you  not  command  it?  Do  you  not  even  insist  upon  the 
'vain  repetitions'  which  Christ  forbade?  Do  you  not 
summon  the  people  to  pray  in  public  ? — though  Christ  bade  all 
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who  truly  sought  to  follow  Him  to  pray  in  secret  ?  And  amid 
all  the  false  prayers,  the  unthinking,  selfish  petitions,  the 
blasphemous  demands  for  curses  and  confusion  to  fall  upon 
enemies  and  contradictors,  the  cowardly  cryings  for  pardon 
from  sinners  who  do  not  repent  that  are  sent  up  to  the  throne 
of  the  Most  High, — is  it  marvellous  that  one  prayer,  pure  of 
all  self  and  sophistry,  ascending  to  God,  simply  to  ask  for  the 
life  of  a  child  should  be  heard  and  granted  ?  " 

His  voice  rang  through  the  silence  with  a  pure  intonation, 
unlike  any  human  voice  in  the  world — and  as  he  spoke,  the 
Pope  slowly  drew  back  in  his  chair,  further  and  further  away 
from  the  young,  beautiful  face  that  confronted  his  own  so 
steadily.  The  dumb  sense  of  stupefaction  that  had  before 
possessed  Gherardi  and  Moretti  in  the  presence  of  this  child, 
seized  them  again  now, — and  slow  tears  welled  up  into  the 
Cardinal's  eyes,  as,  clasping  his  withered  hands,  he  waited  in 
fear  and  awe,  listening  and  wondering, — overwhelmed  by  the 
strangeness  of  the  scene.  Like  a  shrunken  white  mummy  set 
in  a  gilded  sarcophagus,  the  representative  of  St.  Peter  huddled 
himself  together,  reflections  of  the  daylight  on  the  crimson 
hangings  around  him  casting  occasional  gleams  of  crimson 
athwart  his  bony  hands  and  cadaverous  features ; — while  on 
the  first  step  of  his  throne  the  aerial  form  of  the  beautiful  boy^ 
with  his  fair  face,  full  flashing  eyes,  and  radiant  hair,  stood 
like  an  Angel  suddenly  descended  at  the  portal  of  the  mummy's 
tomb. 

"  Faith  must  surely  be  weaker  in  these  days  than  in  the  days 
of  Christ !  "  continued  Manuel,  "The  disciples  were  not  always 
wise  or  brave  ;  but  they  believed  in  the  power  of  their  Master  ! 
You, — with  so  many  centuries  of  prayer  behind  you, — will  not 
say  as  John  did — '  Master,  we  saw  one  casting  out  devils  in 
Thy  name,  and  he  foUoweth  not  us  ! '  Because  this  miracle 
is  unexpected  and  exceptional,  do  you  say  of  your  good 
Cardinal,  'He  foUoweth  not  us'?  Remember  how  Christ 
answered, — '  Forbid  him  not,  for  there  is  no  man  which  shall 
do  a  miracle  in  ^ly  name  that  can  speak  evil  of  ISIe  ! '" 

Still  the  same  silence  reigned.     A  shaft  of  sunlight  falling 
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through  the  high  oriel  window,  touched  the  boy's  hair  with  a 
Pentecostal  flame  of  glory. 

"You  sent  for  mc,"  he  went  on,  "and  I  have  come  !  They 
say  I  must  be  taught.  Will  you  teach  me  ?  I  would  know 
many  things  !  Tell  me  for  one,  why  are  You  here,  shut  away 
from  the  cities,  and  the  people  ?  Should  you  not  be  among 
them  ?  Why  do  you  stay  here  all  alone  ?  You  must  be  very 
unhappy ! " 

A  sudden  quivering  light  illumined  the  jewel-like  dark  eyes 
of  the  seeming  mummy  in  the  chair — its  lips  moved — but  no 
sound  came  from  them. 

"To  be  here  all  alone!"  went  on  Manuel,  "And  a  whole 
world  outside  waiting  to  be  comforted  !  To  have  vast  wealth 
lying  about  you  unused — with  millions  and  millions  of  poor, 
starving,  struggling,  dying  creatures,  near  at  hand,  cursing  the 
God  whom  they  have  never  been  taught  to  know  or  to  bless  ! 
To  be  safely  sheltered  while  others  are  in  danger  !  To  know 
that  even  kings  and  emperors  are  trembling  on  their  thrones 
because  of  the  evil  days  that  are  drawing  near  in  punishment 

for  evil  deeds  ! to  feel  the  great  pulsating  ache  of  the  world's 

heart  beating  through  every  hour  of  time,  and  never  to  stretch 
forth  a  hand  of  consolation  !  Surely  this  must  make  you  very 
sad  !      Will  you  7iot  come  out  with  me  ?  " 

With  a  strong  effort  the  Pope  raised  himself  and  looked  into 
the  pleading  Angel-face.  With  his  sudden  movement,  Gherardi 
and  Moretti  also  stirred  from  their  frozen  attitudes  of  speech- 
less amazement,  and  would  have  approached,  but  that  the 
Pope  signed  them  away  with  so  fierce  and  impatient  a 
gesture  that  they  shrank  back  appalled.  And  still  he  gazed  at 
Manuel  as  if  his  very  soul  were  passing  through  his  eyes. 

"  Come  out  with  you  ! "  he  said,  in  a  hoarse,  faint  whisper, 
"  Come  out  with  you  !  " 

"  Yes  ! — Come  out  with  me  !  "  repeated  Manuel,  his  accents 
vibrating  with  a  strange  compelling  sweetness,  "Come  out  and 
see  the  poor  lying  at  the  great  gates  of  St.  Peter's — the  lame, 

the  halt,   the  blind come  and  heal  them   by  a  touch,  a 

prayer !     You  can,   you  must,  you  shall  heal  them  I — if  you 
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will !  Pour  money  into  the  thin  hands  of  the  starving  ! — come 
with  me  into  the  miserable  places  of  the  world — come  and 
give  comfort !  Come  freely  into  the  courts  of  kings,  and  see 
how  the  brows  ache  under  the  crowns  ! — How  the  hearts  break 
beneath  the  folds  of  velvet  and  ermine  !  Why  stand  in  the 
way  of  happiness,  or  deny  even  emperors  peace  when  they 
crave  it?  Your  mission  is  to  comfort,  not  to  condemn  !  You 
need  no  throne  !  You  want  no  kingdom  ! — no  settled  place — 
no  temporal  power  !  Enough  for  you  to  work  and  live  as  the 
poorest  of  all  Christ's  ministers,  —  without  pomp,  without 
ostentation  or  public  ceremonial,  but  simply  clothed  in  pure 
holiness !  So  shall  God  love  you  more  !  So  shall  you  pass 
unscathed  through  the  thick  of  battle,  and  command  Brother- 
hood in  place  of  Murder  !  Go  out  and  welcome  Progress  ! — 
take  Science  by  the  hand!  —  encourage  Intellect!  —  for  all 
these  things  are  of  God,  and  are  God's  gifts  divine  !  Live  as 
Christ  lived,  teaching  the  people  personally  and  openly; — 
loving  them,  pitying  them,  sharing  their  joys  and  sorrows, 
blessing  their  little  children  !  Deny  yourself  to  no  man ; — 
and  make  of  this  cold  temple  in  which  you  now  dwell  self- 
imprisoned,  a  home  and  refuge  for  the  friendless  and  the 
poor  !     Come  out  with  me  ! " 

As  he  thus  spoke,  with  a  living,  breathing  enthusiasm  of 
entreaty,  which  might  have  moved  even  the  dry  bones  in  the 
valley  of  the  prophet's  vision  to  rise  up  and  become  a  great 
standing  army,  the  Pope's  figure  seemed  to  grow  more  and 
more  attenuated,  —  his  worn  white  hands  grasping  the  gilt 
arms  of  his  chair,  looked  like  the  claws  of  a  dead  bird — and 
his  face,  shrunken  and  withered,  like  the  Chinese  ivory  carving 
of  some  forgotten  idol. 

"  Come  out  with  me  and  minister  with  your  own  hands  to 
the  aged  and  the  dying!"  pursued  Manuel,  "And  so  shall 
you  grow  young !  Command  that  the  great  pictures,  the 
tapestries,  the  jewels,  the  world's  trash  of  St.  Peter's,  be  sold 
to  the  rich,  who  can  afford  to  place  them  in  free  and  open 
galleries  where  all  the  poorest  may  possess  them  !  But 
do  not  You  retain  them  !     You  do  not  need  them  —  your 
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treasure  must  be  sympathy  for  all  the  world  !  Not  One  section 
of  the  world, — not  One  form  of  creed, — but  for  all ! — if  you  are 
truly  the  Dispenser  of  Christ's  Message  to  the  earth  !  Come — 
unprotected,  save  by  the  Cross  !  Come  with  no  weapon  of 
defence — 'heal  the  sick,  cleanse  the  lepers,  raise  the  dead, 
cast  out  devils  !  Freely  ye  have  received,  freely  give  !  Provide 
neither  gold  nor  silver  nor  brass  in  your  purse,' — come,  and 
by  your  patience — your  gentleness — your  pardon — your  love 
to  all  men,  show  that  '  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is  at  hand ! ' 
Walk  fearless  in  the  thick  of  battles,  and  your  very  presence 
shall  engender  peace  !  For  the  Holy  Spirit  shall  surround 
and  encompass  you ;  the  fiercest  warriors  shall  bend  before 
you,  as  they  never  would  if  you  assumed  a  world's  throne  or 
a  world's  sovereignty  !  Come,  uncrowned,  defenceless ; — but 
strong  in  the  Spirit  of  God  !  Think  of  all  the  evil  which  has 
served  as  the  foundation  for  this  palace  in  which  you  dwell ! 
Can  you  not  hear  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  the  shrieks  of 
the  tortured  and  dying  of  the  Inquisition?  Do  you  never 
think  of  the  dark  days,  ten  and  twelve  hundred  years  after 
Christ,  when  no  virtue  seemed  left  upon  the  earth  ? — when  the 
way  to  this  very  throne  was  paved  by  poison  and  cold  steel  ? — 
when  those  who  then  reigned  here,  and  occupied  Your  place, 
led  such  infamous  lives  that  the  very  dogs  might  have  been 
ashamed  to  follow  in  their  footsteps  !— when  they  professed  to 
be  able  to  sell  the  Power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  for  so  much  gold 
and  silver?  Remember  the  words,  'Whoso  shall  blaspheme 
against  the  Holy  Ghost  it  shall  not  be  forgiven  him,  either  in 
this  world  or  in  the  world  to  come.'  Look  back  upon  the 
Past — and  look  out  upon  the  Present !  Try  to  understand 
the  suffering  of  the  forsaken  people  ! — the  pain- — the  bewilder- 
ment— the  groping  for  life  in  death  ! — and  come  out  with  me  ! 
Come  and  preach  Christ  as  He  lived  and  died,  and  was,  and 
is  !     Come  out  with  me  ! " 

The  dreadful,  dumb  spell  remained  unbroken.  The  room 
seemed  invested  with  a  strange  solemnity — the  figures  of  the 
human  beings  in  it  were  like  images  frozen  into  rigidity — even 
Cardinal  Bonpre  appeared  stricken  by  this  mental  paralysis. 
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and  not  a  fold  of  liis  rich  attire  stirred  with  so  much  as  a 
pulsation  of  natural  breath.  Only  Manuel  seemed  truly  alive — 
his  slight  boyish  figure  was  instinct  with  ardour — his  beautiful 
face  was  radiant,  and  his  eyes  brilliant  as  stars.  And  now, 
withdrawing  himself  a  little  from  the  motionless  creature 
seated  stiffly  on  the  Papal  throne,  with  its  deep,  dark  eyes 
alone  giving  sign  of  life  by  their  unwearied  stare  and  feverish 
glitter,  he  raised  his  head  with  a  royal  gesture  of  mingled 
appeal  and  warning. 

"Come  out  with  me!"  he  exclaimed,  "For  there  are 
wonderful  things  in  the  world  to-day !— wonderful,  beautiful, 
and  terrible  !  Take  your  share  in  them,  and  find  God  in 
every  glory  !  For  with  all  the  wisdom  and  the  splendour, — 
with  all  the  flashing  light  of  Heaven  poured  out  upon  the 
darkness  of  the  Sorrowful  Star,  its  people  are  weary, — they  are 
lost  in  the  confusion  and  clamour  of  their  own  desires — they 
would  fain  serve  God,  but  know  not  where  to  find  Him, 
because  a  thousand,  ay  a  million  churches  stand  in  the  way ! 
Churches,  which  are  like  a  forest  of  dark  trees,  blocking  out 
the  radiance  of  the  Sun  !  God,  who  manifests  His  power  and 
tenderness  in  the  making  of  the  simplest  leaf,  the  smallest 
bird,  is  lost  to  the  understanding  and  affection  of  humanity 
in  the  multitude  of  Creeds  !  Come  out  with  me, — simple  and 
pure,  gentle  and  strong !  Tell  all  the  lost  and  the  wandering 
that  there  never  was,  and  never  will  be  but  one  God  supreme 
and  perfect,  whose  name  is  Love,  whose  work  is  Love ! — and 
whose  Messenger,  Christ,  pronounced  the  New  Commandment 
Love,  instead  of  Hate  !  Come  out  with  me  while  it  is  yet  day, 
for  the  night  cometh  when  no  man  can  work  !  Come  and 
lift  up  the  world  by  your  very  coming !  Stretch  out  your 
hands  in  benediction  over  kings  and  beggars  alike  ! — there  are 
other  roses  to  give  than  Golden  ones  to  Queens  !  There  are 
poor  women  who  share  half  they  earn  with  those  still  poorer 
— there  are  obscure  lives  which  in  their  very  obscurity,  are 
forming  the  angel-nature,  and  weaving  the  angel's  crown, — 
look  for  these  in  the  world — give  thevi  your  Golden  Roses  ! 
Leave  rulers  and  governments  alone,  for  you  should  be  above 
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and  beyond  all  rulers  and  governments  !  You  should  be  the 
Herald  of  peace, — the  Pardoner  of  sin,  the  Rescuer  of  the 
fallen,  and  the  Refuge  of  the  distressed !  Come  out  with  me, 
and  be  all  this  to  the  world,  so  that  when  the  Master  comes 
He  may  truly  find  you  working  in  His  vineyard  ! " 

Another  dead  pause  ensued.  Not  a  sound,  not  a  breath 
disturbed  the  heavy  silence  which  seemed  to  have  grown 
deeper  than  before.  And  Manuel,  looking  eagerly  again  and 
closely  into  the  Pope's  face,  went  on  with  increasing  ardour 
and  passion. 

"  Come  out  with  me  ! ''  he  said,  "  Or  if  you  will  not  come, — 
then  beware  ! . . .  beware  of  the  evil  days  which  are  at  hand  !  The 
people  are  wandering  to  and  fro,  crossing  all  lands,  struggling 
one  against  the  other,  hoarding  up  useless  gold,  and  fighting  for 
supremacy  ! — but  '  the  day  of  the  Lord  shall  come  like  a  thief 
in  the  night,  and  blessed  is  he  who  shall  be  found  watching  ! ' 
Watch  !  The  hour  is  growing  dark  and  full  of  menace  ! — the 
nations  are  as  frightened  children,  losing  faith,  losing  hope, 
losing  strength  !  Put  away, — put  away  from  you  the  toys  of 
time  ! — quench  in  your  soul  the  thirst  for  gold,  for  of  this  shall 
come  nothing  but  corruption !  Why  trifle  with  the  Spirit  of 
holy  things?  Why  let  your  servants  use  the  Name  of  the 
Most  High  to  cover  hypocrisy  ?  Why  crave  for  the  power  of 
temporal  things,  which  passes  away  in  the  dust  of  destroyed 
kingdoms  ?  For  the  Power  of  the  Spirit  is  greater  than  all ! 
And  so  it  shall  be  proved  !  The  Spirit  shall  work  in  ways 
where  it  has  never  been  found  before  1 — it  shall  depart  from 
the  Churches  which  are  unworthy  of  its  Divine  inspiration  ! — 
it  shall  invest  the  paths  of  Science  ! — it  shall  open  the  doors 
of  the  locked  stars  !  It  shall  display  the  worlds  invisible; — 
the  secrets  of  men's  hearts,  and  of  closed  graves  ! — there  will 
be  terror  and  loss  and  confusion  and  shame  to  mankind, — 
and  this  world  shall  keep  nothing  of  all  its  treasures  but  the 
Cross  of  Christ !  Rome,  like  Babylon,  shall  fall ! — and  the 
Powers  of  the  Church  shall  be  judged  as  the  Powers  of  Dark- 
ness rather  than  of  Light,  because  they  have  rejected  the 
Word  of  their  Master,  and  '  teach  for  doctrine  the  command- 
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merits  of  men ' !     Disaster   shall  follow  swift  upon  disaster, 
and  the  cup  of  trembling  shall  be  drained  again  to  its  last 

dregs,   as  in  the  olden  days,   unless, — unless  perchance ■ 

You  will  come  out  with  !Me ! " 

With  the  last  words  a  sort  of  galvanic  shock  seemed  to  be 
imparted  to  the  rigid  figure  in  the  chair.  Springing  upright 
suddenly,  his  voice  rang  out  like  a  clarion,  discordantly  yet 
clearly. 

"In  the  name  of  God,"  he  cried,  "Who  and  what  is  this 
boy !  How  came  he  with  Cardinal  Bonpre  ?  And  you, 
Domenico  ! — do  you  stand  by  and  permit  this  affront  to  me  ! 

the  living  Head  of  the  Church  !     From  a  child  ! — a  tramp 

of  the  streets ! — who  dares  to  speak  to  me who  dares  to 

reproach,    to    prophesy — ay,    to    blaspheme  ! and    teach 

Me, " 

"As  One  having  authority, — and  not  as  the  scribes  !"  said 
Manuel,  with  a  swift  flashing  glance,  wliich  like  a  shaft  of 
lightning  seemed  to  pierce  through  flesh  and  bone, — for,  as  he 
met  that  radiant  and  commanding  look,  the  jewel-like  eyes  of 

the  Pope  lost  their  lustre  and  became  fixed  and  glassy, he 

put  his  hand  to  his  throat  with  a  choking  gasp  for  breath, 

and  like  a  dead  body  which  had  only  been  ktpt  in  place  by 
some  secret  mechanical  action,  he  fell  back  in  his  chair  sense- 
less, his  limbs  stretching  themselves  out  with  a  convulsive 
shudder  into  stark  immovability  ! 

Gherardi  started  from  his  stupor,  and  rushed  to  his 
assistance,  ringing  the  bell  violently  which  summoned  the 
valet  from  the  antechamber, — and  Moretti,  with  a  fierce  oath, 
pushing  Manuel  aside,  rushed  to  the  chair  in  which  the  Pope's 
fainting  figure  lay, — all  was  confusion  ; and  in  the  excite- 
ment and  terror  which  had  overwhelmed  Cardinal  Bonpre  at 
the  unprecedented  scene,  Manuel  suddenly  touched  him  on  the 
arm. 

"  Follow  me ! "  he  said,  "  We  are  no  longer  needed  here  ! 
Come  ! — Let  us  go  hence  !  " 

Hardly  knowing  what  he  did  the  old  man  obeyed,  trembling 
in  every  limb  as  T^Ianuel,  grasping  him  firmly  by  the  hand,  led 
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him  from  the  apartment,  and  on  through  the  winding  corridors 
of  the  huge  building,  out  into  the  open  air.  No  one  questioned 
them, — no  one  interfered  with  their  progress.  Benediction 
was  being  sung  in  one  of  the  many  chapels  of  St.  Peter's,  and 
the  solemn  sound  of  the  organ  reached  them,  softened  and 
mellowed  by  distance,  as  they  stood  on  the  steps  of  the 
Vatican,  where  the  Cardinal,  pausing  to  recover  breath  and 
equanimity,  gazed  at  his  strange  foundling  in  alarm  and 
bewilderment. 

"Manuel !"  he  murmured  feebly,  "Child  ! — -What  have  you 
done  ! " 

"  Only  what  I  am  bound  to  do  ! "  replied  Manuel  simply,  "  I 
have  said  no  more  than  it  is  right  to  say,  if  Christ's  words 
are  true  !  Dear  friend,  be  at  peace !  You  will  not  suffer 
misjudgment  long  ! " 

The  music  stealing  out  from  the  distant  chapel,  floated 
round  them  in  large  circles  of  solemn  melody, — and  the  glow 
of  sunset  lit  the  clear  sky  with  a  warm  red  radiance,  flecked 
with  golden  clouds  of  glory. 

"  He  would  not  come  with  me  !  "  said  Manuel,  with  a  slight 
gesture  backward  to  the  sombre  portals  they  had  just  passed^ 
"  And  he  will  never  come  !     But  You  will !  " 

And  smiling, — with  his  fair  face  turned  to  the  radiant  sky, — 
he  rested  his  hand  lightly  on  the  Cardinal's  arm  as  they  de- 
scended the  broad  marble  steps,  and  left  the  great  Palace  of 
the  Popes  together. 


XXIX 

WHILE  the  foregoing  scene  was  taking  place  at  the 
Vatican,  Angela  Sovrani,  left  to  herself  for  some 
hours,  took  the  opportunity  to  set  her  great  picture  "on  view" 
for  the  coming  morrow.  Locking  both  doors  of  her  studio, 
she  began  to  arrange  the  room  ;  her  hure  canvas  was  already 
on  a  movable  easel  supplied  with  wheels,  which  ran  lightly  and 
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easily  over  the  polished  floor  without  making  any  sound.  At 
its  summit  a  brass  rod  was  attached,  and  on  this  a  curtain  of 
golden-coloured  silk  was  hung,  the  folds  of  which  at  present 
concealed  the  painting  from  view.  The  top-light  of  the  studio 
was  particularly  good  on  this  special  afternoon,  as  the 
weather  was  clear,  and  the  Roman  sky  translucent  and  bright 
as  an  opal ;  and  Angela,  as  she  wheeled  her  "great  work  "  into 
position,  sang  for  pure  lightness  of  heart  and  thankfulness  that 
all  was  done.  In  her  soul  she  had  the  consciousness  that 
what  she  had  produced  from  her  brain  and  hand  was  not 
altogether  unworthy.  For,  though  to  the  true  artist,  no  actual 
result  can  ever  attain  to  the  beauty  of  the  first  thought  or  ideal 
of  the  thing  to  be  performed,  there  is  always  the  consolation 
that  if  one's  best  and  truest  feeling  has  been  earnestly  put  into 
the  work,  some  touch,  however  slight,  of  that  ideal  beauty  must 
remain.  The  poet's  poem  is  never  so  fine  as  the  poet's 
thought.  The  thought  is  from  the  immortal  and  invincible 
soul, — the  poem  has  to  be  conveyed  through  the  grosser  body, 
clothed  in  language  which  must  always  be  narrow  and  inade- 
quate. Hence  the  artist's  many  and  grievous  limitations.  To 
the  eyes  of  the  spirit  all  things  appear  transfigured,  because 
lifted  out  of  the  sphere  of  material  vision.  But  when  we  try  to 
put  these  "beautiful  things  made  new,  for  the  delight  of  the 
sky-children  "  on  paper  or  canvas,  in  motionless  marble  or 
flexible  rhyme, — we  are  weighted  by  grosser  air  and  the  density 
of  bodily  feeling.  So  it  was  with  Angela  Sovrani,  in  whose 
compact  little  head  were  folded  the  splendid  dreams  of  genius 
like  sleeping  fairies  in  a  magic  cave ; — and  thoughtful  and 
brilliant  though  she  was,  she  could  not,  in  her  great  tenderness 
for  her  affianced  lover  Florian  Varillo,  foresee  that  a  daily 
contact  with  his  weaker  and  smaller  nature,  would  kill  those 
dreams  as  surely  as  a  frost-wind  kills  the  buds  of  the  rose, — 
and  that  gradually,  very  gradually,  the  coarser  fibre  of  his  in- 
telligence mingling  with  hers,  would  make  a  paltry  and  rough 
weaving  of  the  web  of  life,  instead  of  a  free  and  gracious 
pattern.  She  never  thought  of  such  possibilities — she  would 
have  rejected  the  very  idea  of  them  with  scorn  and  indignation. 
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She  would  have  declared  that  her  love  for  Florian  was  the  very 
root  and  source  of  her  art, — that  for  him  she  worked — for 
him  she  lived.  So  indeed  she  believed,  in  her  finely-fervent 
self-delusion, — but  it  was  not  ordained  that  this  glamour  should 
last, — for  hers  was  a  nature  too  rare  and  valuable  to  be  sacri- 
ficed, and  the  Higher  destinies  had  begun  to  approve  her  as 
precious.  Therefore,  as  is  the  case  with  all  precious  things, 
the  furnace  was  preparing  for  the  shaping  of  the  gold, — the 
appointed  Angel  of  her  Fate  was  already  hovering  near, 
holding  ready  the  cup  of  bitterness  which  all  must  drain  to  the 
dregs,  before  knowing  what  it  is  to  drink  of  "  the  new  wine  in 
the  Kingdom  of  God." 

"  I  wonder,"  she  thought  now,  as  she  stepped  lightly  from 
one  corner  of  her  studio  to  the  other,  re-arranging  a  vase 
here — a  bust  there — and  imparting  to  the  whole  room  that 
indefinable  air  of  grace  and  luxury  which  can  only  be  bestowed 
by  the  trained  hand  of  a  practised  artist, — "I  wonder  if 
Florian  will  be  proud  ?  People  will  certainly  talk  of  my 
picture,- — some  will  praise  and  some  will  condemn ;  and  this 
mixture  of  praise  and  condemnation  is  what  is  called  Fame. 
But  will  my  beloved  love  me  more  ?  Will  he  be  glad  that 
I  am  found  worthy  in  the  world's  sight  ? — Or  will  he  think  I  am 
usurping  his  place  ?  Ah ! "  and  she  paused  in  her  work, 
looking  vaguely  before  her  with  thoughtful,  wondering  eyes, 
"  That  is  where  we  women- workers  have  to  suffer !  Men 
grudge  us  the  laurel,  but  they  forget  that  we  are  trying  to  win 
it  only  that  we  may  wear  the  rose  more  fittingly  !  A  woman 
tries  to  do  a  great  and  a  noble  thing,  not  that  she  may  vex  or 
humiliate  a  man  by  superiority,  but  that  she  may  be  more 
worthy  to  be  his  mate  and  helper  in  the  world, — and  also,  that 
her  children  may  reverence  her  for  something  more  than  the 
mere  animal  duties  of  nursing  and  tenderness.  How  proud 
to-day  would  be  any  man  or  woman  who  could  point  to 
Rosa  Bonheur  and  say,  'She  was  my  mother'!  And  yet 
perhaps  this  idea  of  mine  is  too  fantastic, — the  Brownings 
left  a  son — and  he  has  nothing  of  their  genius  or  their 
enthusiasm." 
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She  moved  to  the  grand  piano  and  set  it  open,  as  she  did  so 
a  thought  of  Sylvie  came  across  her  mind,  and  she  smiled. 

"  Dear  httle  rose-bud  of  a  woman  ! "  she  mused,  "  How  glad 
I  am  that  she  is  happy  !  And  how  delightful  it  is  to  see  the 
pride  she  takes  in  Aubrey  Leigh! — how  she  studies  his  books, 
and  pores  over  his  statistics  and  theories  !  I  really  believe  she 
knows  them  all  by  heart !  And  what  wonderful  schemes  she  is 
building  up  in  her  mind  for  the  people  in  whom  he  is  so 
interested  !  What  a  sensation  she  will  make  if  she  intends  to- 
work  with  her  husband  as  thoroughly  and  devotedly  as  her 
ideas  imply  !  Her  marriage  will  be  an  immense  disappointment 
to  certain  persons  I  could  mention  !"  and  she  smiled,  "Dear 
Sylvie !  With  all  her  goodness,  and  grace  and  beauty,  her 
name  will  sound  more  obnoxious  at  the  Vatican  than  even  the 
name  of  Gys  Grandit ! " 

She  had  lifted  a  cluster  of  lilies  from  a  vase  to  re-group 
them,  and  as  her  thoughts  turned  in  this  direction  she  bent 
her  eyes  upon  their  large  white  blooms  meditatively,  and  a 
faint  rose  flush  warmed  her  cheeks, 

"  Ce  sont  des  fleurs  etranges, 
Et  traitresses,  avec  leurs  airs  de  sceptres  d'anges, 
De  thyrses  lumineux  pour  doigts  de  seraphins : 
Leurs  parfums  sont  trop  forts,  tout  ensemble,  et  trop  fins." 

"It  is  Strange,"  she  thought,  "that  I  should  have 
corresponded  so  many  months  with  'Gys  Grandit'  through 
my  admiration  for  his  books — and  that  he  should  turn  out  to 
be  the  son  of  Abbd  Vergniaud !  Cyrillon  !  It  is  a  pretty 
name !  And  since  we  met — since  that  terrible  scene  in  the 
church  in  Paris, — since  he  knew  who  I  was,  he  has  not 
written.  And,  for  his  poor  father's  death,  ...  I  suppose  he 
thought  it  was  sufficient  to  telegraph  the  news  to  my  uncle. 

But  I  am  sorry  he  does  not  write  to  me  any  more  ! 1  valued 

his  letters — they  were  such  brilliant  essays  on  all  the  move- 
ments and  politics  of  the  time.  It  was  just  a  little  secret  of 
mine ; — it  was  pleasant  to  think  I  was  in  correspondence  with 
such  a  genius.     However,  he  has  had  so  much  to  think  of 
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since  then,  ..."      She    set   the   lilies   in   their   vase  again, 
inhaling  their  delicious  odour  as  she  did  so. 

"The  flowers  of  the  saints  and  martyrs!"  she  said,  "I  do 
not  wonder  that  the  artists  chose  them  for  that  purpose  ;  they 
are  so  white — and  pure — and  passionless, " 

A  slight  crash  disturbed  her  self -communing,  and  she 
hastened  to  see  what  had  fallen.  It  was  a  small  clay  figure  of 
"Eros,"  a  copy  of  a  statuette  found  in  the  ruins  of  Pompeii. 
The  nail  supporting  its  bracket  had  given  way.  Angela  had 
been  rather  fond  of  this  little  work  of  art,  and  as  she  knelt  to 
pick  up  the  fragments  she  was  more  vexed  at  the  accident 
than  she  cared  to  own.  She  looked  wistfully  at  the  fair 
moulded  broken  limbs  of  the  little  god  as  she  put  them  all  in 
a  heap  together. 

"What  a  pity!"  she  murmured,  "I  am  not  at  all  super- 
stitious,— yet  I  wish  anything  in  the  room  had  come  to  grief 
rather  than  this  !     It  is  not  a  good  omen  ! " 

She  moved  across  the  floor  again  and  stood  for  a  moment 
inert,  one  hand  resting  lightly  on  the  amber  silk  draperies  which 
veiled  her  picture. 

"There  was  no  truth  at  all  in  that  rumour  about  Florian's 
'Phillida';— 'Pon-Pon,'  as  they  call  her,"  she  thought,  "She 
serves  as  a  model  to  half  the  artists  in  Rome.  Unfortunate 
creature  !  And  she  is  one  of  the  most  depraved  and  reckless 
of  her  class,  so  I  hear — and  Florian  is  far  too  refined  and 
fastidious  to  even  recognise  such  a  woman,  outside  his  studio. 
The  Marquis  Fontenelle  only  wished  to  defend  himself  by 
trying  to  include  another  man  in  the  charge  of  libertinage, 
when  he  himself  was  meditating  the  most  perfidious  designs  on 
Sylvie.  Poor  Fontenelle  !  One  must  try  and  think  as  kindly 
as  possible  of  him  now  he  is  dead.  But  I  cannot  think  it 
was  right  of  him  to  accuse  my  Florian  ! " 

Just  then  she  heard  a  soft  knocking.  It  came  from  the  door 
at  the  furthest  end  of  the  studio, — -one  which  communicated  with 
a  small  stone  courtyard,  which  in  its  turn,  opened  out  to  a  narrow 
street  leading  down  to  the  Tiber.  It  was  the  entrance  at  which 
her  models  presented  themselves  whenever  she  needed  them. 
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"Angela!"  called  a  melodious  voice,  which  she  recognised 
at  once  as  the  dearest  to  her  in  the  world.     "Angela  !  " 

She  hurried  to  the  door  but  did  not  open  it. 

"  F^lorian ! "  she  said  softly,  putting  her  lips  close  to  the 
panel,  "Florian,  caro  mio  !     Why  are  you  here?" 

"I  want  to  come  in,"  said  Florian,  "I  have  news,  Angela! 
I  must  see  you  ! " 

She  hesitated  a  moment  longer,  and  then  she  undid  the  bolt, 
and  admitted  him.  He  entered  with  a  smiling  and  victorious 
air. 

"  I  am  all  alone  here,"  she  said  at  once,  before  he  could 
speak,  "Father  is  at  Frascati  on  some  business — and  my  uncle 
the  Cardinal  is  at  the  Vatican.  Will  you  not  come  back 
later?" 

For  all  answer,  Florian  took  her  in  his  arms  with  quite  a 
reverent  tenderness,  and  kissed  her  softly  on  brow  and 
lips. 

"No,  I  will  stay!"  he  said,  "I  want  to  have  you  all  to 
myself  for  a  few  minutes.  I  came  to  tell  you,  sweetest,  that 
if  I  am  to  be  the  first  to  see  your  picture  and  pass  judg- 
ment on  it,  I  had  better  see  it  now,  for  I  am  going  away 
to-morrow  1 " 

"  Going  away  !  "  echoed  Angela,  "  Where  ?  " 

"To  Naples,"  he  answered,  "Only  for  a  little  while.  They 
have  purchased  my  picture  '  Phillida  et  les  Roses '  for  one  of 
the  galleries  there,  and  they  want  me  to  see  if  I  approve 
of  the  position  in  which  it  is  to  be  placed.     They  also  wish 

to  honour  me  by  a  banquet  or  something  of  the  kind an 

absurdly  unnecessary  affair, — but  still  I  think  it  is  perhaps 
advisable  that  I  should  go." 

He  spoke  with  an  affectation  of  indifference,  but  any 
observer  whose  eyes  were  not  blinded  by  affection,  could 
have  seen  that  he  exhaled  from  himself  an  atmosphere 
of  self-congratulation  at  the  banquet  proposition.  Little 
honours  impress  little  minds, — and  a  faint  thrill  of  pain  moved 
Angela  as  she  saw  him  thus  delighted  with  so  poor  and 
ordinary  a  compliment.  In  any  other  man  it  would  have 
29 
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moved  her  to  contempt,   but  in   Florian well ! — she  was 

only  just  a  little  sorry. 

"Yes,  perhaps  it  might  look  churlish  of  you  not  to  accept," 
she  said,  putting  away  from  her  the  insidious  suggestion  that 
perhaps  if  Florian  loved  her  as  much  as  he  professed,  an 
invitation  to  a  banquet  at  Naples  would  have  had  no  attraction 
for  him  as  compared  with  being  present  at  the  first  view  of  her 

picture  on  the  morning  she  had  herself  appointed "  I  think 

under  the  circumstances  you  had  better  not  see  the  picture  till 
you  come  back  !  " 

"Now,  Angela!"  he  exclaimed  vexedly,  "You  know  I  will 
not  consent  to  that !  You  have  promised  me  that  I  shall  be 
the  first  to  see  it — and  here  I  am  ! " 

"It  should  be  seen  by  the  morning  light,"  said  Angela,  a 
touch  of  nervousness  beginning  to  affect  her  equanimity, — 
"This  light  is  pale  and  waning,  though  the  afternoon  is  so 
clear.  You  cannot  see  the  colouring  to  the  best  advan- 
tage ! " 

"  Am  I  not  a  painter  also  ?  "  asked  Varillo  playfully,  putting 
his  arm  round  her  waist, — "  And  can  I  not  guess  the  effect  in 
the  morning  light  as  well  as  if  I  saw  it  ?  Come,  Angela  mia  ! 
Unveil  the  great  prodigy  !"  and  he  laughed, — "You  began  it 
before  we  were  affianced ; — think  what  patience  I  have  had  for 
nearly  two  years  ! " 

Angela  did  not  reply  at  once.  Somehow,  his  light  laugh 
jarred  upon  her. 

"Florian,"  she  said  at  last,  raising  her  truthful,  beautiful 
eyes  fully  to  his,  "  I  do  not  think  you  quite  understand  !  This 
picture  has  absorbed  a  great  deal  of  my  heart  and  soul — I 
have  as  it  were,  painted  my  own  life-blood  into  it — for  I  mean 
it  to  declare  a  truth  and  convey  a  lesson.  It  will  either  cover 
me  with  obloquy,  or  crown  me  with  lasting  fame.  You  speak 
jestingly,  as  if  it  were  some  toy  with  which  I  had  amused 
myself  these  three  years.  Do  you  not  believe  that  a  woman's 
work  may  be  as  serious,  as  earnest,  and  strongly  purposeful  as 
a  man's  ?  " 

Still  clasping  her  round  the  waist,  Florian  drew  her  closer, 
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and  pressing  her  head  against  his  breast,  he  looked  down  on 
her  smiHng. 

'•What  sweet  eyes  you  have  !"  he  said,  "The  sweetest,  the 
most  trusting,  the  most  child-Uke  eyes  I  have  ever  seen  !  It 
would  be  impossible  to  paint  such  eyes,  unless  one's  brushes 
were  like  Raffaelle's,  dipped  in  holy  water  !  Not  that  I  believe 
very  much  in  holy  water  as  a  painter's  medium ! "  He 
laughed,  —  he  had  a  well-shaped  mouth  and  was  fond  of 
smiling,  in  order  that  he  might  show  his  even  pearly  teeth, 
which  contrasted  becomingly  with  his  dark  moustache.  "Yes, 
my  Angela  has  beautiful  eyes, — and  such  soft,  pretty  hair ! " 
and  he  caressed  it  gently,  "  Like  little  golden  tendrils  with  a 
beam  of  the  sunlight  caught  in  it !  Is  not  that  a  pretty 
compliment  ?  I  think  I  ought  to  have  been  a  poet  instead  of 
a  painter ! " 

"You  are  both,"  said  Angela  fondly,  with  a  little  sigh  of 
rest  and  pleasure  as  she  nestled  in  his  arms — "  You  will  be 
the  greatest  artist  of  your  time  when  you  paint  large  subjects 
instead  of  small  ones." 

His  tender  hold  of  her  relaxed  a  little. 

"You  think  'Phillida  et  les  Roses'  a  small  subject?"  he 
asked,  with  a  touch  of  petulance  in  his  tone,  "Surely  if  a 
small  study  is  perfect  it  is  better  than  a  large  one  which  is 
imperfect  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  is  ! "  replied  the  girl  quickly—"  Cy  smallness 
I  did  not  mean  the  size  of  the  canvas, — I  meant  the  character 
of  the  subject." 

"There  is  nothing  small  in  the  beauty  of  woman  !  "  declared 
Varillo,  with  an  enthusiastic  air — "  Her  form  is  divine  !  Her 
delicious  flesh  tints — her  delicate  curves — her  amorous  dimples 
— her  exquisite  seductiveness  —  combined  with  her  touching 
weakness — these  qualities  make  of  woman  the  one, — the  only 
subject  for  a  painter's  brush,  when  the  painter  is  a  man  ! " 

Involuntarily  Angela  thought  of  "Pon-Pon,"  who  had  posed 
for  the  "Phillida,"  and  a  little  shiver  ran  over  her  nerves  like 
a  sudden  wind  playing  on  the  chords  of  an  EoHan  harp. 
Gently  she  withdrew  herself  from  her  lover's  embrace. 
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"  And  when  the  painter  is  a  woman,  should  the  only  subject 
for  her  brush  be  the  physical  beauty  of  man  ?  "  she  asked. 
Varillo  gave  an  airy  gesture  of  remonstrance. 
"Carissima  mia!  You  shock  me!  How  can  you  suggest 
such  a  thing  !  The  two  sexes  differ  in  tastes  and  aspirations 
as  absolutely  as  in  form.  Man  is  an  unfettered  creature, — he 
must  have  his  liberty,  even  if  it  reaches  license ;  woman  is  his 
dependent.  That  is  Nature's  law.  Man  is  the  conqueror — 
woman  is  his  conquest !  'We  cannot  alter  these  things.  That 
is  one  reason  for  the  prejudice  existing  against  woman's  work 
— if  it  excels  that  of  man,  we  consider  it  a  kind  of  morbid 
growth  —  an  unnatural  protuberance  on  the  face  of  the 
universe.  In  fact,  it  is  a  wrong  balance  of  the  intellectual 
forces,  which  in  their  action,  should  always  remain  on  the  side 
of  man." 

"  But  if  man  abuses  that  power,  may  it  not  be  taken  from 
him  altogether?"  suggested  Angela  tranquilly,  "If  man,  know- 
ing that  a  life  of  self-indulgence  destroys  his  intellectual  capacity, 
still  persists  in  that  career,  and  woman,  studying  patiently  to 
perfect  herself,  refuses  to  follow  his  example  of  vice,  may  it 
not  happen  that  the  intellectual  forces  may  range  themselves 
on  the  side  of  right  rather  than  wrong,  and  invest  woman  with 
a  certain  supremacy  in  the  end?  It  is  a  problem  worth 
thinking  of ! " 

Varillo  looked  sharply  at  her.  Had  she  heard  anything  of 
his  private  life  in  Rome  ? — a  life  he  kept  carefully  concealed 
from  everyone  who  might  be  likely  to  report  his  little  amuse- 
ments at  the  Palazzo  Sovrani  ?  A  slight,  very  slight  touch  of 
shame  pricked  him,  as  he  noted  the  grace  of  her  figure,  the 
dainty  poise  of  her  head  on  her  slim  white  throat — the  almost 
royal  air  of  dignity  and  sweetness  which  seemed  to  surround 
her, — there  was  no  doubt  whatever  of  her  superiority  to  the 
women  he  generally  consorted  with,  and  for  a  moment  he  felt 
remorseful,  —  but  he  soon  dismissed  his  brief  compunction 
with  a  laugh. 

"No,  sweet  Angela,"  he  said  gaily,  "it  is  not  worth  thinking 
of!     Believe  me!     I  will  not  enter  into  any  such  profound 
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discussions  with  you  !  My  present  time  is  too  short,  and  your 
attractions  too  many  !  Why  did  you  slip  out  of  my  arms  so 
unkindly  just  now?  Surely  you  were  not  offended?  Come 
back !  Come,  and  we  will  go  up  to  the  great  picture  as  lovers 
should,  together — entwined  in  each  other's  arms  ! — and  you 
shall  then  draw  the  mysterious  curtain, — or  shall  I  ?  " 

She  still  hesitated.  Then  after  a  pause,  she  came  towards 
him  once  more,  the  soft  colour  alternately  flushing  and  paling 
her  cheeks,  as  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"You  did  not  answer  me,"  she  said,  "when  I  asked  you 
just  now  if  you  believed  that  a  woman's  work  could  be  as 
purposeful  as  a  man's — sometimes  indeed  more  so.  You 
evaded  the  question.     Why?" 

"  Did  I  evade  it  ?  "  and  Varillo  took  her  hand  in  his  own  and 
kissed  it, — "  Dolcezza  mia,  I  would  not  pain  you  for  the  world  ! " 

A  slight  shadow  clouded  her  face. 

"You  will  not  pain  me,"  she  answered,  "except  by  not 
being  true  to  yourself  and  to  me.  You  know  how  I  have 
worked, — you  know  how  high  I  have  set  my  ambition  for 
your  sake — to  make  myself  more  worthy  of  you  ;  but  if  you 
do  honesdy  think  that  a  woman's  work  in  art  must  always  be 
inferior  to  a  man's,  no  matter  how  ardently  she  studies — no 
matter  even  if  she  has  so  perfected  herself  in  drawing,  anatomy, 
and  colouring  as  to  be  admitted  the  equal  of  men  in  these 
studies — if  the  result  must,  in  your  mind,  be  nevertheless 
beneath  that  of  the  masculine  attainment,  why  say  so, — because 
then then " 

"  Then  what,  my  sweet  philosopher  ?  "  asked  Florian  lightly, 
again  kissing  the  hand  he  held. 

She  fixed  her  eyes  fully  on  him. 

"Then,"  she  repUed  slowly,  "I  should  know  you  better — I 
should  understand  you  more  ! " 

An  unpleasant  twinge  affected  his  nerves,  and  his  eyelids 
quivered  and  blinked  as  though  struck  by  a  sudden  shaft  of 
the  sun.  This  was  the  only  facial  sign  he  ever  gave  of  the 
difficulty  he  at  times  experienced  in  meeting  the  straight,  clear 
glances  of  his  betrothed. 
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"You  would  know  me  more,  and  love  me  less?  Is  that 
it?"  he  said  carelessly.  "My  dear  girl,  why  do  you  press  the 
point  ?  If  you  will  have  it,  I  tell  you  frankly,  I  think  women 
are  growing  very  clever,  much  too  clever  in  fact, — and  that 
the  encouragement  and  impetus  given  to  them  in  the  Arts  is  a 
very  great  mistake.  Because  they  are  not  all  geniuses  like  my 
Angela  !  You  are  one  in  a  thousand — or  rather  one  in  a  million, 
— and  for  one  Angela  Sovrani  we  shall  have  a  world  of  female 
daubers  calling  themselves  artists  and  entering  into  competition 
with  us,  as  if  we  had  not  already  quite  enough  competition 
among  our  own  sex  !  I  honestly  believe,  that  with  very  rare 
exceptions,  woman's  work  is  decidedly  inferior  and  mediocre  as 
compared  with  man's." 

Quickly  Angela  disengaged  herself  from  his  hold,  her  lips 
trembhng — her  eyes  were  full  of  a  strange  fire  and  brilliancy, — 
her  slight  figure  seemed  to  grow  taller  as  she  stood  for  a 
moment  like  a  queen,  regarding  him  steadfastly  from  under 
her  fair,  level  brows. 

"  Then  come  and  see  ! "  she  said,  "  I  am  not  proud — I  make 
no  boast  at  all  of  what  I  have  done — and  no  one  perceives  or 
deplores  the  faults  of  my  work  more  than  I  do — but  I  know  I 
have  not  altogether  failed  !  " 

She  moved  away  from  him  and  stood  opposite  her  veiled 
canvas, — then  as  Florian  followed  and  joined  her,  with  a  swift 
action  which  had  something  of  defiance  as  well  as  grace  in  it, 
she  swept  aside  the  concealing  curtain.  Florian  recoiled  with 
an  involuntary  cry, — and  then  remained  motionless  and  silent, 
— stricken  dumb  and  stupid  by  the  magnificent  creation  which 
confronted  him.  This  Angela's  masterpiece !  A  woman's 
work  !  This  stupendous  conception  !  This  perfect  drawing ! 
This  wondrous  colouring  !  Fully  facing  him,  the  central  glory 
of  the  whole  picture,  was  a  figure  of  Christ — unlike  any  other 
Christ  ever  imagined  by  poet  or  painter — — an  etherealised 
Form  through  which  the  very  light  of  Heaven  itself  seemed  to 
shine, — supreme,  majestic,  and  austerely  God-like ; — the  face 
was  more  beautiful  than  any  ever  dreamed  of  by  the  hewers  of 
the  classic  marbles — it  was  the  face  of  a  great  Archangel, — 
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beardless  and  youthful,  yet  kingly  and  commanding.  Round 
the  broad  brows  a  Crown  of  Thorns  shone  like  a  diadem, 
every  prickly  point  tipped  with  pale  fire, — and  from  the  float- 
ing folds  of  intense  white  which,  cloud-like,  clung  about  the 
divine  Form,  faint  flashes  of  the  lightning  gleamed.  Above 
this  grand  Christ,  the  heavens  were  opened,  pouring  out  a 
rain  of  such  translucent  purity  of  colour  and  radiance  as  never 
were  seen  in  any  painted  canvas  before — but  beneath,  the 
clouds  were  black  as  midnight — confused,  chaotic,  and  drifting 
darkly  on  a  strong  wind,  as  it  seemed,  into  weird  and  witch-like 
shapes,  wherein  were  seen  the  sun  and  moon  revolving  pallidly, 
like  globes  of  fire  lost  from  their  orbits  and  about  to  become 
extinct.  And  among  those  shifting  black  films  were  a  crowd 
of  human  creatures,  floating  and  falling  into  unknown  depths 
of  darkness,  and  striking  out  wild  arms  of  appeal  and  entreaty 
and  despair, — the  faces  of  these  were  all  familiar,  and  were 
the  life-like  portraits  of  many  of  those  pre-eminent  in  the 
history  of  the  time.  Chief  among  them  was  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff,  waxen  and  wan  and  dark-eyed, — depicted  as  fastening 
fetters  of  iron  round  the  body  of  a  beautiful  youth,  laurel- 
crow-ned,  the  leaves  of  the  laurel  bearing  faint  gold  letters 
which  spelt  the  word  "Science."  Huddled  beside  him  was  a 
well-known  leader  of  the  Jesuits,  busily  counting  up  heaps  of 
gold,  —  another  remarkable  figure  was  that  of  a  well-known 
magnate  of  the  Church  of  England,  who,  leaning  forward, 
eagerly  sought  to  grasp  and  hold  the  garment  of  the  Pope,  but 
was  dragged  back  by  the  hand  of  a  woman  crowned  with  an 
Imperial  diadem.  After  these  and  other  principal  personages 
came  a  confusion  of  faces — all  recognisable,  yet  needing  study 
to  discern ; — creatures  drifting  downwardly  into  the  darkness, — 
one  was  the  vivisectionist  whose  name  was  celebrated  through 
France,  clutching  at  his  bleeding  victim  and  borne  relentlessly 
onwards  by  the  whirlwind, — and  forms  and  faces  belonging  to 
men  of  every  description  of  Church-doctrine  were  seen  trampling 
underneath  them  other  human  creatures  scarcely  discernible. 
And  over  all  this  blackness  and  chaos  the  supernal  figure  of  the 
glorious  Christ  was  aerially  poised, — one  Hand  was  extended, 
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and  to  this  a  Woman  clung — a  woman  with  a  beautiful  face 
made  piteous  in  its  beauty  by  long  grief  and  patient  endurance. 
In  her  other  arm  she  held  a  sleeping  child — and  mother  and 
child  were  linked  together  by  a  garland  of  flowers  partially 
broken  and  faded.  Her  entreating  attitude,  —  the  sleeping 
child's  helplessness — her  worn  face, — the  perishing  roses  of 
earth's  hope  and  joy, — all  expressed  their  meaning  simply  yet 
tragically  ;  and  as  the  Divine  Hand  supported  and  drew  her  up 
out  of  the  universal  chaos  below,  the  hope  of  a  new  world,  a 
better  world,  a  wiser  world,  a  holier  world,  seemed  to  be 
distantly  conveyed.  But  the  eyes  of  the  Christ  were  full  of 
reproach,  and  were  bent  on  the  Representative  of  St.  Peter 
binding  the  laurel-crowned  youth,  and  dragging  him  into  dark- 
ness,— and  the  words  written  across  the  golden  mount  of  the 
picture,  in  clear  black  letters,  seemed  to  be  actually  spoken 
aloud  from  the  vivid  colour  and  movement  of  the  painting. 
"Many  in  that  day  will  call  upon  Me  and  say.  Lord,  Lord, 
have  we  not  prophesied  in  Thy  name,  and  in  Thy  name  cast 
out  devils,  and  done  many  wonderful  works  ? 

"Then  will  I  say  to  them,  I  never  knew  you  1  Depart  from 
Me  all  ye  that  work  iniquity  ! " 

As  an  Allegory  the  picture  was  a  daring  yet  sublime  reproach 
to  the  hypocrisy  of  the  religious  world, — as  a  picture  it  was 
consummate  in  every  detail,  and  would  have  been  freely 
admitted  as  a  masterpiece  of  Raffaelle,  had  Raffaelle  been 
fortunate  enough  to  paint  it.  Still  Varillo  kept  silence. 
Angela's  heart  beat  so  loudly  that  she  could  almost  hear  it  in 
the  deep  silence  of  the  room.  Every  fine  little  nerve  in  her 
body  was  strained  to  the  utmost  height  of  suspense, — she  was 
afraid  to  look  at  her  lover,  or  disturb  the  poise  of  his  mental 
judgment  by  the  lightest  movement.  And  he?  Thoughts, 
black  as  the  chaos  of  cloud  she  had  so  powerfully  portrayed, 
were  stirring  in  his  soul,  —  thoughts,  base  and  mean  and 
cowardly,  which,  gradually  gathering  force  as  he  dwelt  upon 
them,  began  to  grow  and  spring  up  to  a  devilish  height,  worked 
into  life  and  being  by  a  burning  spark  of  jealousy,  which, 
long  smouldering  in  his  nature,  now  leaped  into  a  flame.     No 
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trace  of  the  wicked  inner  workings  of  his  mind  however, 
darkened  the  equanimity  of  his  features,  or  clouded  the 
serene,  soft  candour  of  his  eyes,  as  he  at  last  turned  towards 
the  loving,  shrinking  woman,  who  stood  waiting  for  his 
approval,  as  simply  and  sweetly  as  a  rose  might  wait  for  the 
touch  of  the  morning  sun.  Slowly,  and  like  little  pellets  of 
ice,  his  first  words  fell  from  his  lips, — 

"Did  you  do  it  all  yourself?" 

The  spell  was  disturbed — the  charm  broken.  Angela  turned 
very  white — she  drew  a  deep  breath — and  the  tension  on  her 
nerves  relaxed, — her  heart  gave  one  indignant  bound — and 
then  resumed  its  usual  quiet  beating,  as  with  a  strong  effort 
she  gathered  all  her  dignity  and  force  together,  and  replied 
simply, 

"  Can  you  ask  ?  " 

He  looked  at  her.  What  an  embodied  insult  to  the 
arrogance  of  man  she  was  !  She  ! — a  mere  woman  ! — and  the 
painter  of  the  finest  picture  ever  seen  since  Raffaelle  and 
Michael  Angelo  left  the  world  to  work  elsewhere.  "  Chaste 
as  ice,  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape  calumny  ! "  In  his 
imagination  he  saw  the  world  crowning  her  with  imperishable 
bays — he  heard  the  denunciation  of  the  Vatican  and  the 
condemnation  of  the  Churches,  thunder  uselessly  against  the 
grand  lesson  of  her  work,  while  crowds  gathered  adoringly 
before  the  most  perfect  Christ  ever  painted — and  he  saw  her 
name  written  up  in  letters  of  gold  on  the  scroll  of  those  whom 
history  numbers  as  immortal.  It  should  not  be  !  It  should 
never  be !  And  again  he  spoke,  enunciating  his  words  with 
difficulty,  for  his  lips  were  dry. 

"  It  is  very  fine  !  Quite  marvellous,  in  fact  ! — almost  un- 
precedented !  That  is  why  I  ask,  '  did  you  do  it  all  yourself?' 
You  must  not  be  offended,  Angela  !  I  mean  so  well !  You 
see  the  conception — the  breadth  of  treatment — the  gradation 
and  tone  of  colour — are  all  absolutely  masculine.  Who  first 
suggested  the  idea  to  you  ?  " 

Still  very  pale,  breathing  quickly  yet  lightly,  and  maintaining 
an  air  of  calm  which  was  almost  matter  of  fact,  she  answered, — 
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(( 


No  one  !  Though  perhaps,  if  it  is  traced  to  its  source, 
it  arose  in  my  mind  from  seeing  the  universal  dissatisfaction 
which  most  intelHgent  people  have  with  religion,  as  administered 
to  them  by  the  Churches.  That,  and  a  constant  close  study 
of  the  New  Testament,  set  the  thought  in  my  brain, — a 
thought  which  gradually  expressed  itself  in  this  form.  So  far 
as  any  work  belongs  to  the  worker,  it  is  entirely  my  own 
creation.  I  am  sorry  you  should  have  implied  any  doubt 
of  it  !  " 

Here  her  voice  trembled  a  little,  but  she  quickly  steadied 
it.  He  smiled — a  little  difficult  smile — and  slipping  his  right 
hand  between  his  coat  and  vest,  felt  for  something  he  always 
carried  there.     It  should  never  be  ! 

"  My  dear  Angela  ! "  he  said,  with  a  gracious  tranquillity  that 
was  almost  dignity,  "  I  do  not  doubt  you  in  the  least ! — I 
merely  suggest  what  all  the  world  will  say  !  There  is  not  an 
art-critic  alive  who  will  accept  this — this  extraordinary  produc- 
tion  as  the  work  of  a  woman  !     It  is  the  kind  of  thing  which 

might  have  been  produced  hundreds  of  years  ago  by  a  great 
master  setting  his  pupils  to  work  at  different  sections  of  the 
canvas, — but  that  one  woman,  painting  all  alone  for  three 
years,  should  have  designed  and  executed  such  a  masterpiece 
— yes! — I  will  admit  it  is  a  masterpiece  !— is  an  unheard-of 
and  altogether  an  extraordinary  thing,  and  you  must  not 
wonder  if  competent  judges  reject  the  statement  with 
increduUty." 

"  It  does  not  matter  to  me,"  said  Angela,  "what  they 
reject  or  accept.  You  admit  it  is  a  masterpiece — that  is 
enough  for  me.     It  is  my  own  work,  and  you  know  it  is  !  " 

"  Dear  little  one  !  "  he  said,  laughing  forcedly,  "  How  do  I 
know  ?  You  have  never  admitted  me  into  the  studio  once 
while  you  were  at  work  !  " 

'  Florian  ! " 

The  exclamation  broke  from  her  lips  like  a  cry  of  physical 
pain. 

"  That  was  a  mistake  of  yours  ! "  he  went  on  recklessly,  his 
eyes  beginning  to  glitter  with   the  fever  raging  in  his  mind. 
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"  You  should  not  have  shut  your  doors  against  your  lover,  my 
beloved  !  Nor  would  you  admit  your  father  either  !  That 
looks  very  strange  !  " 

White  as  a  snowflake,  yet  with  blazing  eyes,  Angela  turned 
upon  him. 

"  Florian  ! "  she  said,  "  Do  you — you  of  all  people  in  the 
world — you  to  whom  I  have  given  all  my  love  and  confidence 
— mean  to  suggest  that  my  work  is  not  my  own  ?  " 

He  looked  at  her,  smiling  easily. 

"  Sweet  Angela,  not  I  !  I  know  your  genius — I  worship  it ! 
See ! "  and  with  a  light  grace  he  dropped  on  one  knee,  and 
snatching  her  hand,  kissed  it  —  then  springing  up  again,  he 
said,  "  You  are  p.  great  creature,  my  Angela  I  — the  greatest 
artist  in  the  world, — if  ive  can  only  make  the  world  believe  it  I" 

Something  in  his  voice,  his  manner,  moved  her  to  a  vague 
touch  of  dread.  Earnestly  she  looked  at  him, — wonderingly, 
and  with  a  passionate  reproach  in  her  pure,  true  eyes.  And 
still  he  smiled,  while  the  fiends  of  envy  and  malice  made 
havoc  in  his  soul. 

"  My  glorious  Angela  ! "  he  said,  "  My  bride,  my  beautiful 
one  !  A  veritable  queen,  to  whom  nations  shall  pay  homage  !  " 
He  threw  one  arm  round  her  waist  and  drew  her  somewhat 
roughly  to  him.  "  You  must  not  be  vexed  with  me,  sweet- 
heart ! — the  world  is  a  cruel  world,  and  always  doubts  great 
ability  in  woman.  I  only  prepare  you  for  what  most  people 
will  say.  But  /  do  not  doubt ! — I  know  your  power,  and 
triumph  in  it!"  He  paused  a  moment,  breathing  quickly, — 
his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  picture, — then  he  said,  "  If  I  may 
venture  to  criticise — there  is  a  shadow  there — there,  at  the  left- 
hand  side  of  the  canvas — do  you  not  see  ?  " 

She  disengaged  herself  from  his  clasp. 

"  Where  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a  voice  from  which  all  spirit  and 
hopefulness  had  fled. 

"  You  are  sad  ?  My  Angela,  have  I  discouraged  you  ? 
Forgive  me  !  I  do  not  find  fault, — this  is  a  mere  nothing, — 
you  may  not  agree  with  me, — but  does  not  that  dark  cloud 
make  somewhat  too  deep  a  line  near  the  faded  roses?     It  may 
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be  only  an  effect  of  this  waning  light, — but  I  do  think  that 
line  is  heavy  and  might  be  improved.  Be  patient  with  me  ! — ■ 
I  only  criticise  to  make  perfection  still  more  perfect ! " 

Listlessly  she  moved  closer  to  the  picture,  turning  away 
from  him  as  she  did  so. 

"Just  the  slightest  softening  of  the  tone — the  finishing 
touch  ! "  he  murmured  in  caressing  accents  ;  while  to  himself 
he  muttered — "  It  shall  not  be!  It  shall  never  be!"  Then 
with  a  swift  movement   his  hand  snatched   at  the   thing  he 

always  carried  concealed  near  his  breast a  flash  of  pointed 

steel  glittered  in  the  light,— and  with  one  stealthy  spring  and 
pitiless  blow,  he  stabbed  her  full  and  furiously  in  the  back  as 
she  stood  looking  at  the  fault  he  had  pretended  to  discover  in 
her  picture  !     One  choking  cry  escaped  her  lips — 

"Florian you!      You  —  Florian!"     Then  reeling,  she 

threw  up  her  arms  and  fell,  face  forwards  on  the  floor, 
insensible. 

He  stood  above  her,  dagger  in  hand,  —  and  studied  the 
weapon  with  strange  curiosity.  It  was  crimson  and  wet  with 
blood.  Then  he  stared  at  the  picture.  A  faint  horror  began 
to  creep  over  him.  The  great  Christ  in  the  centre  of  the 
painting  seemed  to  live  and  move,  and  float  towards  him  on 
-clouds  of  blinding  glory.  His  breath  came  and  went  in 
uneasy  gasps. 

"  Angela  ! "  he  muttered  thickly, — "  Angela  !  " 

She  lay  prone  and  horribly  still.  He  was  afraid  to  touch 
her.  What  had  he  done  ?  Murdered  her  ?  Oh  no  ! — he  had 
done  nothing — nothing  at  all, — she  had  merely  fainted — she 
would  be  well  presently  !  He  smiled  foolishly  at  this,  still 
gazing  straight  at  the  picture,  and  holding  the  sharp  blood- 
stained blade  in  his  hand. 

"  My  love  ! "  he  said  aloud, — then  listened — as  though  wait- 
ing for  an  answer.  And  still  he  stared  persistently  at  the 
glorious  figure  of  the  Christ,  till  the  Divine  eyes  seemed  to 
flash  the  fire  of  an  everlasting  wrath  upon  his  treacherous 
soul. 

"  To  destroy  the  work  ?     Or  claim  it  ?  "  he  mused,  "  Either 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  461 

would  be  easy  !     That  is,  if  she  wore  dead  ! "  he  paused, 

— amazed  at  his  own  thought.  "  If  she  were  dead,  it  would 
be  easy  to  swear  /  had  painted  the  picture !  If  she  were 
dead  !  "     Again  he  listened.     "  Angela  !  "  he  whispered. 

A  door  banging  in  the  house  startled  him  from  his  semi- 
stupor.  His  eyes  wandered  from  the  picture  to  the  inanimate 
form  lying  at  his  feet. 

"  Sweet  Angela  ! "  he  said,  a  cold  smile  flickering  on  his 
lips,  "You  were  always  unselfish  !  You  wished  me  to  be  the 
greatest  artist  of  my  time  !— and  perhaps  I  shall  be  ! — now  you 
are  dead  !     My  love  ! " 

A  sudden  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  and  rolling  wheels  wakened 
hollow  echoes  from  the  great  stone  courtyard  below.  It  was 
the  Cardinal  returning  from  the  Vatican.  A  panic  seized  him 
— his  teeth  chattered  as  with  icy  cold.  He  sprang  swiftly  to 
the  door  by  which  Angela  had  admitted  him,  and  opened  it 
cautiously, — then  slinking  out,  locked  it  carefully  behind  him,, 
took  the  key, — and  fled.  Once  in  the  street,  he  never  paused 
till  he  reached  the  corner  of  a  dark  projecting  wall  overlooking 
the  Tiber,  and  here,  glancing  nervously  round  lest  he  should 
be  observed,  he  flung  his  murderer's  dagger  and  the  key  of  the 
studio  both  into  the  water.  Again  he  paused  and  listened — 
looking  up  at  the  frowning  windows  of  the  Palazzo  Sovrani 
which  could  be  dimly  seen  from  where  he  stood.  He  had  not 
meant  to  kill  Angela.  Oh  no  !  He  had  come  to  the  studio, 
full  of  love,  prepared  to  chide  her  tenderly  for  the  faults  in  her 
work, — till  he  saw  that  it  was  faultless ;  to  make  a  jest  of  her 
ambition, — till  he  realized  her  triumph  !     And  then, — then  the 

devil  had  seized  him — then !     A  scarlet  slit  in  the  western 

horizon  showed  where  the  sun  had  sunk, — a  soft  and  beautiful 
after-glow  trembled  over  the  sky  in  token  of  its  farewell.  A 
boy  came  strolling  lazily  down  the  street  eating  a  slice  of 
melon,  and  paused  to  fling  the  rind  over  the  wall.  The 
innocent,  unconscious  glance  of  the  stripling's  eyes  was 
sufficient  to  set  up  a  cowardly  trembling  in  his  body, — and 
turning  round  abruptly  so  that  even  this  stray  youth  might  not 
observe  him  too  closely,  he  hurried  away.     And  the  boy,  never 
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regarding  him  at  all,  strolled  on  with  the  mellow  taste  of  the 
fruit  he  had  just  enjoyed  in  his  mouth,  and  presently,  as  if 
inspired  thereby,  awoke  the  slumbering  echoes  of  the  street 
with  his  high,  fluting  young  treble,  singing, 

' '  Che  faro  senza  Eurj'dice  ! " 


XXX 

MEANWHILE  Cardinal  Bonpre  had  once  more  reached 
his  own  apartments,  thankful  enough  to  be  there  after 
his  difficult  experience  at  the  Vatican.  But  he  was  neither 
fatigued  nor  depressed  by  what  had  occurred, — ^on  the  contrary 
he  was  conscious  of  an  extraordinary  vigour  and  lightness  of 
heart,  as  though  he  had  suddenly  grown  young  again.  Chang- 
ing his  scarlet  robes  of  office  for  his  every-day  cassock,  he 
seated  himself  restfully,  and  with  a  deep  sigh  of  relief,  in  his 
easy-chair  near  the  writing-table,  and  first  of  all  closing  his 
eyes  for  a  moment,  while  he  silently  prayed  for  guidance  to  the 
Supreme  Judge  of  all  secret  intentions,  he  called  Manuel  to 
his  side. 

"  My  child  !  "  he  said  gently,  "  I  want  you  to  listen  to  me 
very  attentively.  I  do  not  think  you  quite  understand  what 
you  have  done  to-day,  do  you  ?  " 

Manuel  raised  his  eyes  with  a  clear  look  of  confidence. 

"  Yes.  I  have  spoken  to  the  Head  of  the  Church  of  Rome," 
he  answered, — "  That  is  all.  I  have  said  to  him,  as  Christ 
once  said  to  the  very  Peter  whom  he  represents,  'Thou 
savourest  not  the  things  that  be  of  God,  but  those  that  be  of 
men ! ' " 

The  Cardinal  regarded  him  straightly. 

"  True  !  But  for  you,  a  mere  child,  to  say  to  the  Head  of 
the  Church  what  Christ  said  to  St.  Peter,  will  be  judged  as 
blasphemy.  I  have  never  urged  you,  as  you  know,  to  tell  me 
who  you  are,  or  where  you  came  from.     I  do  not  urge  you 
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now.  For  I  feel  that  you  have  been  sent  to  me  for  some 
special  purpose,  —  that  young  as  you  are,  you  have  been 
entrusted  by  a  Higher  Power  with  some  mission  to  me — for 
you  possess  the  spirit  of  inspiration,  prophecy  and  truth.  I 
dare  not  question  that  spirit  !  Wherever  I  find  it,  in  the 
young,  in  the  old,  in  the  wise  or  the  ignorant,  I  give  it 
welcome.  For  you  have  uttered  not  only  what  I  have  myself 
thought,  but  what  half  the  world  is  thinking,  though  you  are 
only  one  of  those  '  babes  and  sucklings  out  of  whose  mouth 
the  Lord  hath  ordained  wisdom.'  But  what  you  have  said  at 
the  Vatican  will  be  judged  as  heresy — and  I  shall  be  counted 
heretic  for  having  permitted  you  to  speak  thus  boldly." 

"  Your  permission  was  not  asked,"  said  Manuel  simply,  "  I 
was  summoned  to  the  Vatican,  but  I  was  not  told  what  to  say 
to  the  Pope.  I  spoke  as  I  felt.  No  one  interrupted  me. 
The  Pope  listened  to  all  my  words.  And  I  said  no  more  than 
is  true." 

"Truth  is  judged  as  libel  nowadays  in  the  world,"  answered 
the  Cardinal,  "  And  we  have  to  confront  the  fact  that  we  have 
incurred  the  displeasure,  and  have  also  invited  the  vengeance 
of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff.     Thus  we  must  expect  to  suffer." 

"Then  he  who  is  called  the  visible  Head  of  Christianity 
resents  the  truth,  and  is  capable  of  vengeance!"  said 
Manuel,  "That  is  a  strange  contradiction!  But  I  will  suffer 
whatever  he  pleases  to  inflict  upon  me.  You  shall  suffer 
nothing !" 

The  Cardinal  smiled  gravely. 

"  My  child,  I  am  old,  and  whatever  trouble  is  in  store  for 
me  cannot  last  long.  But  I  must  guard  you  from  harm  with 
all  the  remaining  powers  of  my  life.  Having  constituted 
myself  your  protector  and  defender,  I  must  continue  to 
protect  and  defend.  And  so,  Manuel,  as  soon  as  possible 
I  shall  take  you  away  to  England.  So  far,  at  least,  I  will  defy 
the  powers  of  Rome ! " 

His  eyes  flashed,  and  his  whole  person  seemed  to  be 
invested  with  sudden  strength,  dignity  and  command.  He 
pointed  to  the  crucifix  on  the  table  before  him. 
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"He,  the  Holy  One  of  the  Heavens,  was  crucified 
for  speaking  the  truth,  —  I  can  do  no  better  than  follow 
His  divine  example !  If  my  soul  is  stretched  on  the  cross- 
beams of  injustice — if  every  tender  emotion  of  my  heart  is 
tortured  and  slain — if  I  am  stripped  of  honour  and  exposed 
to  contempt,  what  matter  1  My  glorious  Master  suffered 
likewise." 

Manuel  was  silent.  He  stood  near  the  great  chimney 
where  the  wood  fire  burned  and  crackled,  casting  a  ruddy 
glow  through  the  room.  After  a  few  minutes  he  turned  his 
fair  head  towards  the  Cardinal  with  an  earnest,  scrutinising 
gaze  in  his  expressive  eyes. 

"Then,  dear  friend,  you  do  not  reproach  me  for  what  I 
have  done?" 

"  Reproach  you  ?  I  reproach  no  one  !  "  said  Bonpre, — 
"Least  of  all,  a  child.  For  you  speak  unconsciously — as 
genius  speaks ; — you  cannot  weigh  the  meaning  of  your 
words,  or  the  effect  of  what  you  say  on  worldly  or  callous 
minds  which  have  learned  to  balance  motives  and  meanings 
before  coining  them  into  more  or  less  ambiguous  language. 
No ! — I  have  nothing  to  reproach  you  with,  Manuel, — I  am 
thankful  to  have  you  by  my  side ! " 

His  eyes  rested  again  upon  the  crucifix  for  a  moment,  and 
he  went  on,  more  to  himself  than  to  the  boy, — 

"  In  the  early  days  of  our  Lord,  He  spoke  to  the  wise  men 
in  the  Temple,  and  they  were  '  astonished  at  His  understanding 
and  answers.'  But  they  did  not  reprove  Him, — not  then, — on 
the  contrary,  they  listened.  How  often  in  our  own  days  do 
young  children  ask  us  questions  to  which  we  cannot  reply, 
and  which  they  themselves  perchance  could  easily  answer 
if  they  but  knew  how  to  clothe  their  thoughts  with  speech. 
For  the  Spirit  of  God  is  made  manifest  in  many  ways,  and 
through  many  methods  ; — sometimes  it  whispers  a  hint  or  a 
warning  to  us  in  the  petals  of  the  rose,  sometimes  in  the 
radiance  of  the  sunset  on  the  sea,  sometimes  in  the  simple 
talk  of  a  child  younger  even  than  you  are, — 'Except  ye 
become  as  little  children ' ! " 
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He  paused  in  his  dreamy  utterance,  and  turned  in  his  chair 
listening.  "  ^Vhat  is  that  ?  "  There  was  a  noise  of  hurrying 
footsteps  and  murmuring  voices, — that  sort  of  half-  muffled 
confusion  in  a  household  which  bodes  something  wrong, — 
and  all  at  once  Prince  Sovrani  threw  open  the  door  of  the 
Cardinal's  apartments  without  ceremony,  crying  out  as  he 
entered, — 

"Where  is  Angela?" 

The  Cardinal  rose  out  of  his  chair,  startled  and  alarmed. 

"  Angela  ?  "  he  echoed,  "  She  is  not  here  ! " 

"  Not  here  ! "  Prince  Sovrani  drew  a  sharp  breath,  and 
his  face  visibly  paled, — "It  is  very  strange!  Her  studio  is 
locked  at  both  entrances — yet  the  servants  swear  she  has  not 
passed  out  of  the  house  !  Besides  she  never  goes  out  without 
leaving  word  as  to  where  she  has  gone  and  when  she  is  coming 
back ! " 

"  Her  studio  is  locked  on  both  sides  ! "  repeated  the  Cardinal, 
"  But  that  is  quite  easy  to  understand — her  picture  is  unveiled, 
and  no  one  is  to  be  permitted  to  see  it  until  to-morrow." 

"Yes — yes — "  said  Prince  Pietro  impatiently,  "I  know  all 
that, — but  where  is  Angela  herself?  There  is  no  sign  of  her 
anywhere !  She  cannot  have  gone  out.  Her  maid  tells  me 
she  was  not  dressed  to  go  out.  She  was  in  her  white  working 
gown  when  last  seen.  Santissima  Madonna ! — "  and  old 
Sovrani  gave  a  wild  gesture  of  despair — "  If  any  harm  has 
happened  to  the  child  !  .  .  .  " 

"Harm?  Why,  what  harm  could  happen?  What  harm 
could  happen  ? "  said  the  Cardinal  soothingly, — "  My  dear 
brother,  do  not  alarm  yourself  needlessly " 

"  Let  us  go  to  the  studio,"  interposed  Manuel  suddenly — 
"She  may  not  have  heard  you  call  her." 

He  moved  in  his  gentle  light  way  out  of  the  room,  and 
without  another  word  they  followed.  Outside  the  studio  door 
they  paused,  and  Prince  Sovrani  tried  again  and  again  to  open 
it,  calling  "Angela!"  now  loudly,  now  softly,  now entreatingly, 
now  commandingly,  all  to  no  purpose.  The  servants  had 
gathered  on  the  landing,  afraid  of  they  knew  not  what,  and 
30 
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one  old  man,  the  Prince's  valet,  shook  his  head  dolefully  at 
the  continued  silence. 

"Why  not  break  open  the  door,  Eccellenza?"  he  asked 
anxiously,  "I  know  the  trick  of  those  old  locks  —  if  the 
Eccellenza  will  permit  I  can  push  back  the  catch  with  a 
strong  chisel." 

"Do  so  then,"  replied  his  master,  "I  cannot  wait — there  is 
something  horrible  in  the  atmosphere  !  —  something  chokes 
me  !     Quick  !     This  suspense  will  kill  me  ! " 

The  old  valet  hurried  away,  and  in  two  or  three  minutes, 
during  which  time  both  Prince  Sovrani  and  the  Cardinal 
knocked  and  called  again  outside  the  door  quite  uselessly, 
he  returned  with  a  strong  iron  chisel  which  he  forced  against 
the  lock.  For  some  time  it  resisted  all  efforts — then  with 
appalling  suddenness  gave  way  and  flew  back,  the  door  burst- 
ing wide  open  with  the  shock.  For  one  instant  the  falling 
shadows  of  evening  made  the  interior  of  the  room  too  dim 
to  see  distinctly — there  was  a  confused  blur  of  objects, — the 
carved  summit  of  a  great  easel, — a  gold  picture-frame  shining 
round  a  wonderful   mass   of  colouring  on  canvas,  then 

gradually  they  discerned  the  outline  of  a  small  figure  lying 
prone  at  the  foot  of  the  easel,  stiff  and  motionless.  With  a 
dreadful  cry  of  despair  Sovrani  dashed  into  the  room. 

"Angela!     Angela!" 

Falling  on  his  knees  he  raised  the  delicate  figure  in  his 
arms, — the  little  head  drooped  inanimate  on  his  shoulder, 
and  with  the  movement  a  coil  of  golden  hair  became  un- 
bound, and  fell  in  soft  waves  over  his  trembling  hands — the 
fair  face  was  calm  and  tranquil — the  eyes  were  closed, — but 
as  the  distracted  man  clasped  that  inert,  beloved  form  closer, 
he  saw  what  caused  him  to  spring  erect  with  a  terrible  oath, 
and  cry  for  vengeance. 

"  Murdered  ! "  he  exclaimed  hoarsely — "Murdered!    Brother, 

come   close ! see   here !      Will   you   talk   to   me  of   God 

now !  My  last  comfort  in  life — the  last  gift  of  my  Gita, 
murdered  !" 

The  affrighted  Cardinal  tottered  forward,  and  looking,  saw 
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that  a  deep  stain  of  blood  oozed  over  the  soft  white  garments 
of  the  lifeless  girl,  and  he  wrung  his  hande  in  despair. 

"My  God!  My  God!"  he  moaned,  "In  what  have  we 
offended  Thee  that  Thou  shouldest  visit  us  with  such  heavy 
affliction  ?     Angela,  my  child  ! — my  little  girl ! — Angela  ! " 

The  servants  had  by  this  time  clustered  round,  a  pale  and 
terrified  grou{),  sobbing  and  crying  loudly, — only  the  old  valet 
retained  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  light  two  or  three  of 
the  lamps  in  the  studio.  As  this  was  done,  and  the  sudden 
luminance  dispersed  some  of  the  darker  shadows  in  the  room, 
the  grand  picture  on  the  easel  was  thrown  into  full  prominence, 
— and  the  magnificent  Christ,  descending  in  clouds  of  glory, 
seemed  to  start  from  the  painted  canvas  and  move  towards 
them  all !  And  even  while  he  wrung  his  hands  and  wept, 
the  Cardinal's  glance  was  suddenly  caught  and  transfixed  by 
this  splendour, — he  staggered  back  amazed,   and  murmured 

feebly — "Angela!      This   is   her   work! this    her   great 

picture,  and  she — she  is  dead  !  " 

Sovrani  suddenly  clutched  him  by  the  arm,  and  drew  him 
close  to  the  couch  where  he  had  just  laid  the  body  of  his 
daughter  down. 

"Now,  where  was  this  God  you  serve,  think  you,  when 
this  happened?"  he  demanded,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  while 
his  aged  eyes  glittered  feverishly,  and  his  stern  dark  face 
under  the  tossed  white  hair  was  as  a  frowning  mask  of 
vengeance, — "Is  the  world  so  rich  in  sweet  women  that  she 
should  be  slain  ?  " 

Half  paralysed  with  grief,  the  unhappy  Cardinal  sank  on 
his  knees  beside  the  murdered  girl, — taking  the  passive  hand 
he  kissed  it,  the  tears  flowing  down  his  furrowed  cheeks. 
Her  magnificent  picture  shone  forth,  a  living  presence  jin  the 
room,  but  the  thoughts  of  all  were  for  the  dead  only,  and 
the  distracted  Sovrani  saw  nothing  but  his  child's  pale,  set 
face,  closed  eyes,  and  delicate  figure,  lying  still  with  the  red 
stain  of  blood  spreading  through  the  whiteness  of  her  garments. 
None  of  them  thought  of  Manuel — and  it  was  with  a  shock 
of  surprise  that  the  Cardinal  became  aware  of  him,  and  saw 
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him  approaching  the   couch,   raising  his  hand  as  he  came, 
warningly. 

"  Hush,  hush  ! "  he  said,  very  gently,  "  It  may  be  that  she 
is  not  dead !  She  will  be  frightened  when  she  wakes,  if  she 
sees  you  weeping  !  " 

Prince  Sovrani  caught  the  words. 

"When  she  wakes!"  he  cried,  "Poor  boy,  you  do  not 
know  what  you  say  !     She  will  never  wake  !     She  is  dead  ! " 

But  Manuel  was  bending  closely  over  the  couch,  and 
looking  earnestly  into  Angela's  quiet  face.  Cardinal  Bonpre 
watched  him  wonderingly.  And  the  old  Prince  stood,  arrested 
as  it  were  in  the  very  midst  of  his  wrath  and  sorrow  by  some 
force  more  potent  than  even  the  spirit  of  vengeance.  The 
sobbing  servants  held  their  breath — and  all  stared  as  if  fascin- 
ated at  the  young  boy,  as  after  a  pause,  he  took  Angela's 
hand  that  hung  so  inertly  down,  in  one  of  his  own,  and  with 
the  other  felt  her  heart.     Then  he  spoke. 

"She  is  not  dead!"  he  said  simply,  —  "She  has  only 
swooned.  Let  someone  fetch  a  physician  to  attend  her — 
see  ! — she  breathes  !  " 

With  a  wild,  half-smothered  cry  Prince  Sovrani  sprang 
forward  to  see  for  himself  if  this  blessed  news  was  true. 
He  and  the  Cardinal  both,  seized  with  a  passionate  anxiety, 
gazed  and  gazed  at  the  fair,  beloved  face  in  hope,  in  fear 
and  longing,  —  and  still  Manuel  stood  beside  the  couch, 
stroking  the  small  hand  he  held  with  thoughtful  care  and 
tenderness.  All  at  once  a  faint  sigh  parted  the  sweet  lips, 
— the  bosom  heaved  with  a  struggle  for  breath.  Her  father 
fell  on  his  knees,  overcome,  and  hiding  his  face  in  his  hands 
sobbed  aloud  in  the  intensity  of  his  relief  and  joy,  while  the 
Cardinal  murmured  a  devout  "Thank  God  ! "  A  few  minutes 
passed,  and  still  the  fluttering  uncertain  breathings  came  and 
went,  and  still  Manuel  stood  by  the  couch,  quietly  watchful. 
Presently  the  closed  eyelids  quivered  and  lifted, — and  the 
beautiful  true  eyes  shone  star-like  out  upon  the  world  again  ! 
She  stirred,  and  tried  to  raise  herself,  but  sank  back  exhausted 
in  the  effort.     Then  seeing  the  Cardinal,  she  smiled, — and 
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her  gaze  wandered  slowly  to  the  bent,  white-haired  figure 
crouching  beside  her,  whose  whole  frame  was  shaken  by  sobs. 

"  Father  ! "  she  murmured — "  Dearest  father  !     What  is  it  ?  " 

He  lifted  his  tear-stained,  agonised  face,  and  seeing  that 
the  tender  eyes  regarding  him  were  full  of  fear  and  wonder 
as  well  as  love,  he  instantly  controlled  himself,  and  rising 
from  his  knees,  kissed  her  gently. 

"  I  thought  you  were  dead,  my  darling  !  "  he  said  softly 

"  Hush  now — do  not  speak  !  Lie  quite  still !  You  are  hurt 
a  little, — you  must  rest ! — you  will  be  better, — much  better 
presently  ! " 

But  Angela's  looks  had  again  wandered,  and  now  they 
were  fixed  on  Manuel.  Over  her  whole  face  there  came  a 
sudden  life  and  radiance. 

"Manuel!"  she  said  eagerly  —  "Manuel,  stay  with  me! 
Do  not  leave  me  ! " 

Manuel  smiled  in  answer  to  her  appealing  eyes,  and  came 
nearer. 

"  Do  not  fear  !  "  he  said—"  I  will  stay  !  " 

She  closed  her  eyes  again  restfully,  and  her  breathing  grew 
lighter  and  easier.  Just  then  one  of  the  servants  entered  with 
the  physician  who  was  accustomed  to  attend  the  Sovrani 
household.  His  arrival  roused  Angela  completely,  —  she 
became  quite  conscious,  and  evidently  began  to  remember 
something  of  what  had  happened.  The  doctor  raised  her 
to  see  where  she  was  injured,  and  quickly  cutting  away  her 
blood-stained  vesture,  tenderly  and  carefully  examined  the 
wound. 

"  I  cannot  understand  how  it  is  that  she  is  not  dead  ! "  he 
said  at  last — "  It  is  a  miracle  !  This  is  a  stab  inflicted  with 
some  sharply  pointed  instrument, — probably  a  dagger — and 
was  no  doubt  intended  to  be  mortal.  As  it  is,  it  is  dangerous 
— but  there  is  a  chance  of  life."  Then  he  addressed  himself 
to  Angela,  who  was  looking  at  him  with  wide-open  eyes  and 
a  most  piteous  expression.     "  Do  you  know  me,  my  child  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  doctor  !"  she  murmured  faintly. 

"  Do  you  suffer  much  pain  ?  " 
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"No." 

"Then  can  you  tell  me  how  this  happened?  Who  stabbed 
you  ?  " 

She  shuddered  and  sighed. 

"  No  one  ! — that  I  can  remember  !  " 

Her  eyes  closed — she  moved  her  hands  about  restlessly  as 
though  seeking  for  something  she  had  lost. 

"Manuel!" 

"  I  am  here  ! "  answered  the  boy  gently. 

"  Stay  with  me  !     I  am  so  tired  ! " 

Again  a  convulsive  trembling  shook  her  fragile  body  from 
head  to  foot,  and  again  she  sighed  as  though  her  heart  were 
breaking, — then  she  lay  passively  still,  though  one  or  two  tears 
crept  down  her  cheeks  as  they  carried  her  tenderly  up  to  her 
own  room  and  laid  her  down  on  her  simple  little  white  bed, 
softly  curtained,  and  guarded  by  a  statue  of  the  Virgin 
bending  over  it.  There,  when  her  cruel  wound  was  dressed 
and  bandaged,  and  the  physician  had  given  her  a  composing 
draught,  she  fell  into  a  deep,  refreshing  slumber,  and  only 
Manuel  stayed  beside  her  as  she  slept. 

Meanwhile,  down  in  the  studio,  Prince  Sovran i  and  the 
Cardinal  stayed  together,  talking  softly,  and  gazing  in 
fascinated  wonder,  bewilderment,  admiration  and  awe  at 
Angela's  work  unveiled.  All  the  lamps  in  the  room  were 
now  lit,  and  the  great  picture — a  sublime  Dream  resolved 
into  sublime  Reality — shone  out  as  much  as  the  artificial 
light  would  permit, — a  jewel  of  art  that  seemed  to  contain 
within  itself  all  the  colour  and  radiance  of  a  heaven  unknown, 
unseen,  yet  surely  near  at  hand.  The  figure  and  face  of  the 
approaching  Saviour,  instinct  with  life,  expressed  almost  in 
positive  speech  the  words,  "Then  shall  ye  see  the  Son  of 
Man  coming  in  the  clouds  with  great  power  and  glory " ! — • 
and  if  Cardinal  Bonpre  had  given  way  to  the  innermost 
emotions  of  his  soul,  he  could  have  knelt  before  the  exalted 
purity  of  such  a  conception  of  the  Christ,— a  god-like  ideal, 
brought  into  realization  by  the  exalted  imagination,  the  holy 
thoughts,  and  the  faithful  patient  work  of  a  woman  ! 
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"This — "  he  said,  in  hushed  accents — "This  must  be  the 
cause  of  the  dastardly  attempt  made  to  murder  the  child  ! 
Someone  who  knew  her  secret, — someone  who  was  aware  of 
the  wonderful  power  and  magnificence  of  her  work, — perhaps 

the    very   man   who    made    the    frame    for   it, who    can 

tell?" 

Prince  Pietro  meditated  deeply,  a  frown  puckering  his 
brows, — his  countenance  was  still  pale  and  drawn  with  the 
stress  of  the  mingled  agony  and  relief  he  had  just  passed 
through,  and  the  anxiety  he  felt  concerning  Angela's 
immediate  critical  condition, 

"I  cannot  hold  the  position  yet! — "  he  said,  at  last — 
"That  is  to  say,  I  am  too  numb  and  stricken  with  fear 
to  realize  what  has  happened  !  See  you  !  That  picture  is 
marvellous  ! — a  wonder  of  the  world  ! — it  will  crown  my  girl 
with  all  the  laurels  of  a  lasting  fame, — but  what  matter  is  it 
to  me, — this  shouting  of  the  public, — if  she  dies?  Will  it 
console  me  for  her  loss,  to  call  her  a  Raffaelle?" 

"  Nay,  but  we  must  not  give  up  hope  ! " — said  the  Cardinal 
soothingly — "  Please  God,  you  will  not  lose  her !  Be  glad 
that  she  is  not  dead, — and  remember  that  it  is  almost  by  a 
miracle  that  she  lives  ! " 

"  That  is  true — that  is  true ! "  murmured  old  Sovrani, 
ruffling  his  white  hair  with  one  hand,  while  he  still  stared 
abstractedly  at  his  daughter's  picture — "  You  are  very  patient 
with  me,  brother ! — you  have  all  the  kindness  as  well  as  all 
the  faithfulness  of  your  sister, — the  sweetest  woman  the  sun 
was  ever  privileged  to  shine  on  !  Well,  well !  What  did  you 
say  to  me?  That  this  picture  must  have  been  the  cause  of 
the  attempted  murder  ?  Maybe, — but  the  poor  hard-working 
fellow  who  made  the  frame  for  it,  could  not  have  done  such 
a  deed, — he  has  been  a  pensioner  of  Angela's  for  many  a  long 
day,  and  she  has  given  him  employment  when  he  could  not 
obtain  it  from  others.  Besides,  he  never  saw  the  picture. 
Angela  gave  him  her  measurements,  and  when  the  frame  was 
finished  he  brought  it  to  her  here.  But  he  had  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  setting  the  canvas  in  it, — that  I  know, 
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for  Angela  herself  told  me.  No,  no  ! — let  us  not  blame  the 
innocent ;  rather  let  us  try  to  find  the  guilty." 

At  that  moment  a  servant  entered  with  a  large  and 
exquisitely  arranged  basket  of  lilies -of- the -valley,  and  a 
letter. 

"For  Donna  Sovrani,"  he  said,  as  he  handed  both  to  his 
master. 

The  Prince  took  the  basket  of  lilies,  and  moved  by  a 
sudden  fancy,  set  it  gently  in  front  of  Angela's  great  work. 
Glancing  at  the  superscription  of  the  letter,  he  said, — 

"  From  Varillo.  I  had  better  open  it  and  see  what  he 
says." 

He  broke  the  seal  and  read  the  following — 

"Sweetest  Angela, — I  am  summoned  to  Naples  on 
business,  and  therefore,  to  my  infinite  regret,  shall  not  be 
able  to  see  the  great  picture  to-morrow.  You  know, — you 
can  feel  how  sorry  I  am  to  disappoint  both  you  and  myself 
in  a  pleasure  which  we  have  so  long  lovingly  anticipated,  but 
as  the  Queen  has  promised  to  make  her  visit  of  inspection, 
I  dare  not  ask  you  to  put  off  the  exhibition  of  your  work  till 
my  return.  But  I  know  I  shall  come  back  to  find  my  Angela 
crowned  with  glory,  and  it  will  be  reserved  for  me  to  add  the 
last  laurel  leaf  to  the  immortal  wreath  1  I  am  grieved  that  I 
have  no  time  to  come  and  press  my  '  addio '  on  your  sweet 
lips, — but  in  two  or  three  days  at  most,  I  shall  be  again  at 

your  feet ! 

Un  bacio  di 

Florian." 

"Then  he  has  left  for  Naples?"  said  Bonpre,  to  whom 
Prince  Pietro  had  read  this  letter — "A  sudden  departure, 
is  it  not?" 

"  Very  sudden  ! " 

"  He  will  not  know  what  has  happened  to  Angela " 

"  Oh,  he  will  be  sure  to  hear  that ! "  said  the  Prince — ■ 
"To-night  it  will  be  in  all  the  newspapers  both  of  Rome  and 
Naples.     Angela's  light  cannot  be  hidden  under  a  bushel ! " 
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"True.     Then  of  course  he  will  return  at  once." 

"Naturally.  If  he  hears  the  news  on  his  way,  he  will 
probably  be  back  to-night — "  said  Sovrani,  but  his  fuzzy  brows 
were  still  puckered.  Some  uncomfortable  thought  seemed 
to  trouble  him, — and  presently,  as  if  moved  by  a  sudden 
inexplicable  instinct,  he  took  the  basket  of  lilies  away  from 
where  he  had  set  it  in  front  of  his  daughter's  picture,  and 
transferred  it  to  a  side -table.  Cardinal  Bonpre,  always 
observant,  noticed  his  action. 

"  You  will  not  leave  the  flowers  there  ?  "  he  queried. 

"  No.  The  picture  is  a  sacred  thing  ! — it  is  an  almost 
living  Christ ! — in  whom  Varillo  does  not  believe  !  " 

The  Cardinal  lifted  his  eyes  protestingly. 

"  Yet  you  will  let  the  child  marry  him  ?  " 

Sovrani  passed  one  hand  wearily  across  his  brows. 

"Let  us  not  talk  of  marriage,"  he  said — "Death  is  nearer 
to  us  to-day  than  life  !     I  am  opposed  to  the  match — I  always 

have  been, — and  who  knows who   knows  what  may  not 

yet  prevent  it  ... "  He  paused,  thinking, — then  turning  a 
solicitous  glance  on  his  brother-in-law's  frail  figure  he  said — 
"Felix,  you  look  weary, — let  me  attend  you  to  your  own 
rooms,  that  you  may  rest.  We  need  you  with  us, — it  may 
be  that  we  shall  need  you  more  than  we  have  ever  done ! 
Pray  for  us,  brother! — Pray  for  my  Angela,  that  she  may 
be  spared  ..." 

His  harsh  voice  broke, — and  tears  trickled  down  his 
furrowed  cheeks. 

"  See  you  ! "  he  said,  pointing  in  a  kind  of  despair  to  the 
magnificent  "  Coming  of  Christ " — "  If  Raffaelle  or  Angelo  had 
dared  to  paint  this  in  their  day,  the  world  would  be  taking  a 
lesson  from  it  now  !  If  it  were  a  modern  man's  work,  that 
man  would  be  a  centre  for  hero-worship  !  But  that  a  woman 
should  create  such  a  masterpiece !  —  and  that  woman  my 
Angela !  Do  you  know  what  it  means,  Felix  ? — what  Fame 
always  means,  what  it  always  must  mean  —  for  a  woman? 
Just  what  has  already  happened, — the  murderous  dagger-thrust 
— the  coward  stab  in  the  back — and  the  little  child's  cry  of  the 
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tender  broken  heart  we  heard  just  now 'Stay  with  me! — 

I  am  so  tired  ! ' " 

The  Cardinal  pressed  his  hand  sympathetically,  too  pro- 
foundly moved  himself  to  speak. 

"This  picture  will  bring  down  the  thunders  of  the  Vatican  ! " 
went  on  Sovrani — "And  those  thunders  will  awaken  a  re- 
sponsive echo  from  the  world !  But  not  from  the  Old 
World  —  the  New!  The  New  World!  —  yes  —  my  Angela's 
work  is  for  the  living  present,  the  coming  future — not  for  the 
decayed  Past ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  dropped  the  silken  curtain  before  the 
picture  and  hid  it  from  view. 

"We  will  raise  it  again,  when  the  painter  lives — or  dies  ! "  he 
said  brokenly. 

They  left  the  studio,  Prince  Pietro  extinguishing  the  lights, 
and  giving  orders  to  his  servant  to  put  a  strong  bar  across  the 
door  they  had  forced  open, — and  the  Cardinal,  feeling  more 
lonely  than  he  had  done  for  many  days,  owing  to  the  temporary 
absence  of  Manuel  who  was  keeping  watch  over  Angela, 
returned  to  his  own  apartments  full  of  grave  thoughts  and 
anxious  trouble.  He  had  meant  to  leave  Rome  at  once, — but 
now,  such  a  course  seemed  more  than  impossible.  Yet  he 
knew  that  the  scene  which  had,  through  himself  indirectly, 
occurred  at  the  Vatican,  would  have  its  speedy  results  in  some 
decisive  and  vengeful  action,  if  not  on  the  part  of  the  Supreme 
Pontiff,  then  through  his  ministers  and  advisers,  and  Bonpre 
was  sufficiently  acquainted  with  the  secret  ways  of  the  Church 
he  served,  to  be  well  aware  of  its  relentlessness  in  all  cases 
where  its  authority  was  called  into  question.  The  first  step 
taken,  so  he  instinctively  felt,  would  be  to  deprive  him  of 
Manuel's  companionship, — the  next  perhaps,  to  threaten  him 
with  the  loss  of  his  own  diocese.  He  sighed  heavily, — yet  in 
his  own  tranquil  and  pious  mind  he  could  not  say  that  he 
resented  the  position  his  affairs  had  taken.  Accustomed  as  he 
was  always,  to  submit  the  whole  daily  course  of  his  life  to  the 
ruling  of  a  Higher  Power,  he  was  framed  and  braced  as 
temperately  for  adversity  as  for  joy, — and  nothing  seemed  to 
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him  either  fortunate  or  disastrous  except  as  concerned  the 
attitude  in  which  the  soul  received  the  announcement  of  God's 
will.  To  resent  affliction  was,  in  his  opinion,  sinful ;  to  accept 
it  reverently  and  humbly  as  a  means  of  grace,  and  endeavour 
to  make  sweetness  out  of  the  seeming  bitterness  of  the  divine 
dispensation,  appeared  to  him  the  only  right  and  natural  way 
of  duty, — hence  his  clear  simplicity  of  thought,  his  patience, 
plain  faith,  and  purity  of  aim.  And  even  now,  perplexed  and 
pained  as  he  was,  much  more  for  the  sorrow  which  had  befallen 
his  brother-in-law,  than  for  any  trouble  likely  to  occur  person- 
ally to  himself,  he  was  still  able  to  disentangle  his  thoughts 
from  all  earthly  cares  —  to  lift  up  his  heart,  unsullied  by 
complaint,  to  the  Ruler  of  all  destinies — and  to  resign  himself 
with  that  Christian  philosophy,  which  when  truly  practised,  is 
so  much  more  powerful  than  all  the  splendid  stoicism  of  the 
heroic  pagans,  to  those 

Glorious  God-influences, 
Which  we,  unseeing,  feel  and  grope  for  blindly, 
Like  children  in  the  dark,  knowing  that  Love  is  near  ! 

Meanwhile  Prince  Pietro,  moved  by  conflicting  sentiments 
and  forebodings  which  he  was  unable  to  explain  to  himself, 
and  only  strongly  conscious  of  the  desire  to  be  avenged  on  his 
daughter's  cowardly  assailant,  whoever  it  might  be,  muffled 
himself  in  a  well-worn  "Almaviva"  cloak,  his  favourite  out- 
door garment,  pulled  his  hat  down  over  his  eyes,  and  so, 
looking  like  a  fierce  old  brigand  of  the  mountains,  went  out, 
not  quite  knowing  why  he  went,  but  partly  impelled  by  a 
sense  of  curiosity.  He  wanted  to  hear  something, — to  find 
something, — and  yet  he  could  not  agree  with  himself  as  to  the 
nature  of  the  circumstance  he  sought  to  discover.  There  was 
a  lurking  suspicion  in  his  mind  to  which  he  would  not  give  a 
name, — a  dark  thought  that  made  him  tremble  with  mingled 
rage  and  horror, — but  he  put  it  away  from  him  as  a  hint  offered 
by  the  Evil  One — an  insidious  suggestion  as  hideous  as  it  was 
unnatural.  The  afternoon  had  now  closed  into  night,  and 
many  stars  were  glistening  bravely  in  the  purple  depths  of  the 
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clear  sky, — the  air  was  mild  and  balmy, — and  as  he  crossed 
the  road  to  turn  down  the  little  side-street  leading  to  the  Tiber, 
where  Florian  Varillo  had  stood  but  a  few  hours  previously,  a 
flower-girl  met  him  with  a  large  basket  of  white  hyacinths  and 
held  them  up  to  his  eyes. 

"  Ecco  la  primavera,  Signor  ! "  she  said,  with  a  smile. 

He  shook  his  head,  and  turned  abruptly  away, — as  he  did 
so,  his  foot  struck  against  some  slight  obstacle.  Stooping  to 
examine  it,  he  saw  it  was  the  empty  leathern  sheath  of  a 
dagger.  He  picked  it  up,  and  studied  it  intently.  It  was 
elaborately  adorned  with  old  rococco  work,  and  was  evidently 
the  ornamental  covering  of  one  of  those  small  but  deadly 
weapons  which  Italians,  both  men  and  women,  so  often  wear 
concealed  about  their  persons,  for  the  purpose  of  taking 
vengeance,  when  deemed  necessary,  on  an  unsuspecting 
enemy.  Slipping  the  thing  into  his  pocket,  the  Prince  looked 
about  him,  and  soon  recognised  his  bearings, — he  was  standing 
about  six  yards  away  from  the  private  back-entrance  to  his 
daughter's  studio.  He  walked  up  to  the  door  and  tried  it, — 
it  was  fast  locked. 

"  Yes 1   remember  ! the    servants  told  me both 

doors  were  locked, and  from  this  they  said   the  key  was 

gone, — "  he  muttered,  then  paused. 

Presently,  actuated  by  a  sudden  impulse,  he  turned  and 
■walked  swiftly  with  long  impatient  strides  through  the  more 
populated  quarters  of  Rome  towards  the  Corso,  and  he  had  not 
proceeded  very  far  in  this  direction  before  he  heard  a  frenzied 
and  discordant  shouting  which,  though  he  knew  it  did  not  yet 
bear  the  truth  in  its  harsh  refrain,  yet  staggered  him  and  made 
his  heart  almost  stand  still  with  an  agony  of  premonitory  fear. 

"  Morte  di  Angela  Sovrani ! " 

"  Assassinamento  di  Angela  Sovrani !  " 

"  Morte  subito  di  Angela  Sovrani ! " 

"  Assassinamento  crudele  della  bella  Sovrani ! " 

Prince  Pietro  held  his  breath  in  sharp  pain,  listening.  How 
horrible  was  the  persistent  cry  of  the  newsvendors  ! — hoarse 
and  shrill — now  near — now  far  ! — 
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"  Morte  di  Angela  Sovran  i !  " 

How  horrible  ! — how  horrible  !  He  put  his  hands  to  his 
ears  to  try  and  shut  out  the  din.     He  had  not  expected  any 

public  outcry — not  so  soon but  ill  news  travels  fast,  and 

no  doubt  the  very  servants  of  his  own  household  were 
responsible  for  having,  in  the  extremity  of  their  terror,  given 
away  the  report  of  Angela's  death.  The  terrible  shouts  were 
like  so  many  cruel  blows  on  his  brain, — yet  —  half-reeling 
with  the  shock  of  them,  he  still  went  on  his  way, — straight 
on  to  the  house  and  studio  of  Florian  Varillo.  There,  he 
rang  the  bell  loudly  and  impatiently.  A  servant  opened  the 
door  in  haste,  and  stared  aghast  at  the  tall  old  man  with  the 
white  hair  and  blazing  eyes,  who  was  wrapped  in  a  dark  cloak, 
the  very  folds  of  which  seemed  to  tremble  with  the  suppressed 
rage  of  the  form  it  enveloped. 

"  II  Principe  Sovrani !  "  he  stammered  feebly,  falling  back  a 
little  from  the  threshold. 

"Where  is  your  master?"  demanded  Sovrani. 

"  Eccellenza,  he  has  gone  to  Naples  !" 

"  When  did  he  leave  ? " 

"  But  two  hours  ago,  Eccellenza  !  " 

Prince  Pietro  held  up  the  dagger-sheath  he  had  just  found. 

"  This — belongs — to — him — does  it  not  ?  "  he  asked  slowly, 
detaching  his  words  with  careful  directness. 

The  man  answered  readily  and  at  once. 

"  Yes,  Eccellenza  ! " 

Sovrani  uttered  a  fierce  oath. 

"  Let  me  pass  ! " 

The  servant  made  a  gesture  of  protest. 

"  But Eccellenza my  master  is  not  here  !  .  .  .  " 

Prince  Pietro  paying  no  heed  to  him,  strode  into  the  house, 
and  brusquely  threw  open  the  door  of  a  room  which  he  knew 
to  be  Varillo's  own  specially  private  retreat.  A  woman  with 
a  mass  of  bright  orange-gold  hair,  half-dressed  in  a  tawdry 
blue  peignoir  trimmed  with  cheap  lace,  was  sprawling  lazily 
on  a  sofa  smoking  a  cigarette.  She  sprang  up  surprised  and 
indignant,  —  but  shrank  back   visibly  as   she   recognised  the 
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intruder,  and  met  the  steady  tigerish  glare  of  the  old  man's 
eyes. 

"  Where  is  your  lover? "  he  asked. 

"  Eccellenza  !     You  amaze you  insult  me !  " 

"Basta !  "  and  Sovrani  came  a  step  nearer  to  her,  his  wrath 
seeming  to  literally  encompass  him  like  a  thunder-cloud — 
"  Play  me  no  tricks  !  This  is  not  the  time  for  lying !  I 
repeat  my  question — where  is  he?  You,  the  companion  of 
his  closest  thoughts, — you,  his  'model' — you,  Mademoiselle 
Pon-Pon,  his  mistress — you  must  know  all  his  movements. 
Tell  me  then,  where  he  is — or  by  Heaven,  if  you  do  not,  I 
will  have  you  arrested  for  complicity  in  murder  ! " 

She  fell  back  from  him  trembling,  her  full  red  mouth  half 
open, — and  her  face  paling  with  terror. 

"  Murder  ! "  she  whispered "  Dio  mio  !     Dio  mio  !  " 

"Yes  —  murder!"  and  the  Prince  thrust  before  her  wide- 
opened  eyes  the  dagger-sheath  he  held — "  What !  Have  you 
not  heard  ?  Not  yet  ?  Not  though  the  whole  city  rings  with 
the  news?  What  news?  That  Angela  Sovrani  is  dead! 
That  she — my  daughter — the  sweetest,  purest,  most  innocent 
and  loving  of  women  as  well  as  the  greatest  and  most  gifted 
— has  been  mortally  stabbed  in  her  own  studio  this  very  day 
by  some  cowardly  fiend  unknown !  Unknown  did  I  say  ? 
Not  so  —  known  !  This  sheath  belongs  to  Florian  Varillo. 
Where  is  he?  Tell  me  at  once — if  only  to  save  yoicrself 
trouble  ! " 

Overcome  by  fear,  and  to  do  her  justice,  horror  as  well,  the 
miserable  Pon-Pon  threw  herself  on  her  knees. 

"I  swear  he  has  gone  to  Naples!"  she  cried — "On  my 
word! — as  I  live! — I  swear  it! — he  has  gone!  He  seemed 
as  usual, — he  was  not  in  any  haste — he  left  no  message — he 

said  he  would  be  back  in  two  or  three  days he  sent  flowers 

to  la  Donna  Sovrani — —he  wrote  to  her  .  .  .  O  Santissima 
Virgine  ! 1  swear  to  you  I  know  nothing  ! " 

The  Prince  eyed  her  with  grim  attention. 

"  They  are  shouting  it  in  the  streets — "  he  said — "  Listen  !  " 
He  held  up  one  hand, — she  cowered  on  the  floor — she  could 
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hear  nothing,  and  she  stared  at  him  in  fascinated  terror — 
"  They  are  telling  all  Rome  of  the  death  of  my  child  !  First 
Rome — and  then — the  world  !  The  world  shall  hear  of  it ! 
For  there  is  only  one  Angela  Sovrani, — and  earth  and  heaven 
cry  out  for  justice  in  her  name  !  Tell  this  to  the  devil  who 
has  bought  you  for  his  pleasure  !  I  leave  the  message  with 
you, — tell  him  that  when  the  world  clamours  for  vengeance 
upon  her  murderer,  /  kncnv  where  to  find  him  I " 

With  that,  he  put  the  dagger-sheath  back  in  his  breast- 
pocket with  jealous  care,  and  left  her  where  she  crouched, 
shivering  and  moaning.  Walking  as  in  a  dream  he  brushed 
past  the  astonished  and  frightened  servant  unseeingly,  and 
went  out  of  the  house  into  the  street  once  more.  There  he 
paused  dizzily — the  stars  appeared  to  rock  in  the  sky,  and  the 
houses  seemed  moving  slowly  round  him  in  a  sort  of  circular 
procession.  The  shouting  of  the  newsvendors  which  had 
ceased  for  a  while,  began  again  with  even  louder  persistency. 

"  Morte  di  Angela  Sovrani" 

"  La  bella  Sovrani ! Assassinamento  crudele  !  " 

The  old  man's  heart  beat  in  strong  hammer-strokes, — he 
listened  vaguely, — his  tall  figure  shaking  a  little  with  the 
storm  pent  up  within  him,  till  all  at  once  as  if  the  full 
realization  of  the  position  had  only  just  burst  upon  him,  he 
uttered  a  sharp  cry, — 

*'  Her  lover !  Her  promised  husband !  One  whom  she 
trusted  and  loved  more  than  her  own  father  !  The  hope 
of  her  life  ! — the  man  whose  praise  was  sweeter  to  her  than 

the   plaudits    of   the   whole   world  ! — he even   he her 

murderer !  For  even  if  she  lives  in  body,  he  has  murdered 
her  soul ! " 

He  looked  up  at  the  deep  starlit  heavens,  his  dark  face 
growing  livid  in  the  intensity  of  his  wrath  and  pain. 

"  May  God  curse  him  !  "  he  whispered  thickly — "  May  all 
evil  track  his  footsteps,  and  the  terrors  of  a  cursed  conscience 
hound  him  to  his  death  !     ^May  he  never  know  peace  by  day 

or  night ! may  the  devils   in  his   own  soul  destroy  him ! 

God  curse  him  ! " 
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He  clenched  his  fist  and  raised  it  threateningly,  —  and 
gathering  his  cloak  about  him  tried  to  walk  on, — but  there 

was  a  black  mist  before  his  eyes  ...  he  could  not  see 

he  stumbled  forward  blindly,  and  would  have  fallen,  had  not 
a  strong  arm  caught  him  and  held  him  upright.  He  turned 
a   dazed   and   wondering   look    on   the   man    whose   friendly 

grasp  supported  him, then,  with  an  exclamation,  made  a 

trembling  attempt  to  raise  his  hat. 

"  II  Rb  ! "  he  murmured  feebly—"  II  Re  !  ■"' 

King  Humbert  —  for  it  was  he  —  held  him  still  more 
closely. 

"  Courage,  amico  !  "    he  said  kindly "  Courage  ! yes 

yes  ! — I  know — I  have  heard  the  news  !     All  Italy  will 

give  you  vengeance  for  your  child  !     We  will  spare  no  pains 

to  discover  her  murderer.     But  now you  are  ill — you  are 

weary do  not  try  to  speak come  with  me  !     Let  me 

take  you  home — come  ! " 

A  great  sob  broke  from  the  old  man's  breast  as  he  yielded 
to  his  Sovereign's  imperative  yet  gentle  guidance,  and  before 
he  could  realize  the  situation,  he  was  in  the  King's  own 
carriage,  with  the  King  beside  him,  being  rapidly  driven  back 
to  his  own  house.  Arrived  at  the  Palazzo  Sovrani,  a  strange 
sight  greeted  them.  The  great  porte-cochere  was  wide  open, 
and,  pressing  through  it,  and  surrounding  the  stately  building 
at  every  point  was  a  vast  crowd, — densely  packed  and  almost 
absolutely  silent.  Quite  up  to  the  inner  portico  these  waiting 
thousands  pressed, — though,  as  they  recognised  the  Royal 
liveries,  they  did  their  best  to  make  immediate  way,  and  a  low 
murmur  arose  "  Evviva  il  Re  ! "  But  there  was  no  loud 
shouting,  and  the  continued  hush  was  more  distinctly  recog- 
nisable than  the  murmur.  Prince  Sovrani  gazed  bewilderedly 
at  the  great  throng  as  the  carriage  moved  slowly  through,  and 
putting  his  hand  to  his  head  murmured — 

"What — what  is  this!     I   do  not  understand why  are 

these  people  here  ?  " 

The  King  pressed  his  hand. 

"  All  the  world  honours  and  loves  your  daughter,  my  friend  ! " 
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he  said,  "  And  Rome,  the  Mother  of  nations,  mourns  the  loss 
of  her  youngest  child  of  genius." 

'<  No— no,  not  loss  ! she  is  not  dead — "  began  Sovrani 

stammeringly, — "I  should  have  told  your  Majesty she  is 

grievously  wounded but  not  dead  ..." 

At  that  moment  the  carriage  stopped.  The  door  of  the 
Sovrani  palace  was  open,  and  in  the  centre  of  a  group  of 
people  gathered  within,  among  whom  were  Aubrey  Leigh, 
Sylvie  Hermenstein,  and  the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  stood 
Cardinal  Bonpre  and  INIanuel.  Manuel  was  a  little  in  advance 
of  the  rest,  and  as  the  King  and  Prince  Sovrani  alighted,  he 
came  fully  forward,  his  eyes  shining,  and  a  smile  upon  his  lips. 

"  She  will  recover  ! "  he  said,  "  She  is  sleeping  peacefully, — 
and  all  is  well ! " 

His  voice  rang  clear  and  sweet,  and  was  heard  by  everyone 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd.  The  good  news  ran  from  mouth 
to  mouth,  till  all  the  people  caught  it  up  and  responded  with 
one  brief,  subdued,  but  hearty  cheer.  Then,  without  bidding, 
they  began  to  disperse,  and  the  King,  baring  his  head  in  the 
presence  of  Cardinal  Bonpre,  gave  up  his  self-imposed  charge 
of  old  Sovrani,  who,  faint  and  feeble,  grasped  Aubrey  Leigh's 
quickly  proffered  arm,  and  leaned  heavily  upon  it. 

"He  needs  care,"  said  Humbert  gently, — "The  shock  has 
moved  him  greatly  !  " 

"Your  Majesty  is  ever  considerate  of  the  sorrows  of  others," 
said  the  venerable  Felix  with  emotion,  "And  God  will  bless 
you  as  He  blesses  all  good  men  ! " 

The  King  bowed  reverently  to  the  benediction.  Then  he 
looked  up  with  a  slight  smile. 

"It  is  not  wise  of  your  Eminence  to  say  so, — in  Rome!" 
he  observed, — "  But  I  thank  you,  and  am  grateful ! " 

His  keen  eyes  rested  for  a  moment  on  Manuel, — and  the 
fair  aspect  of  the  boy  seemed  to  move  him  to  a  sense  of 
wonder — but  he  did  not  speak.  With  a  light  salute  to  all 
present  he  re-entered  his  carriage  and  was  driven  away — and 
Aubrey  Leigh  led  Prince  Sovrani  into  his  own  library  where, 
when  he  was  seated,  they  all  waited  upon  him  eagerly,  the  fair 

31 


482  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

Sylvie  chafing  his  cold  hands,  and  the  Princesse  D'Agramont 
making  him  drink  a  glass  of  good  wine.  Gradually,  warmth 
and  colour  and  animation  came  back  to  his  pale  features, — 
his  fears  were  soothed, — his  heart  relieved, — and  a  smile 
crossed  his  lips  as  he  met  Sylvie's  earnest,  anxious  eyes. 

"What  a  pretty  rose-bud  it  is!"  he  said  softly, — "Full  of 
sunshine and  love  !  " 

With  returning  strength  he  gathered  up  the  forces  of  his 
native  pride  and  independence  and  rose  from  his  chair. 

"I  am  well — quite  well  again  now!"  he  said,  "Where  is 
the  boy,  Manuel  ?  " 

"Gone  back  to  Angela,"  replied  the  Cardinal,  "He  said  he 
would  watch  her  until  she  wakes." 

"An  angel  watching  an  angel!"  then  said  the  Prince 
musingly,  "That  is  as  it  should  be  !"  He  paused  a  moment, 
"The  King  was  very  kind.  And  you,  Princesse — and  you, 
bella  Contessina  ! "  and  he  courteously  bent  over  Sylvie's  little 
hand  and  kissed  it, — "You  are  all  much  too  good  to  an  old 

man  like  me  !     I  am  strong  again 1  shall  be  ready  to  speak 

when  Angela  bids.     But   I   must  wait.     I   must  wait!" 

He  ruffled  his  white  hair  with  one  hand  and  looked  at  them 
all  very  strangely.     "That  was    a  great   crowd  outside — all 

waiting  to  hear  news  of  my  girl !     If if  they  knew  who  it 

was  that  stabbed  her " 

"  Do  you  know  ?  "  cried  Aubrey  quickly. 

"Per  Dio!"  And  Sovrani  smiled,  "I  thought  Englishmen 
were  phlegmatic,  and  here  is  one  ablaze,  and  ready  to  burst 
like  a  bomb  !  No  ! — -I  did  not  say  I  knew  ! — but  I  say,  if  the 
crowd  had  known,  they  would  have  lynched  him  !  Yes,  they 
would  have  torn  him  to  pieces  !  .  .  .  and  he  would  have 
deserved  it !  He  will  deserve  it ! — if  he  is  ever  found  !  Come 
— we  will  all  sup  here  together  this  evening — sorrow  strengthens 
the  bonds  of  friendship and  I  will  tell  you  ..." 

He  paused,  and  again  the  strange  far-off  look  came  into  his 
eyes. 

"Twill  tell  you — "  he  went  on  slowly — "how  I  found  my 
Angela  lying  dead,  as  I  thought — dead  at  the  feet  of  Christ ! ' 


)> 
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XXXI 

MEANWHILE  Florian  Varillo  had  not  gone  to  Naples. 
He  had  been  turned  back  by  a  spectre  evoked  from 
his  own  conscience — coward  fear.  He  was  on  his  way  to  the 
station  when  he  suddenly  discovered  that  he  had  lost  the 
sheath  of  his  dagger.  A  cold  perspiration  broke  out  on  his 
forehead  as  this  fact  flashed  upon  him.  What  had  he  done 
with  it  ?  Surely  he  had  drawn  the  weapon  out,  and  left  the 
sheath  in  his  breast-pocket  as  usual — but  no  ! — search  as  he 
would,  he  could  not  find  it.  It  must  have  dropped  on  the 
floor  of  Angela's  studio  !  If  that  were  so,  he  would  be  traced  1 
— most  surely  traced — as  the  sheath  was  of  curious  and  un- 
common workmanship,  and  some  of  his  friends  had  seen  it. 
He  had  told  everybody  he  was  going  to  Naples,  and  of  course 
he  would  be  followed  there.  Then,  he  would  not  go  !  But 
he  went  to  the  station  as  if  bent  on  the  journey,  and  took 
his  ticket.  Then,  setting  down  his  portmanteau  on  a  bench, 
he  surreptitiously  tore  off  the  label  on  which  his  name  was 
written,  and  tearing  it  up  in  small  bits  scattered  the  frag- 
ments on  the  line.  After  this,  he  walked  away  leisurely,  leav' 
ing  the  portmanteau  behind  him,  for  there  was  nothing  in  it 
to  give  a  clue  to  its  owner,  and  sauntered  slowly  out  of  the 
station  into  the  streets  of  Rome  once  more.  Hailing  the 
first  fiacre  he  saw,  he  told  the  driver  to  take  him  to  Frascati. 
The  man  was  either  lazy  or  sulky. 

"  Why  not  take  the  train,  Signor  ?  " 

"Because  I  wish  to  drive!"  replied  Varillo.  "What  is 
your  fare  ?  " 

"Twenty-five  francs  for  half  the  way!"  said  the  man, 
showing  his  white  teeth  in  a  mischievous  grin. 

"  Good  ! " 

The  driver  was  surprised,  as  he  had  not  thought  his  terms 
would   be   accepted.     But   he   made  no  further  demur,  and 
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Varillo  jumped  into  the  vehicle,  his  teeth  chattering  with  an 
inward  terror  he  could  not  control. 

"  Drive  quickly  ! "  he  said. 

The  man  shouted  an  affirmative,  and  they  clattered  away 
through  the  streets,  Varillo  shrinking  back  in  the  carriage 
overcome  by  panic,  ^^^lat  a  fool  he  had  been  ! — what  a  fool ! 
He  ought  to  have  told  Pon-Pon.  If  the  dagger-sheath  were 
found  and  taken  to  his  residence,  it  would  be  recognised 
instantly  !  And  all  Rome  would  rise  against  Angela  Sovrani's 
murderer.  Murderer !  Yes, — that  was  what  he  had  chosen 
to  make  of  himself  !  * 

"It  was  all  an  impulse,"  he  muttered, — "Just  a  hot  impulse, 
nothing  more  !  Just  a  sudden  hatred  of  her  which  made  me 
stab  her  !  It  was  enough  to  make  any  man  angry  to  see  such 
a  picture  as  that  painted  by  a  woman  !     Her  fame  would  have 

ruined  mine !     But  I  never  meant  to  kill  her no — no,  I 

never  meant  to  kill  her  !  " 

Shuddering  and  whimpering,  he  huddled  himself  in  a  corner 
of  the  carriage,  and  did  not  dare  to  look  out  of  the  window 
to  see  which  way  he  was  being  driven.  He  only  rallied  a 
little  when  the  wheels  moved  more  quietly  and  smoothly,  and 
he  knew  that  he  was  on  the  open  road,  and  out  of  Rome. 
Suddenly,  after  jolting  along  a  considerable  time,  the  vehicle 
stopped,  and  the  driver  shouted  to  him.  Varillo  dashed  down 
the  window  and  put  his  head  out,  almost  beside  himself  with  rage. 

"  What  are  you  stopping  for  !  What  are  you  stopping  for  ! " 
he  yelled.  ' '  Go  on — go  on — we  are  not  half  way  to  Frascati 
yet !     Go  on,  I  tell  you  ! " 

"  Ma — che  !     Eccellenza,  I  only  stopped  to  ask  a  question  ! " 

"  What  question- — what?  Is  this  a  time  for  asking  questions?" 
cried  Varillo, — "  The  night  is  falling, — I  want  to  get  on  ! " 

"  But  we  are  going  on  as  fast  as  we  can  ! "  expostulated  the 
driver, — "  It  is  only  this — there  is  an  albergo  on  the  way — 
where  we  can  get  food  and  wine.  Would  the  Eccellenza  like 
to  stop  there?  It  is  as  far  as  I  can  go,  for  I  am  wanted 
to-night  in  Rome." 

"Very  well — stop  where  you  like — only  get  on  now!"  said 
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Varillo,  pulling  his  head  in  with  a  jerk.  And  sinking  back  in 
his  seat  again  he  wiped  his  hot  face,  and  cursed  his  miserable 
destiny.  It  would  have  been  all  right  if  he  had  only  re- 
membered that  sheath  !  No  one  would  have  got  on  such  a 
track  of  suspicion  as  that  he,  the  lover  and  affianced  husband 
of  Angela,  was  her  brutal  assassin  ! 

"I  wrote  a  loving  letter  and  sent  her  flowers,"  he  argued 
with  himself,  "  when  I  knew  she  would  be  dead  !  But  her 
father  would  have  received  them,  and  he  would  have  wired  to 
me  in  Naples,  and  I  should  have  come  back  overcome  with 
sorrow, — and  then  I  should  have  told  them  all  how  the 
picture  was  a  secret  between  my  Angela  and  myself, — how  / 
had  painted  the  greater  part  of  it,  and  how  she  in  her  sweetness 

had  wished  me  to  surprise  the  world, the  plan  was  perfect, 

but  it  is  all  spoiled ! — spoiled  utterly  through  that  stupid 
blunder  of  the  sheath  !  " 

Such  a  trifle  !  It  seemed  to  him  incredible — unjust — that 
so  slight  a  thing  could  intervene  between  him  and  the  complete 
success  of  his  meditated  treachery.  For  notwithstanding  the 
fact  that  he  had  been  a  great  reader  and  student  of  books,  he 
now,  in  this  particular  hour  of  his  own  emergency,  completely 
forgot  what  all  the  most  astute  and  learned  writers  have 
always  expounded  to  an  inattentive  world — namely,  the  fact 
that  crime  holds  within  itself  the  seed  of  punishment.  Some- 
times that  seed  ripens  quickly, — sometimes  it  takes  years  to 
grow, — but  it  is  always  there.  And  it  generally  takes  root  in 
a  very  slight  circumstance,  so  commonplace  and  casual  as  to 
entirely  escape  the  notice  of  the  criminal,  till  the  network 
of  destiny  is  woven  so  closely  about  him  that  he  can  no 
longer  avoid  it, — and  then  only  he  is  shown  from  what  a  trifling 
cause  the  whole  result  has  sprung.  Varillo's  present  state  of 
mind  was  one  of  absolute  torture,  for  he  felt  that  whoever 
found  the  sheath  of  his  dagger  would  at  once  recognise  it 
and  declare  the  owner.  If  Angela  had  only  been  wounded, — 
if  she  had  found  it — she  would  never  have  given  up  the  name  of 
its  possessor, — the  miserable  man  knew  her  straight,  pure 
soul  intimately  enough  for  that ! 
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"If  she  heard,  she  would  shield  me  and  defend  me  at  the 
cost  of  her  own  life  ! "  he  said — "  She  was  always  like  that ! 
She  would  never  listen  to  anything  that  was  said  against  me, — 
and  if  she  lived,  she  would  love  me  still,  and  never  say  that 
I  had  tried  to  kill  her ! "  and  he  actually  smiled  at  the 
thought.  "  How  strangely  some  women  are  constituted ! — 
especially  women  like  Angela,  who  set  up  an  exalted  standard 
of  life,  and  accommodate  their  daily  conduct  to  it !  They  are 
sublime  fools ! — and  so  useful  to  men  !  We  can  do  anything 
we  like  with  them  !  We  can  ruin  them — and  they  bear  their 
shame  in  silence.  We  can  laugh  away  their  reputations  over 
a  game  at  billiards,  and  they  are  too  pure  and  proud  to  even 
attempt  to  defend  themselves.  We  can  vilify  whatever  work 
they   do,    and    they   endure    the    slander, — we    can   murder 

them "  he  paused,  "Yes,  we  can  murder  them,  and  they 

die,  without  so  much  as  leaving  a  curse  behind  them ! 
Extraordinary  ! — angelic — superb  ! — and  a  wise  Fate  has 
ordained  that  we  men  shall  never  sacrifice  ourselves  for  such 
women,  or  go  mad  for  the  love  of  them  !  We  love  the  virago 
better  than  the  saint ;  we  are  afraid  of  the  woman  who  nags 
at  us  and  gives  us  trouble — who  screams  vengeance  upon  us 
if  we  neglect  her  in  a  trifle — who  clamours  for  our  money,  and 
insists  on  our  gifts — and  who  keeps  our  lives  in  a  perpetual 
fever  of  excitement  and  terror.  But  the  innocent  woman  we 
hate — very  naturally  !  Her  looks  are  a  reproach  to  us,  and 
we  like  to  kill  her  when  we  can — and  we  often  succeed 
morally,- — but  that  is  not  called  murder.     The  other  way  of 

killing  is  judged  as  a  crime and — then the  punishment 

is  death ! " 

As  this  word  passed  his  lips  in  a  whisper,  he  trembled 
violently.  Death  !  It  had  a  chill  sound — yet  he  had  not 
thought  so  when  he  associated  it  with  Angela  For  of  course 
Angela  was  dead.  Was  she  not?  Surely  she  must  be — he 
had  driven  the  dagger  straight  home  ! 

"She  could  not  possibly  live,"  he  muttered — "Not  after 
such  a  well-directed  blow  !  And  that  amazing  picture  !  If  I 
could  but  claim  it  as  my  work,  I  should  be  the  greatest  artist 
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in  the  world  !  It  would  be  quite  easy  to  make  out  a  proof — 
only  that  cursed  dagger-sheath  is  in  the  way  ! " 

He  was  startled  out  of  his  reverie  by  another  stoppage  of 
the  carriage,  and  this  time  the  driver  jumped  down  from  his 
box  and  came  to  the  door. 

"This  is  as  far  as  I  can  take  you,  Signor,"  he  said,  looking 
curiously  at  his  passenger, — "It  is  quite  halfway  to  Frascati. 
There  is  the  inn  I  told  you  of — where  those  lights  are,"  and 
he  pointed  towards  the  left, — "The  carriage  road  does  not 
go  up  to  it.     It  is  a  great  place  for  artists  ! " 

"  I  am  not  an  artist !  "  said  Varillo  brusquely. 

"  No  ?  But  artists  are  merry  company,  Eccellenza  ! — "  sug- 
gested the  driver,  wishing  to  make  up  for  his  previous  sulkiness 
by  an  excess  of  amiability — "  And  for  a  night,  the  albergo  is  a 
pleasant  resting-place  on  the  way  to  Frascati,  for  even  the 
brigands  who  sup  there  are  good-natured  ! " 

"  Ah  !  There  are  brigands,  are  there  ? ''  said  Varillo,  getting 
out  of  the  fiacre,  and  beginning  to  recover  something  of  his 
usual  composure — "And  I  daresay  you  are  one  of  them  if  the 
truth  were  known  1  Here  is  your  money."  And  he  gave  the 
man  two  gold  pieces,  one  of  twenty  francs,  the  other  of  ten. 

"  Eccellenza,  I  have  no  change " 
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T  want  none!"  said  Varillo  airily, — "Vou  asked  twenty- 
five  francs — there  are  thirty.  And  now— as  you  say  you  have 
business  in  Rome,  be  off  with  you  !  " 

The  man  needed  no  second  bidding ;  delighted  with  his 
thirty  francs,  he  called  a  gay  "Buona  notte,  Signor!"  and 
turning  his  horse's  head  jogged  down  the  road  at  a  tolerably 
smart  pace.  The  horse  knew  as  well  as  the  driver,  that  the 
way  now  lay  homeward,  and  lost  no  time.  Varillo,  left  to 
himself,  paused  a  moment  and  looked  about  him.  The  Cam- 
pagna  !  How  he  hated  it !  Should  he  pass  the  night  at  that 
albergo,  or  walk  on  ?  He  hesitated  a  little — then  made  for  the 
inn  direct.  It  was  a  bright,  cosy  little  place  enough,  and  the 
padrona,  a  cheery,  dark-eyed  woman  seated  behind  the  counter, 
bade  him  smiling  welcome. 

Lodging — oh  yes !  she  said,  there  was  a  charming  room  at 
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the  Signer's  disposal,  with  a  view  from  the  windows  which  in 
the  early  morning  was  superb  !     The  Signor  was  an  artist  ? 

"  No  ! "  said  Varillo,  almost  fiercely "  I  am  a  tourist 

travelling  for  pleasure  !  " 

Ah  !  Then  the  view  would  enchant  the  Signor,  because  it 
would  be  quite  new  to  him  !  The  room  should  be  prepared 
at  once  !     Would  the  Signor  take  supper  ? 

Yes, — the  Signor  would  take  supper.  And  the  Signor  went 
and  sat  in  a  remote  corner  of  the  common-room,  with  a  news- 
paper of  a  week  old,  pretending  to  read  its  contents.  And 
supper  was  soon  served  to  him, — a  tasty  meal  enough,  flavoured 
with  excellent  wine, — and  while  he  was  drinking  his  third  glass 
of  it,  a  man  entered,  tall  and  broad-shouldered,  wrapped  in  a 
heavy  cloak,  which  he  only  partially  loosened  as  he  leaned  against 
the  counter  and  asked  for  a  cup  of  coffee.  But  as  he  caught 
sight  of  the  dark  face,  Varillo  shrank  back  into  his  corner,  and 
put  up  his  newspaper  to  shield  himself  from  view, — for  he  saw 
that  the  new-comer  was  no  other  than  Monsignor  Gherardi. 
His  appearance  seemed  to  create  a  certain  amount  of  excite- 
ment and  vague  alarm  in  the  little  inn  ;  the  padrona  evidently 
knew  him  well,  and  hastened  to  serve  him  herself  with  the 
coffee  he  asked  for. 

"Will  you  not  sit  down,  Eccellentissima?"  she  murmured 
deferentially. 

"  No,  I  am  in  haste  I "  replied  Gherardi,  glancing  carelessly 
about  him — "  My  carriage  waits  outside.  There  is  strange 
news  in  Rome  to-night !  The  famous  artist,  Angela  Sovrani, 
has  been  found  in  her  studio,  murdered !" 

The  padrona  uttered  a  little  cry. 

"  Murdered  ! " 

"  So  it  seems  !  Here  are  the  papers  from  which  they  cry 
the  news.  I  will  leave  them  with  you.  It  is  perhaps  the 
judgment  of  Heaven  on  the  Sovrani's  uncle.  Cardinal 
Bonpre  ! " 

The  mistress  of  the  inn  crossed  herself  devoutly. 

"  Giiisto  cielo  !     Would  Heaven  punish  a  Cardinal?" 

"  Certainly  !     If  a  Cardinal  is  a  heretic  1 " 
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The  stout  padrona  clasped  her  hands  and  shuddered. 

"Not  possible!" 

"Quite  possible!"  And  Gherardi  drained  his  coffee-cup. 
"And  when  so  great  a  personage  of  the  Church  is  a  renegade, 
he  incurs  two  punishments — the  punishment  of  God  and  the 
punishment  of  the  Church  !  The  one  comes  first — the  other 
comes — afterwards  !     Buona  notte  ! " 

And  throwing  down  the  money  for  his  refreshment,  Gherardi 
cast  another  glance  around  him,  muffled  himself  up  in  his  coat 
and  went  out  into  the  night.  Florian  Varillo  breathed  again. 
But  he  was  not  left  in  peace  for  long.  The  padrona  summoned 
her  husband  from  the  kitchen  where  he  performed  the  offices 
of  cook,  to  read  the  halfpenny  sheets  of  news  her  visitor  had 
left  with  her. 

"Look  you!"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "The  wicked 
Monsignor  who  has  thee,  my  poor  Paolo,  in  his  clutches  for 
debt,  has  just  passed  by  and  left  evil  tidings  ! — that  beautiful 
girl  who  painted  the  famous  pictures  in  Rome,  has  been 
murdered  !  Do  you  not  remember  seeing  her  once  with  her 
father  at  Frascati  ?  " 

Paolo,  a  round-faced,  timid-looking  httle  Piedmontese,  nodded 
emphatically. 

"That  do  I!"  he  answered — "Fair  as  an  angel — kind- 
hearted  too, — and  they  told  me  she  was  a  wonder  of  the 
world.  Che,  che  !  Murdered  !  And  who  could  have  murdered 
her?  Someone  jealous  of  her  fame  !  Poor  thing — she  is 
engaged  to  be  married  too, — to  another  artist  named  Florian 
Varillo.  Gran  Dio  !  He  will  die  of  this  misery  ! "  And  they 
bent  their  heads  over  the  paper  together  and  read  the  brief 
announcement  headed  "  Assassinamento  di  Angela  Sovrani  I" 

A  sudden  crash  startled  them.  Varillo  had  sprung  up  from 
his  table  in  haste  and  overset  his  glass.  It  fell,  shivering  to 
atoms  on  the  floor. 

"Pardon  !"  he  exclaimed,  laughing  forcedly, — "A  thousand 
apologies  !     'My  hand  slipped — it  was  an  accident " 

"  Do  not  trouble  yourself,  Signor,"  said  the  landlord,  Paolo, 
cautiously  going  down  on  his  fat  knees  to  pick  up  the  frag- 
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ments — "It  was  an  accident  as  you  say.  And  truly  one's 
nerves  get  shaken  nowadays  by  all  the  strange  things  one  is 
always  hearing  !     Myself,  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  murder  of 

the  Sovrani the  poor  girl  was  so  innocent  of  evil — and  see 

you  ! — we  might  all  be  murdered  in  our  beds  with  such  villains 
about  ..." 

He  broke  off,  surprised  at  the  angry  oath  Varillo  uttered. 

"  Per  Dio  !     Can  you  not  talk  of  something  else  ?  "  he  said 
hoarsely, — "There  is  a  murder  nearly  every  day  in  Rome  ! " 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply  he  hastily  strode  out  of  the  inn, 
banging  the  door  behind   him.     He   had   engaged  his  room 

there  for  the  night — true  ! — but after  all  this  foolish  gabble 

he  resolved  he  would  not  go  back.  They  would  still  talk  of 
murder,  if  he  did  !  Murder  was  in  the  air  !  Murder  seemed 
written  in  letters  of  fire  against  the  clear  sky  now  luminous 
with  moon  and  stars  !  He  was  in  a  fever  and  a  fury — he 
walked  on  and  on,  little  heeding  where  he  went.  What  the 
devil  had  brought  Gherardi  to  that  particular  inn  at  that 
particular  time  of  night  ?  He  could  not  imagine.  For  though 
he  knew  most  scandals  in  Rome,  the  scandal  of  the  priest's 
"  villa  d'amour  "  at  Frascati,  was  a  secret  too  closely  guarded 
for  anyone  save  the  sharpest  of  professional  detectives  to 
discover,  and  he  was  totally  ignorant  of  it.  He  wondered 
restlessly  whether  the  crafty  Vatican  spy  had  seen  him  while 
pretending  not  to  see  ?  If  that  were  so,  then  he  was  lost ! 
He  could  not  satisfy  himself  as  to  whether  he  had  really 
escaped  observation,  and  tormented  by  this  reflection  he 
walked  on  and  on,  the  burning  impetus  of  his  thoughts 
hastening  his  footsteps.  A  cold  wind  began  to  rise, — a  chill, 
damp  breath  of  the  Campagna,  bringing  malaria  with  it.  He 
felt  heated  and  giddy,  and  there  was  a  curious  sense  of  fulness 
in  his  veins  which  oppressed  him  and  made  him  uncertain  of 
his  movements.  Presently  he  stopped,  and  stood  gazing 
vaguely  from  left  to  right.  He  was  surely  not  on  the  road  to 
Frascati?  There  was  a  tall  shadowy  building  not  far  from 
him,  surrounded  with  eucalyptus  trees — he  tried  to  locate  it, 
but  somehow,  though,  as  a  native  of  Rome  and  an  artist,  he 
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■was  familiar  with  most  of  the  Campagna,  he  did  not  recognise 
this  part  of  it.  How  bright  the  stars  were!  Living  points  of 
fire  flashing  in  dense  purple ! — no  painter  could  paint  them  ! 
The  golden  round  of  the  moon  spreading  wide  reflections  on 
the  road,  seemed  to  his  excited  mind  like  a  magic  ring 
environing  him,  drawing  him  in,  pointing  him  out  as  the  one 
criminal  for  whom  all  the  world  was  seeking.  He  had  no  idea 
of  the  time, — his  watch  had  stopped.  He  began  to  count  up 
hours.  He  remembered  that  when  he  had  gone  to  see  Angela, 
it  was  about  three  o'clock.  He  had  known  perfectly  well  that 
she  was  alone,  for  he  had  seen  the  Cardinal  drive  past  him  in 
the  streets  on  the  way  to  the  Vatican,  and  he  had  heard  at 
his  "  Cercolo  "  or  club,  that  Prince  Sovrani  had  gone  out  of 
Rome  for  a  few  hours.  And,  thus  informed,  he  had  timed 
his  visit  to  Angela  well.  Then,  had  he  meant  to  kill  her? 
No.  He  was  quite  certain  that  he  never  had  had  any  such 
intention.  Then  what  had  been  his  purpose?  First,  to  see 
her  picture,  and  then  to  condemn  it.  Not  harshly,  but  gently 
— with  the  chill  toleration  and  faint  commiseration  of  the 
critic  who  pretends  to  judge  everything.  He  knew — none 
better — the  glowing  ardour  and  enthusiasm  of  the  genius 
which  was  as  much  a  part  of  Angela  as  colour  is  part  of  a 
rose, — his  intention  had  been  to  freeze  all  that  warmth  with  a 
few  apparently  kind  words.  For  he  had  never  thought  it 
possible  that  she, — a  mere  woman, — could  evolve  from  her 
own  brain  and  hand,  such  a  poetic,  spiritual  and  magnificent 
conception  as  "The  Coming  of  Christ."  And  when  he  saw 
what  she  had  done,  he  bitterly  envied  her  her  power, — he 
realized  the  weakness  of  his  own  eff"orts  as  compared  with  her 
victorious  achievement,  and  he  hated  her  accordingly,  as  all 
men  hate  the  woman  who  is  intellectually  superior  to  them- 
selves. After  all,  there  was  no  way  out  of  it,  but  the  way  he 
had  chosen, — to  kill  her  and  make  an  end  !  To  kill  her  and 
make  an  end !  He  muttered  these  words  over  and  over  to 
himself,  as  he  stood  irresolutely  watching  the  broad  patterns 
of  the  moonlight,  and  thinking  confusedly  about  the  time. 
Yes, — it  was  three  o'clock  when  he  went  to  Angela's  studio, — 
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it  must  have  been  four,  or  past  that  hour  when  he  left  it, ■ 

when  he  slunk  down  the  side-street  which  led  to  the  river,  and 
threw  the  key  and  his  dagger  together  into  the  muddy  tide. 
After  that  he  had  gone  home, — and  had  superintended  his 
valet,  while  that  individual  packed  his  portmanteau  for  Naples 

and   then — and   then  ?     Yes, — then   he   had   written   to 

Angela, — one    of    the   pretty    gracious    little   notes    she   was 

accustomed  to  receive  from  him, how   strange   it  was  to 

write  to  a  dead  gixl ! and  he  had  gone  out  to  the  nearest 

florist's  shop,  and  had  chosen  a  basket  of  lilies  to  send  to  her, 

lilies  were  for  dead  maidens  always, and  he  had  sent 

the  flowers  and  his  love-letter  together.  Then  surely  it  must 
have  been  about  six?  He  tried  to  fix  the  hour,  but  could 
not,  and  again  his  thoughts  went  rambling  on.  After  sending 
the  lilies,  he  had  returned  to  his  own  house,  and  Pon-Pon  had 
prepared  a  "  petit  cafe  "  for  him,  and  he  had  partaken  of  it, 
and  had  smoked  a  couple  of  cigarettes  with  her,  and  then  had 
said  a  leisurely  good-bye,  and  had  started  for  the  railway- 
station  en  route  for  Naples.  What  train  had  he  intended  to 
go  by?  The  eight  o'clock  express.  He  remembered  that. 
But  on  the  way,  he  had  discovered  that  loss  of  the  dagger- 
sheath, — an  unforeseen  fatality  that  had  turned  him  back,  and 
brought  him  to  where  he  now  stood  meditating.  How  long 
did  the  driver  of  that  fiacre  he  hired,  take  to  bring  him  to 
the  wayside  inn  on  the  road  to  Frascati?  This  he  could 
not  determine, — but  to  his  uncertain  memory  it  seemed  to 
have  been  an  unusually  tedious  and  tiresome  journey.     And 

now here   he   was with   no   habitation   in    sight   save 

the  solitary  building  whose  walls  loomed  darkly  through  the 
eucalyptus  trees.  He  went  towards  it  after  a  while,  walking 
slowly  and  almost  mechanically  ; — he  was  extremely  tired,  and 
an  oppressive  sense  of  heat  and  weariness  combined  made 
him  anxious  to  obtain  a  night's  lodging  somewhere, — no 
matter  in  what  sort  of  place.  Anything  would  be  better  than 
sleeping  out  on  the  Campagna,  an  easy  prey  to  the  worst  form 
of  fever.  As  he  approached  more  nearly  to  the  house  among 
the  trees,  he  saw  that   it   was   surrounded   by   a   very   high, 
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closely  intertwisted  iron  railing, — and  when  he  came  within 
a  few  paces  of  what  appeared  to  be  the  entrance,  he  was 
startled  by  the  sudden  heavy  clang  of  a  bell,  which,  striking 
through  the  still  air,  created  such  harsh  clamour  that  he 
instinctively  shivered  at  the  sound.     He  paused, — and  again 

the  dismal  boom  crashed  on  his  ears, then  as  its  echo  died 

away  another  deep  monotone,  steadily  persistent,  began  to 
stir  the  silence  with  words, — words,  which  to  Florian  Varillo 
in  his  nervous  excitation  of  mind  sounded  hellish  and 
horrible. 

"  Libera  me  Domine,  de  morte  reterna !  " 
"In  die  ilia  tremenda!" 
"Quando  coeli  movendi  sunt  et  terra!" 

"  Duni  veneris  judicare  sccculum  per  ignem  !  " 

He  listened,  and  a  cold  sweat  broke  out  on  his  forehead. 
With  that  strange  weakness  and  effeminacy  which  often 
distinguishes  the  artistic,  and  particularly  the  Italian  artistic 
temperament,  he  was  excessively  superstitious,  and  this 
unexpected  chanting  of  a  psalm  of  death  seemed  to  him 
at  the  moment,  of  supernatural  and  predetermined  origin, 
devised  on  purpose  to  intensify  the  growing  terrors  of  his 
coward  conscience. 

"  Tremens  factus  sum  ego  !  " 

"  Et  timeo,   dum  discussio  venerit,   atque  venerit  ira  ! " 

Once  more  the  great  bell  tolled  heavily,  and  its  discordant 
tone  seemed  to  tear  his  brain.  He  uttered  an  involuntary 
cry, — every  weak  impulse  in  his  soul  was  aroused, — and  in 
the  excess  of  a  miserable  self-pity  he  longed  to  excuse  himself 
for  his  crime  of  treachery  and  cruelty  to  the  innocent  woman 
who  loved  him, — to  throw  the  blame  on  someone  else — if  he 
could  only  find  that  someone  else  !  Anything  rather  than 
own  himself  to  be  the  mean  wretch  and  traitor  that  he  was. 
For  he  was  a  cultured  and  clever  man, — a  scholar, — an  artist, 
— a  poet ; — these  things  were  not  consistent  with  murder ! 
A  man  who  painted  beautiful  pictures, — a  man  who  wrote 
exquisite  verses, — he  could  never  be  suspected  of  stabbing  a 
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helpless  trusting  woman  in  the  back  out  of  sheer  jealousy, 
like  a  common  hired  assassin  !  No  no  !  He  could  never  be 
suspected  !  Why  had  he  not  thought  of  his  intellectual  gifts, 
— his  position  in  the  world  of  art,  before  ?  No  one  could 
possibly  accuse  him  in  the  way  he  had  imagined! — and  even 
if  the  dagger-sheath  were  found,  some  explanation  might  be 
given, — someone  else  might  be  found  guilty  .  .  . 

"  Quando  coeli  movendi  sunt  et  terra  ; 
Dum  veneris  judicare  saeculum  per  ignem  ! " 

Again  that  horrible  bell !  Moved  by  a  sudden  desperate 
determination  to  find  out  what  this  mysterious  chanting  was, 
and  where  it  came  from,  he  braced  himself  up  and  walked 
resolutely  and  quickly  on  to  a  great  gateway,  cross-barred  and 
surmounted  with  tall  spikes, — and  there  seized  by  fresh  panic, 
he  clung  to  the  grating  for  support  and  stared  through  it- 
affrightedly,  his  teeth  chattering  and  his  whole  frame  shaking 
as  with  an  ague  fit.  What  were  those  dark  terrible  figures  he 
saw?  Were  they  phantoms  or  men?  Gaunt  and  black  and 
tall,  they  swayed  to  and  fro,  now  bending,  now  rising,  in  the 
misty  splendour  of  the  moonlight, — they  were  busy  with  the 
ground,  digging  it  and  casting  out  shovels  full  of  earth  in 
heaps  beside  them.  Each  ghostly  figure  stood  by  itself  apart 
from  its  companions, — each  one  worked  at  its  task  alone, — 
and  only  their  voices  mingled  in  harsh  dismal  unison  as,  with 
the  next  stroke  of  the  solemn  bell,  they  chanted 

"  Dies  ilia  dies  irce, 

Calamitatis  et  miseriae!" 

"  No  ! "  shrieked  Varillo  suddenly,  shaking  the  gateway  like 

an  infuriated  madman "What  are  you  doing   in   there? 

Who  told  you  to  sing  my  mass  or  prepare  my  grave  ?  I  am 
not  ready,  I  tell  you  !  Not  ready !  I  have  done  nothing 
to  deserve  death — nothing!  —  I  have  not  been  tried! — you 

must  wait — you   must  wait  till   you   know  all you   must 

wait!  ..." 

His  voice  choked  in  utterance,  and  thrusting  one  hand 
through  the  grating   he    made   frantic   gesticulations   to    the 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  495 

spectral  figure  nearest  him.  It  paused  in  its  toil  and  lifted 
its  head,— and  from  the  dark  folds  of  a  drooping  cowl,  two 
melancholy  deep -set  eyes  glittered  out  like  the  eyes  of  a 
famished  beast.  The  other  spectres  paused  also,  but  only 
for  a  moment, — the  bell  boomed  menacingly  over  their  heads 
once  more,  and  again  they  dug  and  delved,  and  again  they 
chanted  in  dreary  monotone — 

"  Dies  magna  et  amara  valde, 
Dum  veneris  judicare  ! 
Libera  nos  Domine,  de  morte  seterna,  in  die  ilia  tremenda  ! " 

"Wild  with  terror  Varillo  shook  the  gate  more  furiously  than 
before. 

"Stop  I  tell  you!"  he  cried — "It  is  too  soon!  You  are 
burying  me  before  my  time  !  You  have  no  proof  against  me — 
none  !      I  am   young, — full  of  life   and  strength — the  world 

loves  me — wants  me  ! and  I — I  will  not  die  ! — no  I  will 

not ! — not  yet !  Not  yet ! — I  am  not  ready  !  Stop — stop  T 
You  do  not  know  what  you  are  doing — stop  !  You  are  driving 
me  mad  with  your  horrible  singing  ! "  And  he  shrieked  aloud. 
"  Mad,  I  tell  you  !— mad  !  " 

For  one  hazy  moment  he  saw  some  of  the  dark  figures  begin 

to  move  towards  him he  clutched  at  them — fought  with 

them — tore  at  their  garments,- — he  would  have  killed  them  all, 
he  thought,  if  the  moonlight  had  not  come  in  between  him 
and  them,  and  shut  him  up  in  a  cold  silver  circle  of  ice  from 
wliich  he  could  not  escape, — yet  he  went  on  struggling  and 
talking  and  shrieking,  contending  sometimes,  as  he  fancied, 
with  swords  and  daggers,  and  trying  to  find  his  way  through 
strange  storms  of  mingled  fire  and  snow — till  all  at  once  some 
strong  invisible  force  swooped  down  upon  him,  lifted  him  up 
and  carried  him  away, — and  he  remembered  no  more. 
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XXXII 

AWAY  in  Paris,  a  vast  concourse  of  people  were  assembled 
round  an  open  grave  in  Pere-la-Chaise,  wherein  the 
plain  coffin  of  the  Abbe  Vergniaud  had  just  been  lowered. 
The  day  was  misty  and  cold,  and  the  sun  shone  fitfully  through 
the  wreaths  of  thin  vapour  that  hung  over  the  city,  occasionally 
gleaming  on  the  pale  fine  face  of  the  famous  "  Gys  Grandit," 
who,  standing  at  the  edge  of  the  grave  spoke  his  oration  over 
the  dead. 

"To  this,  to  this,"  he  cried,  "oh,  people  of  Paris,  we  all 
must  come  !  Our  ambitions,  our  hopes,  our  dreams,  our  grand 
reforms,  our  loves  and  joys  end  here,  so  far  as  this  world  is 
concerned !  He  whom  we  have  just  laid  in  the  earth  was 
skilled  in  many  devious  ways  of  learning,  —  gifted  with 
eloquence,  great  in  scholarship,  quick  with  the  tongue  as 
with  the  pen, — he  was  a  man  whom  perchance  all  France 
would  have  called  famous  had  it  not  been  for  me  1  I  am  the 
blot  on  my  father's  name  1  I  am  the  sin  for  which  he  has 
made  the  last  expiation  !  People  of  Paris,  for  years  he  lived 
and  worked  among  you, — outwardly  smiling,  witty  of  speech 
and  popular  with  you  all, — but  inwardly  a  misery  to  himself 
in  his  own  conscience,  because  he  knew  his  life  was  not  what 
he  professed  it  to  be.  He  knew  that  he  did  not  believe  what 
he  asked  you  to  accept  as  true !  He  knew  that  he  had  guilt 
upon  his  soul, — he  knew  that  all  the  sins  which  none  of  you 
could  guess  at,  God  saw.  For  there  is  a  God  !  Not  the  God 
of  the  priests,  but  the  God  of  the  Universe  and  of  man's 
natural  and  spiritual  instinct !  He  from  whom  nothing  escapes, 
— He  who  ordains  where  every  drop  of  dew  shall  fall, — He 
whose  omnipresent  vision  perceives  the  flight  of  every  small 
bird  in  the  air  and  predetermines  the  building  of  its  nest,  and 
the  manner  of  its  end, — He  is  the  God  whom  none  can 
deceive.     Those  who  dream  they  can  play  false  with  Him 
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are  mistaken.  This  dead  man,  my  father,  living  among  you 
for  years,  was  contented  for  years  to  seem  like  you, — yes ! — 
for  you  all  have  something  which  you  think  you  can  cover  up 
from  the  searching  eye  of  P'ate ;  and  many  of  you  pretend  to 
be  what  you  are  not, — while  many  more  wear  the  aspect  of 
men  over  the  souls  of  beasts.  My  father  who  rests  here  to-day 
at  our  feet,  was  a  priest  of  the  Roman  Church.  In  tliat 
capacity  he  should  have  been  clothed  with  sanctity.  Human, 
yet  removed  from  common  frailty.  Yet  reckless  of  his  order, 
heedless  of  his  vows,  he,  priest  as  he  was,  turned  libertine, 
and  betrayed  an  innocent  woman.  He  destroyed  her  name — 
killed  her  honour — broke  her  heart !  Libertines  of  all  classes 
from  kings  to  commoners,  do  this  kind  of  thing  every  day,  and 
deem  it  but  a  small  fault  of  character.  Nevertheless  it  is  a 
•crime ! — and  for  a  crime  there  is  always  punishment  1  For  every- 
thing that  is  false,^ — for  everything  that  is  mean, — for  everything 
that  is  contemptible  and  cowardly,  punishment  comes, — if  not 
soon,  then  late.  In  this  case  vengeance  was  forestalled, — for 
the  sinner,  repenting  in  time,  took  his  vengeance  on  himself. 
He  confessed  his  sin  before  you  all !  That  was  brave  !  How 
many  of  you  here  to-day  would  have  such  courage !  How 
many  of  you  would  throw  off  your  cloaks  of  virtue  and  admit 
your  vices? — or  having  admitted  them,  try  to  amend  them? 
But  this  is  what  my  father  did.  And  for  this  he  should  be 
honoured !  He  told  you  all  fully  and  frankly  that  his  pro- 
fessions of  faith  were  false  and  vain  and  conventional ;  and 
that  he  had  seemed  to  you  what  he  was  not.  Now  the 
•committal  of  a  sin  is  one  thing, — but  the  frankly  repentant 
-confession  of  that  sin  is  another.  Some  of  you  will  say — Who 
am  I  that  I  should  judge  my  father  ?  Why  truly  I  am  nothing  ! 
— and  should  have  been  nothing  but  the  avenger  of  my 
mother's  life  and  broken-hearted  misery.  For  that  I  lived, — 
for  that  I  was  ready  to  die  !  What  a  trivial  object  of  existence 
it  must  seem  to  you  Parisians  nowadays  ! — to  avenge  a  mother's 
name  !  Much  better  to  fight  a  duel  for  some  paltry  dancer ! 
Yes  ! — but  I  am  not  so  constituted.  From  my  childhood  I 
worked  for  two  things  —  vengeance  and  ambition ;  I  put 
32 
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ambition  second,  for  I  would  have  sacrificed  it  all  to  the 
fiercer  passion.  But  when  I  sought  to  fulfil  my  vengeance, 
the  man  on  whom  I  would  have  taken  it,  himself  changed  it 
into  respect,  pity,  admiration,  affection, — and  I  loved  what  I 
had  so  long  hated  !  So  even  I,  bent  on  cruelty,  learned  to  be 
kind.  But  not  so  the  Church  !  The  Church  of  Rome  cannot 
forgive  the  dead  priest  whom  we  have  laid  in  all-forgiving 
Mother  Earth  to-day !  Had  he  lived,  the  sentence  of  ex- 
communication would  have  been  pronounced  against  him, — 
now  that  he  is  dead,  it  is  quite  possible  it  may  still  be 
pronounced  against  his  memory.  But  what  of  that  ?  We 
who  know,  who  feel,  who  think, — we  are  not  led  by  the 
Church  of  Rome,  but  by  the  Church  of  Christ !  The  two 
things  are  as  different  as  this  grave  differs  from  high  Heaven  ! 
For  we  believe  that  when  Magdalen  breaks  a  precious  box  of 
perfume  at  the  feet  of  Christ  'she  hath  wrought  a  good  work.' 
We  also  believe  that  when  a  man  stands  'afar  off,'  saying, 
'  Lord,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner  ! '  he  goes  back  to  his  house 
again  justified  more  than  he  who  says  '  Lord,  I  thank  Thee 
I  am  not  as  other  men  ! '  We  believe  that  Right  is  right, 
and  that  nothing  can  make  it  wrong  !  And  simply  speaking, 
we  know  it  is  right  to  tell  the  truth,  and  wrong  to  tell  a  lie. 
For  a  lie  is  opposed  to  the  working  forces  of  Nature,  and 
those  forces  sooner  or  later  will  attack  it  and  overcome  it. 
They  are  beginning  now  in  our  swiftly  advancing  day,  to 
attack  the  Church  of  Rome.  And  why  ?  Because  its  doctrine 
is  no  longer  that  of  Christ,  but  of  Mammon  !  This  is  what 
my  father  felt  and  knew,  when  he  addressed  his  congregation 
for  the  last  time  in  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette.  He  knew  that 
he  was  doomed  by  disease  to  a  speedy  death, — though  he 
little  guessed  how  soon  that  death  would  be.  But  feeling  the 
premonition  of  his  end,  he  resolved  to  speak  out, — not  to 
condone  or  excuse  himself  for  having  preached  what  he  could 
not  believe  all  those  years, — but  merely  to  tell  you  how  things 
were  with  him,  and  to  trust  his  memory  to  you  to  be  dealt 
with  as  you  choose.  He  has  left  a  book  behind  him, — a 
book  full  of  great  and  noble  thoughts  expressed  with  most 
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pathetic  humility ;  hence  I  doubt  not  that  when  you  see  the 
better  soul  of  him  unveiled  in  his  expressed  mind,  you  will 
yet  give  him  the  fame  he  merits.  His  Church  judges  him  a 
heretic  and  castaway  for  having  confessed  his  sin  at  last  to 
the  people  whom  he  so  long  deceived, — but  I  for  this,  judge 
him  as  an  honest  man  !  And  I  have  some  little  right  to  my 
opinion,  for  as  Gys  Grandit  I  have  sought  to  proclaim  the 
thoughts  of  many " 

He  paused  till  the  murmur  of  enthusiasm  at  mention  of 
the  name  by  which  he  was  known  through  France  should 
have  ceased.  It  rose  on  the  air  in  a  sort  of  bee-like  humming 
monotone,  and  then  died  away,  while  many  people  stood  on 
tip-toe  and  craned  their  necks  eagerly  over  each  other's 
shoulders  to  catch  a  gMmpse  of  the  daring  writer  whose 
works  threatened  to  upset  a  greater  power  than  any  throne, 
the  Roman  Church. 

"I  have  tried,"  he  resumed  quietly,  "as  I  say,  to  proclaim 
the  thoughts  of  many  !  The  people  of  France,  like  the  peoples 
of  many  other  nations,  are  losing  God  in  a  cloud  of  priest- 
craft. Look  up  to  this  broad  canopy  of  heaven, — look  up  to 
yonder  driving  clouds  heavy  with  rain,  through  which  the 
great  sun  gleams  like  a  golden  shield, — that  is  the  temple  of 
the  real  God  !  That  sparkling  roof  of  air  through  which  the 
planets  roll  in  their  tremendous  orbits,  bends  over  the  wise 
and  the  foolish,  the  just  and  the  unjust;  the  sun  shines  as 
kindly  on  the  face  of  the  street  outcast  as  on  that  of  the  great 
lady  who  is  often  more  soiled  in  soul  than  her  miserable  sister. 
The  rich  man  can  provide  for  himself  no  finer  quality  of  light 
than  is  vouchsafed  to  the  poor.  The  flowers  in  the  field 
spring  up  as  graciously  under  the  feet  of  the  beggar  as  the 
king.  The  Church  of  the  true  God  is  Equality  ! — the  altar, 
the  sacrament,  the  final  resting-place  of  the  dead.  Equality  1 
Your  revolutionary  cry  was  and  is  still, — Liberty,  Equality, 
and  Fraternity ! — but  when  you  shout  those  words,  you  know 
not  what  you  are  calling  for.  Your  demand  is  instinctive, — 
the  cry  of  a  child  for  its  parents.  It  is  not  for  temporal  things 
that  you  clamour,   as  the  foolish  imagine, — it  is  for  eternal 
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things  !  Liberty  of  thought, — Equality  in  work  —  Fraternity 
in  faith !  But  your  poUtical  leaders,  ever  at  work  for  them- 
selves, misread  these  words  for  you,  even  as  your  priests 
misread  Christ's  Gospel.  They  make  out  for  you  that  you 
want  Liberty  of  action  —  Equality  of  riches.  Fraternity  in 
position.  These  things  are  by  Nature's  law,  impossible. 
They  are  not  wanted,  —  and  reasonable  consideration  will 
prove  to  you  that  you  do  not  want  them,  otherwise  you  would 
be  asking  for  a  disordered  universe, — a  chaos  instead  of  a 
world  !  The  strong  must  always  prevail, — but  by  strong,  I 
do  not  mean  the  strong  liar  or  the  strong  evil-doer.  No  ! 
For  a  lie  contains  in  itself  the  germ  of  rottenness  which 
shall  kill — and  the  evil-doer  is  not  strong  but  weak,  because 
cowardly.  There  is  no  strength  in  fear ;  no  power  in  disease  ! 
Hence  I  repeat  again,  the  strong  must  prevail — and  by  the 
strong,  I  mean  the  Good  !  Evil  is  always  weak, — it  flourishes 
for  a  day,  a  month,  a  year,  or  if  you  will,  a  thousand  years, 
for  a  thousand  years  are  but  as  a  moment  in  the  sight  of 
Heaven  ;  but  for  ever  and  ever  justice  is  done, — for  ever  and 
ever  Right  comes  uppermost,  and  the  Strong  which  is  God, 
than  whom  is  none  stronger,  and  who  is  all  Goodness — 
prevails  !  Liberty  of  thought  should  be  the  privilege  of  every 
human  creature,  but  we  must  never  mistake  it  for  Liberty  of 
action.  Liberty  of  action  is  restrained  by  law  in  the  world  of 
nature,  and  must  be  equally  restrained  in  the  world  of  men. 
But  insist  on  Equality  in  work  !  What  do  I  mean  by  Equality 
in  work  ?  I  mean  this, — that  every  man's  work  is  entitled  to 
consideration  and  respect,  in  every  phase  of  life.  The  road- 
mender  works  well  and  makes  a  smooth  way  for  men  and 
horses ; — he  deserves  my  honour  for  his  skill, — he  has  it, — 
he  shall  have  it, — for  I  know  he  can  teach  me  many  things  of 
which  I  am  ignorant.  The  chief  of  the  State  works  well, — 
organizes ;  —  puts  grave  matters  in  order  and  establishes 
necessary  government  —  he  also  shall  have  my  respect, — he 
has  it, — he  deserves  his  carriage  and  pair  as  fully  as  the 
road-mender  deserves  his  dinner.  We  should  not  grudge  or 
envy  either  man  the  reward  due  to  their  separate  positions. 
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The  nightingale  has  a  sweet  voice, — the  peacock  screams — 
the  one  is  plain  in  colour,  the  other  gorgeous, — and  there 
is  no  actual  Equality ;  yet  the  one  bird  does  not  grudge  the 
other  its  position,  inasmuch  as  though  there  is  no  Equality 
there  is  Compensation.  So  it  is  with  men.  There  is  always 
Compensation  in  every  lot.  So  it  should  be  ;  so  it  must  be. 
Equality  in  work  means  simply,  respect  for  every  kind  of  work 
done,  and  contempt  for  none  except  for  him  who  does  no  work 
at  all !  And  lastly  the  word  *  Fraternity.'  Glorious  word, 
meaning  so  m.uch  !  —  holding  suggestions  of  peace,  joy  and 
purity  in  its  mere  utterance  !  Not  a  Fraternity  of  possession 
— for  then  should  we  become  lower  than  the  beasts,  who  have 
their  own  separate  holes,  their  separate  mates,  their  separate 
young — but  Fraternity  of  Faith  ! — the  one  Faith  that  teaches 
us  to  cry  'Abba  Father,' — that  makes  us  understand  Christ 
as  our  Brother — and  all  of  us  the  children  of  one  family, — one 
creation  moving  on  in  process  of  evolvement  to  greater  things  I 
Let  any  priest  tell  me  that  I  am  not  a  child  of  God,  and  I  will 
retort  that  he,  by  such  an  utterance,  has  proved  himself  a 
child  of  the  devil !  Ignorant,  sinful,  full  of  miserable  im- 
perfections as  I  am,  I  am  of  God  as  the  ant  is,  the  worm,  the 
fly  ! — and  if  I  have  no  more  of  God  in  me  than  such  insects, 
still  I  am  thankful  to  have  so  much  !  What  priest  shall  dare 
to  say  how  much  or  how  little  of  God  there  was  in  the  com- 
position of  this  man  lying  in  the  grave  at  our  feet  who  was  my 
father?  Excommunication!  Who  can  excommunicate  the 
soul  from  its  Creator  ?  Who  can  part  the  sunbeam  from  the 
sun?  Excommunication!  The  human  being  who,  on  what 
he  calls  Church  authority,  shall  thrust  his  brother  away  from 
any  form  of  communion  which  he  himself  judges  and  accepts 
as  valuable,  is  one  of  those  whom  Christ  declared  to  be  'in 
danger  of  hell-fire.'  For  there  is  no  man  who  can,  if  he  be 
true  to  himself,  condemn  his  brother -man,  or  say  to  him 
*  Stand  back  !  I  am  holier  than  thou  ! '  Therefore,  for  him 
whom  we  lay  down  to  rest  to-day,  let  there  be  pardon  and 
peace  !  Let  us  remember  that  for  all  his  sins  he  atoned,  by 
full  confession ; — by  publicly  branding  himself  in  the  sight  of 
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that  society  in  whose  estimation  he  had  till  then  seemed 
something  superior, — by  voluntarily  resigning  himself  to  the 
wrath  of  the  Church  of  which  he  was  a  professed  servant. 
Cursed  by  his  Creed,  he  may  now  perchance  be  blessed  by 
his  Creator !  For  he  died,  clean-souled  and  true — washed  of 
hypocrisy, — with  no  secret  vice  left  hidden  for  others  to  rake 
up  and  expose  to  criticism.  Whatsoever  wrong  he  did,  he 
openly  admitted — whatever  false  things  he  said,  he  retracted. 
I  believe — and  I  am  sure  we  all  believe,  that  his  spirit  thus 
purified,  is  acceptable  to  God.  He  has  left  no  lies  behind 
him — no  debts — no  wrongs  to  be  avenged.  He  told  you  all, 
people  of  Paris,  what  he  was  before  he  left  you, — and,  looking 
down  into  this  dark  grave,  we  know  what  he  is.  A  senseless, 
sightless,  stiffening  form  of  clay,  from  which  the  soul  that 
animated  it  into  action  has  fled.  Let  the  Church  excom- 
municate this  poor  corpse  of  my  father, — let  it  muster  its 
forces  against  his  memory  as  it  will,  I  swear  before  you  all, 
that  memory  shall  live  !  Yes — for  I,  his  son,  will  guard  it ;  I, 
whom  he  so  late  acknowledged  as  his  own  flesh  and  blood, 
■will  be  a  shield  of  defence  for  his  name  till  I  die  !  If  priests 
-would  attack  him,  they  must  attack  him  through  me  ! — and  I, 
despite  a  thousand  Churches,  a  thousand  Creeds,  a  thousand 
Sacraments,  will  firmly  maintain  that  a  man  who  frankly 
repents  his  sins  and  is  openly  honest  with  the  world  before 
he  leaves  it,  is  a  better  Christian  than  he,  who  for  the  sake 
of  mere  appearances  and  conventionality,  juggles  with  death 
and  passes  to  his  Maker's  presence  in  a  black  cloud  of  lies  ! 
Better  to  be  crucified  with  Christ,  than  live  with  the  High 
Priests  and  Pharisees  of  the  modem  Jerusalem  of  our  social 
conditions !     Truth   may   seem   to   perish    on    the   Cross   of 

injustice it   may   be   buried   in    a   sealed  sepulchre,   the 

•entrance  to  which  may  be  closed  up  by  a  great  stone  of 
Mammon-bulk  and  heaviness — but  the  moment  must  come 
•when  the  Angel  descends  from  Heaven— when  the  stone  is 
rolled  away  —  and  the  eternal,  living  God  rises  again  and 
walks  the  world  in  the  glory  of  a  new  dawn!" 

He  ended — and  for  a  moment  there  was  a  deep  silence. 
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There  had  been  no  funeral  service,  for  no  priest  would  attend 
the  burial  of  the  heretic  Abbe.  So,  after  a  brief  pause, 
Cyrillon  knelt  down  by  the  grave, — and  carried  away  by  the 
solemnity  of  the  scene,  as  well  as  by  their  own  emotional 
excitement,  more  than  half  the  crowd  knelt  with  him,  as, 
bending  his  head  reverently  over  his  clasped  hands,  he  prayed 
aloud — 

"Oh  God  of  Love,  whose  tenderness  and  care  for  Thy 
creation  is  everywhere  disclosed  to  us,  from  the  smallest  atom 
of  dust,  to  the  stupendous  majesty  of  Thy  million  worlds  in 
the  air, — give  we  beseech  Thee,  to  this  perished  clay  which 
once  was  man,  the  beauty  which  transforms  vile  things  to 
virtuous,  and  endows  our  seeming  death  with  life  !  Let  Thy 
eternal  Law  of  Resurrection  so  work  upon  this  senseless  body 
that  it  may  pass  through  Earth  to  Heaven,  and  there  find 
finer  grades  of  being,  higher  forms  of  development,  greater 
opportunities  of  perfection.  And  for  the  Soul,  which  is  Thine 
own  breath  of  fire,  O  God,  receive  it,  purified  from  sin,  and 
make  it  worthy  of  the  final  purpose  for  which  Thou  hast 
destined  it  from  the  beginning !  And  grant  unto  us,  left  here 
to  still  work  out  our  own  salvation  on  this  the  planet  Thou 
hast  chosen  for  our  trial,  the  power  to  comprehend  Thy  laws, 
and  faithfully  to  obey  them, — to  forgive  as  we  would  be  for- 
given,— to  love  as  we  would  be  loved, — and  to  lift  our  thoughts 
from  the  appearance  of  this  grave  to  the  Reality  of  Thy 
beneficence,  which  hath  ordained  Light  out  of  Darkness,  and 
out  of  Death,  Life,  as  proved  most  gloriously  to  us  by  Christ 
our  Brother,  our  Teacher  and  our  Master  !     Amen  !  " 

His  prayer  finished,  the  young  man  rose,  and  taking  a  wreath 
of  ivy,  which  he  had  travelled  to  Touraine  himself  to  bring 
from  the  walls  of  the  simple  cottage  where  his  mother  had 
lived  and  worked  and  died,  he  dropped  it  gently  on  the  coffin, 
and  signed  to  the  grave-diggers  to  fill  in  the  earth.  Then 
turning  to  the  crowd,  he  said, 

"  My  friends,  I  thank  you  all  for  the  sympathy  which  has 
brought  you  here  to-day.  'It  is  finished.'  The  dead  man  is 
at  rest !     And  now  as  you  go, — as  you  return  to  your  own 
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homes, — homes  happy  or  unhappy  as  the  case  may  be,  I  will 
only  ask  you  to  remember  that  there  is  no  permanence  or 
virtue  in  falsehood  whether  it  be  falsehood  religious  or  false- 
hood political ; — and  he  who  dies  truthfully  dealing  with  his 
fellow-men,  lives  again  with  God,  and  is  not,  as  Scripture  says 
'dead  in  his  sins,'  but  born  again  to  a  new  and  more  hopeful 
existence  ! " 

With  the  last  words  he  gave  the  sign  of  dismissal.  The 
people  began  to  disperse  slowly  and  somewhat  reluctantly, 
every  member  of  the  crowd  being  curious  to  obtain  a  nearer 
view  of  the  young  orator  who  not  only  spoke  his  thoughts 
fearlessly,  but  whose  pen  was  as  a  scythe  mowing  down  a 
harvest  of  shams  and  hypocrisies,  and  whose  frank  utterance 
from  the  heart  was  so  honest  as  to  be  absolutely  convincing 
to  the  public.  But  he,  after  giving  a  few  further  instructions 
to  the  men  who  were  beginning  to  close  in  his  father's  grave, 
walked  away  with  one  or  two  friends,  and  was  soon  lost  to 
sight  in  one  of  the  many  winding  paths  that  led  from  the 
cemetery  out  into  the  road,  so  that  many  who  anxiously  sought 
to  study  his  features  more  nearly,  were  disappointed.  One 
person  there  was,  who  had  listened  to  his  oration  in  wonder 
and  open-mouthed  admiration, — this  was  Jean  Patoux,  He 
had  taken  the  opportunity  offered  him  in  a  "cheap  excursion" 
from  Rouen  to  Paris,  to  visit  a  cousin  of  his  who  was  a  small 
florist  owning  a  shop  in  the  Rue  St.  Honore, — and  by  chance, 
he  and  this  same  cousin,  while  quietly  walking  together  down 
one  of  the  boulevards,  had  got  entangled  in  the  press  of  people 
who  were  pouring  into  Pere-la-Chaise  on  this  occasion,  and 
had  followed  them  out  of  curiosity,  not  at  all  knowing  what 
they  were  going  to  see.  But  the  florist,  known  as  Pierre 
Midon,  soon  realized  the  situation  and  explained  it  all  to  his 
provincial  relative. 

"  It  is  the  Abbe  Vergniaud  they  are  burying,"  he  said, — 
"  He  was  a  wonderful  preacher !  All  fashionable  Paris  used 
to  go  and  hear  him  till  he  made  that  pretty  scandal  of  himself 
a  month  or  so  ago.  He  was  a  popular  and  a  social  favourite  ; 
but  one  fine  morning  he  preached  a  sermon  to  his  congregation 
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all  against  the  Church,  and  for  that  matter  against  himself  too, 
for  he  then  and  there  confessed  before  everybody  that  he  was 
no  true  priest.  And  as  he  preached, — what  think  you? — a 
young  man  fired  a  pistol  shot  at  him  for  his  rascality,  as  every- 
one supposed,  and  when  the  gendarmes  would  have  taken  the 
assassin,  this  same  Abbe  stopped  them,  and  refused  to  punish 
his  own  son  !  What  do  you  think  of  that  for  a  marvel  ?  And 
something  still  more  marvellous  followed,  for  that  very  son 
who  tried  to  kill  him  was  no  other  than  Gys  Grandit,  the  man 
we  have  just  heard  speaking,  though  nobody  knew  it  till  a 
week  afterwards.  Such  a  scene  you  never  saw  in  a  church  ! — 
Paris  was  wild  with  excitement  for  a  dozen  hours,  which  is 
about  as  long  as  its  fevers  last, — and  the  two  of  them,  father 
and  son,  went  straight  away  to  a  famous  Cardinal  then  staying 
in  Paris, — and  he,  by  the  way,  was  in  the  church  when  the 
Abbe  publicly  confessed  himself Cardinal  Bonpre " 

"Ah!"  interrupted  Patoux  excitedly,  "This  interests  met 
For  that  most  eminent  Cardinal  stayed  at  my  inn  in  Rouen 
before  coming  on  here  ! " 

"So!"  And  Cousin  Pierre  looked  rather  surprised. 
"Without  offence  to  thee,  Jean,  it  was  a  poor  place  for  a 
Cardinal,  was  it  not?" 

"  Poor,  truly, — but  sufficient  for  a  man  of  his  mind  ! "  replied 
Patoux  tranquilly, — "For  look  you,  he  is  trying  to  live  as 
Christ  lived,— and  Christ  cared  naught  for  luxury." 

Pierre  Midon  laughed. 

"By  my  faith  !  If  priests  were  to  live  as  Christ  lived,  Paris 
might  learn  to  respect  them!"  he  said, — "  But  we  know  that 
they  will  not, — and  that  few  of  them  are  better  than  the  worst 
of  us  !  But  to  finish  my  story — this  Abb^  and  the  son  whom 
he  so  suddenly  and  strangely  acknowledged,  went  to  this 
Cardinal  Bonprc  for  some  reason — most  probably  for  pardon, 
though  truly  I  cannot  tell  you  what  happened — for  almost 
immediately,  the  Abbe  went  out  of  Paris  to  the  Chateau 
D'Agramont  some  miles  away,  and  his  son  went  with  him, 
and  there  the  two  stayed  together  till  the  old  man  died.  And 
as  for  Cardinal  Bonprc,  he  went  at  once  to  Rome  with  his 
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niece,  the  famous  painter,  Angela  Sovrani, — I  imagine  he  may 
have  interceded  with  the  Pope,  or  tried  to  do  so  for  the  Abbe, 
but  whatever  happened,  there  they  are  now,  for  all  I  know  to 
the  contrary.  And  we  heard  that  the  Church  was  about  to 
•excommunicate,  or  had  already  excommunicated  Vergniaud, 
though  I  suppose  Cardinal  Bonpre  had  nothing  to  do  with 
that?" 

"  Not  he  ! "  said  Patoux  firmly,  "  He  would  never  excom- 
municate or  do  any  unkind  thing  to  a  living  soul — that  I  am 
pretty  sure  of.  He  is  the  very  Cardinal  who  performed  the 
miracle  in  my  house  that  has  caused  us  no  end  of  trouble, — 
and  he  is  under  the  displeasure  of  the  Pope  for  it  now,  if  all  I 
hear  be  true." 

"That  is  strange  !"  said  Pierre  with  a  laugh, — "To  be  under 
the  displeasure  of  the  Pope  for  doing  a  good  deed  ! " 

"Truly,  it  seems  so,"  agreed  Patoux, — "But  you  must  re- 
tnember  there  was  no  paying  shrine  concerned  in  it !  Mark 
you  that,  my  Pierre  !  Even  our  Lady  of  Bon  Secours,  near 
to  Rouen  as  she  is,  was  not  applied  to.  The  miracle  took 
place  in  the  poor  habitation  of  an  unknown  little  innkeeper, 
— that  is  myself, — and  there  was  no  solemnity  at  all  about  it — 
no  swinging  of  incense — no  droning  of  prayers — no  lighting  of 
candles — no  anything,  but  just  a  good  old  man  with  a  crippled 
child  on  his  knee,  praying  to  the  Christ  who  he  believed  was 
able  to  help  him.     And — and " 

He  broke  off  suddenly  and  crossed  himself.  Pierre  Midon 
stared  at  the  action. 

"What  ails  thee,  Jean?"  he  asked  brusquely, — "Hast  thou 
remembered  a  dead  sin,  or  a  passing  soul  ?  " 

"  Neither,"  replied  Patoux  slowly,  "But  only  just  the  thought 
of  another  child — a  waif  and  stray  whom  the  good  Cardinal 
found  in  the  streets  of  Rouen,  outside  our  great  Cathedral  door. 
A  gentle  lad  !• — my  wife  was  greatly  taken  with  him ; — and  he 
Avas  present  in  my  house  too,  when  the  miracle  of  healing  was 
performed." 

"And  for  that,  is  there  any  need  to  cross  thyself  like  a 
mumbling  old  woman  afraid  of  the  devil  ?  "  enquired  his  cousin. 
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Patoux  smiled  a  slow  smile 

"  Gently,  Pierre — gently  !  "  he  said.  "  Thou  art  of  Paris, — I 
of  the  provinces.  That  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  way  we 
look  at  life.  There  are  very  few  holy  things  in  great  cities, — 
but  there  are  many  in  the  country.  Every  day  when  I  am  at 
home  I  go  out  of  the  town  to  work  in  my  field, — and  I  feel 
the  clean  breath  of  the  wind,  the  scent  of  the  earth  and  the 
colours  of  the  sky  and  the  flowers, — and  I  know  quite  well 
there  is  a  God,  or  these  blessings  could  not  be.  For  if  there 
were  only  Chance  and  a  Man  to  manage  the  universe,  a  pretty 
muddle  we  should  have  of  it !  And  when  I  see  or  think  of  a 
holy  thing,  I  sign  the  cross  out  of  old  childhood's  habit, — so 
just  now,  when  I  remembered  the  boy  whom  the  Cardinal 
rescued  from  the  streets,  I  knew  I  was  thinking  of  a  holy 
thing;  and  that  explains  my  action." 

"  How  dost  thou  prove  a  waif  of  the  streets  a  holy  thing  ?  " 
enquired  Pierre  curiously. 

Patoux  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  gave  a  wide  deprecatory 
wave  of  both  hands. 

"  Ah,  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell  you  !  "  he  said, — "  It  is  a 
matter  beyond  my  skill !  But  the  boy  was  a  fair-faced  boy, — 
I  never  saw  him  myself " 

Midon  laughed  outright. 

"Never  saw  him  thyself:"  he  cried, — "And  yet  thou  dost 
make  the  sign  of  the  cross  at  the  thought  of  him  !  Diantre ! 
Patoux,  thou  art  crazy  !  " 

"  Maybe — maybe,"  said  Patoux  mildly, — they  were  walking 
together  out  of  the  cemetery  by  this  time  in  the  wake  of  the 
rapidly  dispersing  crowd, — "  But  I  have  always  taken  my  wife's 
word, — and  I  take  it  now.  And  she  has  said  over  and  over 
again  to  me  that  the  boy  had  a  rare  sweet  nature.  And  then 
— the  child  whom  the  Cardinal  healed, — Fabien  Doucet, — 
will  always  insist  upon  it  that  it  was  the  touch  of  that  same 
boy  which  truly  cured  him  and  not  the  Cardinal  at  all ! " 

"  Mere  fancy  ! "  said  Pierre  carelessly, — "  And  truly  if  it  were 
not  for  knowing  thee  to  be  honest,  I  should  doubt  the  miracle 
altogether  ! " 
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*'  And  thou  wouldest  be  of  the  majority  !  "  said  Patoux 
equably — "  For  our  house  has  been  a  very  bee-hive  of  buzz 
and  trouble  ever  since  a  bit  of  good  was  done  in  it — and 
Martine  Doucet,  the  mother  of  the  cured  child,  has  led  the 
life  of  the  damned,  thanks  to  the  kindness  of  her  neighbours 
and  friends  !  And  will  you  believe  me,  the  Archbishop  of 
Rouen  himself  took  the  trouble  to  walk  into  the  market-place 
and  assure  her  she  was  a  wicked  woman, — ^that  she  had  taught 
her  boy  to  play  the  cripple  in  order  to  excite  pity, — and  I 
believe  he  thinks  she  is  concerned  in  the  strange  disappearance 
of  his  clerk,  Claude  Cazeau.  For  this  same  Cazeau  came  to 
our  house  one  night  when  Martine  was  there,  and  told  her  he 
had  instructions  to  take  her  to  Rome  to  see  the  Pope,  and  her 
child  with  her,  for  the  purpose  of  explaining  the  miracle  in  her 
own  words,  and  giving  the  full  life-history  of  herself  and  the 
little  one.  And  she  was  angry, — ah,  she  can  be  very  angry, 
poor  Martine  ! — she  has  a  shrill  tongue  and  a  wild  eye,  and 
she  said  out  flatly  that  she  would  not  go,  and  furthermore  that 
she  would  not  be  caught  in  a  priest's  trap,  or  words  to  that 
effect.  And  this  clerk,  Cazeau, — a  miserable  little  white- 
livered  rascal,  crawled  away  from  my  door  in  a  rage  with  us 
all,  and  never  was  seen  again.  The  police  have  hunted  high 
and  low  for  trace  of  him,  but  can  find  none.  But  I  have  my 
suspicions " 

"What  are  they?"  enquired  Midon, — "That  he  went  out 
like  Judas,  and  hanged  himself?" 

"Truly  he  might  have  done  that  without  loss  or  trouble  to 
anyone  ! "  said  Patoux  tranquilly, — "  But  he  thought  too  well 
of  himself  to  be  quite  so  ready  for  a  meeting  with  le  bon 
Dieu  !  No  ! — I  will  tell  you  what  I  think.  There  was  a  poor 
girl  who  used  to  roam  about  the  streets  of  our  town,  called 
Marguerite ;  she  was  once  a  sensible,  bright  creature  enough^ 
the  only  daughter  of  old  Valmond  the  saddler,  who  died  from 
a  kick  from  his  favourite  horse  one  day,  and  left  his  child  ail 
alone  in  the  world.  She  was  a  worker  in  a  great  silk-factory, 
and  was  happy  and  contented,  so  it  seemed,  till — well !  It  is 
the  old  story — a  man  with  a  woman,  and  the  man  is  most  often 
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the  devil  in  it.  Anyway,  this  Marguerite  went  mad  on  her  love- 
affair,- — and  we  called  her  '  La  Folic,' — not  harshly — for  all  the 
town  was  kind  to  her.  I  mentioned  her  name  once  in  the 
presence  of  this  man  Cazeau,  and  he  started  as  if  an  adder  had 
bitten  him.  And  now — he  has  disappeared — and  strange  to 
say,  so  has  she  !  " 

"So  has  she!"  echoed  Midon,  opening  his  eyes  a  little 
■wider — "Then  what  do  you  suppose  ? " 

"Just  this,"  said  Patoux,  emphasizing  his  words  by  marking 

them  out  with  a  fat  thumb  on  the  palm  of  the  other  hand 

^'That  Cazeau  was  the  villain  of  the  piece  as  they  say  in  the 
theatres,  and  that  she  has  punished  him  for  his  villainy.  She 
used  to  swear  in  her  mad  speech  that  if  ever  she  met  the  man 
who  had  spoilt  her  life  for  her,  she  would  kill  him ;  and  that 
is  just  what  I  believe  she  has  done  !  " 

"  But  would  she  kill  herself  also  ?  "  demanded  Pierre — "  And 
what  has  become  of  one  or  both  bodies  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  There  thou  dost  ask  more  than  I  can  answer  !  "  said 
Patoux.  "  But  what  is  very  certain  is,  that  both  bodies,  living 
•or  dead,  have  disappeared.  And  as  I  said  to  my  wife  when 
:she  put  these  things  into  my  head, — for  look  you,  my  head  is 
but  a  dull  one,  and  if  my  wife  did  not  put  things  into  it,  it 
would  be  but  an  emptiness  altogether, — I  said  to  my  wife  that 
if  she  were  right  in  her  suspicions — and  she  generally  is  right — 
this  Marguerite  had  taken  but  a  just  vengeance.  For  you  will 
not  prove  to  me  that  there  is  any  man  living  who  has  the  right 
to  take  the  joy  out  of  a  woman's  soul  and  destroy  it." 

"  It  is  done  every  day  ! "  said  Midon  with  a  careless  shrug, — 
■"  Women  give  themselves  too  easily  ! " 

"  And  men  take  too  greedily  ! "  said  Patoux  obstinately — 
■"  What  virtue  there  is  in  the  matter  is  on  the  woman's  side. 
For  she  mostly  gives  herself  for  love's  sake, — but  the  man 
cares  naught  save  for  his  own  selfish  pleasure.  As  a  man 
myself,  I  am  on  the  side  of  the  woman  who  revenges  herself 
on  her  betrayer." 

"  For  that  matter  so  am  I ! "  said  Midon.  "Women  have  a 
hard  time  of  it  in  this  world,  even  under  the  best  of  circum- 
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stances, — and  whatever  man  makes  it  harder  for  them,  should 
be  horse-whipped  within  an  inch  of  his  Hfe,  if  I  had  my  way. 
I  have  a  wife — and  a  young  daughter — and  my  old  mother  sits 
at  home  with  us,  as  cheery  and  bright  a  body  as  you  would  find 
in  all  France, — and  so  I  know  the  worth  of  women.  If  any 
rascal  were  to  insult  my  girl  by  so  much  as  a  look,  he  would 
find  himself  in  the  ditch  with  a  sore  back  before  he  had  time 
to  cry  '  Dieu  merci ! ' " 

He  laughed ; — Patoux  laughed  with  him,  and  then  went  on, — 

"  I  told  thee  of  the  miracle  in  my  house,  and  of  the  boy  the 
Cardinal  found  in  the  streets, — well ! — these  things  have  had 
their  good  effect  in  my  own  family.  My  two  children,  Henri 
and  Babette — ah  !  What  children  !  God  be  praised  for  them  I 
As  bright,  as  kind  as  the  sunlight, — and  their  love  for  me  and 
their  mother  is  a  great  thing — a  good  thing,  look  you ! — one 
cannot  be  sufficiently  grateful  for  it.  For  nowadays,  children 
too  often  despise  their  parents,  which  is  bad  luck  to  them  in 
their  after  days ;  but  ours,  wild  as  they  were  a  while  ago,  are 
all  obedience  and  sweetness.  I  used  often  to  wonder  what 
would  become  of  them  as  they  grew  up — for  they  were  wilful 
and  angry-tempered,  and  ofttimes  cruel  in  speech — but  I  have 
no  fear  now.  Henri  works  well  at  his  lessons,  and  Babette 
too, — and  there  is  something  better  than  the  learning  of  lessons 
about  them, — something  new  and  bright  in  their  dispositions 
which  makes  us  all  happy.  And  this  has  come  about  since 
the  Cardinal  stayed  with  us ;  and  also  since  the  pretty  boy  was 
found  outside  the  Cathedral !  " 

"That  boy  seems  to  have  impressed  thee  more  than  the 
Cardinal  himself!"  said  Midon — "But  now  I  remember  well, 
— on  the  day  the  Abbe  Vergniaud  preached  his  last  sermon, 
and  was  nearly  shot  dead  by  his  own  son,  there  was  a  rumour 
that  his  life  had  been  saved  by  some  boy  who  was  an  attendant 
on  the  Cardinal,  and  who  interposed  himself  between  the 
Abbe  and  the  flying  bullet, — that  must  have  been  the  one  you 
mean  ?  " 

"No  doubt — no  doubt!"  said  Patoux,  nodding  gravely — 
"There  was  something  about  him  that  seemed  a  sort  of  shield 
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against  evil — or  at  least,  so  said  my  wife, — and  so  say  my 
children.  Only  the  other  day,  my  boy  Henri — he  is  big  and 
full  of  mischief  as  boys  will  be — was  playing  with  two  or  three 
younger  lads,  and  one  of  them  like  a  little  sneak,  stole  up 
behind  him  and  gave  him  a  blow  with  a  stick,  which  broke  in 
two  with  the  force  of  the  way  the  young  rascal  went  to  work. 
with  it.  Now,  thought  I,  there  will  be  need  for  me  to  step  out 
and  stop  this  quarrel,  for  Henri  will  beat  that  miserable  little 
wretch  into  a  jelly  !  But  nothing  of  the  sort  I  My  boy  turned 
round  with  a  bright  laugh — picked  up  the  two  pieces  of  the 
stick  and  gave  them  back  to  the  little  coward  with  a  civil  bow, 
'  Hit  in  front  next  time  ! '  he  said.  And  the  little  wretch 
turned  tail  and  began  to  boo-hoo  in  fine  fashion — crying  as  if 
he  had  been  hurt  instead  of  Henri.  But  they  are  the  best 
friends  in  the  world  now.  I  asked  Henri  about  it  afterwards,, 
and  he  turned  as  red  as  an  apple  in  the  cheeks.  '  I  wanted  to- 
kill  him,  father,'  he  said, — '  but  I  knew  that  the  boy  who  was 
with  Cardinal  Bonpre  would  not  have  done  it — and  so  I  did 
not ! '  Now  look  you,  for  a  rough  little  fellow  such  as  Henri, 
that  was  a  great  victory  over  his  passions — and  there  is  no 
doubt  the  Cardinal's  little  foundling  was  the  cause  of  his  so 
managing  himself." 

Pierre  Midon  had  nothing  to  say  in  answer, — the  subject 
was  getting  beyond  him,  and  he  was  a  man  who,  when  thought 
became  difficult,  gave  up  thinking  altogether. 

And  while  these  two  simple-minded  worthies  were  thus 
talking  and  strolling  together  home  through  the  streets  of 
Paris,  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  having  parted  from  the  few  friends 
who  had  paid  him  the  respect  of  their  attendance  at  his  father's 
grave,  was  making  his  way  towards  the  Champs  Elysees  in  a 
meditative  frame  of  mind,  when  his  attention  was  suddenly 
caught  and  riveted  by  a  placard  set  up  in  front  of  one  of  the 
newspaper  kiosks  at  the  corner  of  a  boulevard,  on  which  in 
great  black  letters,  was  the  name  "Angela  Sovrani."  His 
heart  gave  one  great  bound — then  stood  still — the  streets  of 
the  city  reeled  round  him,  and  he  grew  cold  and  sick, 
"  Meurtre  de  la  fameuse  Angela  Sovrani  1 " 
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Hardly  knowing  what  he  was  about,  he  bought  the  paper. 
The  news  was  in  a  mere  paragraph  briefly  stating  that  the 
celebrated  artist  had  been  found  stabbed  in  her  studio,  and 
that  up  to  the  present  there  was  no  trace  of  the  unknown 
assassin. 

Passionate  and  emotional  as  his  warm  nature  was,  the  great 
tears  rushed  to  Cyrillon's  eyes.  In  one  moment  he  realized 
what  he  had  been  almost  unconsciously  cherishing  in  his  own 
mind  ever  since  Angela's  beautiful  smile  had  shone  upon  him. 
When  in  the  few  minutes  of  speech  he  had  had  with  her  she 
admitted  herself  to  be  the  mysterious  correspondent  who  had 
constantly  written  to  him  as  "Gys  Grandit,"  fervently  sym- 
pathising with  his  theories,  and  urging  him  on  to  fresh  and 
more  courageous  effort,  he  had  been  completely  overcome, 
not  only  with  surprise,  but  also  with  admiration.  It  had  taken 
him  some  time  to  realize  that  she,  the  greatest  artist  of  her 
<iay,  was  actually  his  unknown  friend  of  more  than  two  years' 
correspondence.  He  knew  she  was  engaged  to  be  married 
to  her  comrade  in  art,  Florian  Varillo,  but  that  fact  did  not 
prevent  him  from  feeling  for  her  all  the  sudden  tenderness,  the 
instinctive  intimacy  of  spirit  with  spirit,  which  in  the  highest 
natures  means  the  highest  love.  Then, — they  had  all  been 
brought  together  so  strangely ! — his  father,  and  himself,  with 
Cardinal  Bonpre, — and  she  —  the  Cardinal's  fair  niece, 
<iaughter  of  a  proud  Roman  house, — she  had  not  turned  away 
from  the  erring  and  repentant  priest  whom  the  Church  had 
cast  out ;  she  had  given  him  her  hand  at  parting,  and  had 
been  as  sweetly  considerate  of  his  feelings  as  though  she  had 
been  his  own  daughter.  And  when  he  was  ill  and  dying  at 
the  Chateau  D'Agramont,  she  had  written  to  him  two  or  three 
times  in  the  kindest  and  tenderest  way,  and  her  letters  had  not 
been  answered,  because  the  Abbe  was  too  ill  to  write,  and  he, 

Cyrillon,  had  been  afraid lest  he  should  say  too   much ! 

And  now — -she  was  dead  ? — murdered  ?  No  ! — he  would  not 
believe  it  1 

"God  is  good!"  said  Cyrillon,  crushing  the  paper  in  his 
hand  and  raising  his  eyes  to  the  cloudy  heavens — "He  does 
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nothing  that  is  unnecessarily  cruel.  He  would  not  take  that 
brilliant  creature  away  till  she  had  won  the  reward  of  her 
work  —  happiness!  No! — something  tells  me  this  news  is 
false ! — she  cannot  be  dead  !  But  I  will  start  for  Rome 
to-night." 

He  returned  to  the  cheap  pension  where  he  had  his  room, 
and  at  once  packed  his  valise.  With  all  his  fame  he  was 
extremely  poor ;  he  had  for  the  most  part  refused  to  take 
payment  for  his  books  and  pamphlets  which  had  been  so 
freely  spread  through  France,  preferring  to  work  for  his  daily 
bread  in  the  fields  of  an  extensive  farm  near  his  birthplace  in 
Touraine.  He  had  begun  there  as  a  little  lad,  earning  his 
livelihood  by  keeping  the  birds  away  from  the  crops — and 
had  steadily  risen  by  degrees,  through  his  honesty  and 
diligence,  to  the  post  of  superintendent  or  bailiff  of  the 
whole  concern.  No  one  was  more  trusted  than  he  by  his 
employers, — no  one  more  worthy  of  trust.  But  his  wages 
were  by  no  means  considerable, — and  though  he  saved  as 
much  as  he  could,  and  lived  on  the  coarsest  fare,  it  was  a 
matter  of  some  trouble  for  him  to  spare  the  money  to  take 
him  from  Paris  to  Rome.  What  cash  he  had,  he  carried  about 
him  in  a  leathern  bag,  and  this  he  now  emptied  on  the  table 
to  estimate  the  strength  of  his  finances.  Any  possibility  of 
changing  his  mind  and  waiting  for  further  news  from  Rome 
did  not  occur  to  him.  One  of  his  chief  characteristics  was 
the  determined  way  he  always  carried  through  anything  he 
had  set  his  mind  upon.  In  one  of  his  public  speeches  he  had 
once  said — "Let  all  the  powers  of  Hell  oppose  me,  I  will 
storm  them  through  and  pass  on  !  For  the  powers  of  Heaven 
are  on  my  side  ! " — the  audacity  and  daring  of  this  utterance 
carrying  away  his  audience  in  a  perfect  whirlwind  of  enthusiasm. 
And  though  it  is  related  of  a  certain  cynical  philosopher,  that 
when  asked  by  one  of  his  scholars  for  a  definition  of  hell,  he 
dashed  into  the  face  of  his  enquirer  an  empty  purse  for  answer, 
the  lack  of  funds  was  no  obstacle  to  Cyrillon's  intended 
journey. 

"Because  if  I  can  go  no  other  way,  I  will  persuade  the 

33 
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guard  to  let  me  ride  in  the  van,  or  travel  in  company  with  a 
horse  or  dog — quite  as  good  animals  as  myself  in  their  way," 
he  thought. 

With  a  characteristic  indifference  to  all  worldly  matters  he 
had  entirely  forgotten  that  the  father  whom  he  had  just  buried 
had  died  wealthy,  and  that  his  entire  fortune  had  been  left  to 
the  son  whom  he  had  so  lately  and  strangely  acknowledged. 
And  when, — while  he  was  still  engaged  in  counting  up  his 
small  stock  of  money, — a  knock  came  at  the  door,  and  a 
well-dressed  man  of  business-like  appearance  entered  with  a 
smiling  and  propitiatory  air,  addressing  him  as  "  Monsieur 
Vergniaud,"  Cyrillon  did  not  know  at  all  what  to  make  of  his 
visitor.  Sweeping  his  coins  together  with  one  hand,  he  stood 
up,  his  flashing  eyes  glancing  the  stranger  over  carelessly. 

"Your  name,  sir?"  he  demanded — "I  am  not  acquainted 
with  you." 

The  smiling  man  unabashed,  sought  about  for  a  place  to  put 
down  his  shiny  hat,  and  smiled  still  more  broadly. 

"No  !"  he  said — "No  1  You  would  not  be  likely  to  know 
me.  I  have  not  the  celebrity  of  Gys  Grandit !  I  am  only 
Andrd  Petitot — a  lawyer,  residing  in  the  Boulevard  Males- 
herbes.     I  have  just  come  from  your  father's  funeral." 

Cyrillon  bowed  gravely,  and  remained  silent. 

"I  have  followed  you,"  pursued  Monsieur  Petitot  affably, 
"as  soon  as  I  could,  according  to  the  instructions  I  received, 
to  ask  when  it  will  be  convenient  for  you  to  hear  me  read  your 
father's  will  ?  " 

The  young  man  started. 

"  His  will ! "  he  ejaculated.  He  had  never  given  it  a 
thought. 

"Yes.  May  I  take  a  chair?  There  are  only  two  in  the 
room,  I  perceive  !  Thanks  !  "  And  the  lawyer  sat  down  and 
began  drawing  off  his  gloves, — "Your  father  had  considerable 
means, — though  he  parted  with  much  that  he  might  have  kept, 
through  his  extraordinary  liberality  to  the  poor " 

"God  bless  him  1"  murmured  Cyrillon. 

"Yes — yes — no  doubt  God  will  bless  him  ! "  said  Monsieur 
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Petitot  amicably — "According  to  your  way  of  thinking,  He 
ought  to  do  so.  Rut  personally,  I  always  find  the  poor 
extremely  ungrateful,  and  God  certainly  does  not  bless  me 
whenever  I  encourage  them  in  their  habits  of  idleness  and 
vice  1  However,  that  is  not  a  question  for  discussion  at 
present.  The  immediate  point  is  this — your  father  made  his 
will  about  eighteen  months  ago,  leaving  everything  to  you. 
The  wording  of  the  will  is  unusual,  but  he  insisted  obstinately 
on  having  it  thus  set  down — " 

Here  the  lawyer  drew  a  paper  out  of  his  pocket,  fixed  a 
pair  of  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  studied  the  document  in- 
tently  "  Yes  ! — it  reads  in  this  way ; — '  Everything  of  which 

I  die  possessed  to  my  son,  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  born  out  of 
wedlock,  but  as  truly  my  son  in  the  sight  of  God,  as  Ninette 
Bernadin  was  his  mother,  and  my  wife,  though  never  so 
legalized  before  the  world,  but  fully  acknowledged  by  me 
before  God,  and  before  the  Church  which  I  have  served  and 
disobeyed.'  A  curious  wording!"  said  Petitot,  nodding  his 
head  a  great  many  times — "  Very  curious  !  I  told  him  so — 
but  he  would  have  it  his  own  way, — moreover,  I  am  instructed 
to  publish  his  will  in  any  Paris  paper  that  will  give  it  a  place. 
Now  this  clause  is  to  my  mind  exceedingly  disagreeable,  and 
I  wish  I  could  set  it  aside." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Cyrillon  quietly. 

"  My  dear  young  man !  Can  you  ask  ?  Why  emphasize 
the  fact  of  your  illegitimacy  to  the  public ! " 

"Why  disguise  it?"  returned  Cyrillon,  "You  must 
remember  that  I  have  another  public  than  the  merely 
social, — the  people !  They  all  know  what  I  am,  and  who 
I  am.  They  have  honoured  me.  They  shall  not  despise 
me.  And  they  would  despise  me  if  I  sought  to  hold  back 
from  them  what  my  father  bade  me  tell.  Moreover,  this  will 
gives  my  mother  the  honour  of  wifehood  in  the  sight  of  God, — 
and  I  must  tell  you,  monsieur  I'avocat,  that  I  am  one  of  those 
who  care  nothing  what  the  world  says  so  long  as  I  stand  more 
or  less  clear  with  the  world's  Creator  ! " 

His  great  dark  eyes  were  brilliant, — his  face  warm  with  the 
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fire  of  his  inward  feeling.      Monsieur   Petitot  folded  up  his 
document  and  looked  at  him  with  an  amiable  tolerance. 

"Wonderful — wonderful!"  he  said — "But  of  course  eccen- 
tricities will  appear  in  the  world  occasionally  ! — and  you  must 
pardon  me  if  I  venture  to  think  that  you  are  certainly  one 
of  them.  But  I  imagine  you  have  not  grasped  the  whole 
position.  The  money — I  should  say  the  fortune — which  your 
father  has  left  to  you,  will  make  you  a  gentleman " 

He  paused,  affrighted.  Drawing  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  young  Vergniaud  confronted  him  in  haughty  amaze- 
ment. 

"Gentleman!"  he  cried — "What  do  you  mean  by  the 
term?  A  loafer? — a  lounger  in  the  streets?  —  a  leerer  at 
women  ?  Or  a  man  who  works  for  daily  food  from  sunrise  to 
sunset,  and  controls  his  lower  passions  by  hard  and  honest 
labour !  Gentleman  !  What  is  that  ?  Is  it  to  live  lazily  on 
the  toil  of  others,  or  to  be  up  and  working  one's  self,  and  to 
eat  no  bread  that  one  has  not  earned?  Will  you  answer 
me?" 

"  My  dear  sir,  you  must  really  excuse  me ! "  said  Petitot 
nervously — "  I  am  quite  unable  to  enter  into  any  sort  of  dis- 
cussion with  you  on  these  things  !  Please  recollect  that  my 
life  as  a  lawyer,  depends  entirely  on  men's  stupidities  and 
hypocrisies, — if  they  all  entertained  your  views  I  should  have 
to  beg  in  the  streets,  or  seek  another  profession.  In  my 
present  business  I  should  have  nothing  whatever  to  do.  You 
perceive  the  position  ?  Yes,  of  course  you  do  ! "  For  Cyrillon 
with  one  of  the  quick  changes  of  mood  habitual  to  him,  smiled, 
as  his  temporary  irritation  passed  like  a  cloud,  and  his  eyes 

softened "You  see,  I  am  a  machine, — educated  to  be  a 

machine ;  and  I  am  set  down  to  do  certain  machine-like 
duties, — and  one  of  these  duties  is, — regardless  of  your  fame, 
your  eccentric  theories,  your  special  work  which  you  have 
chosen  to  make  for  yourself  in  the  world, — to  put  you  in 
possession  of  the  money  your  father  left  you " 

"Can  you  now — at  once — "  said  Cyrillon  suddenly — "give 
me  enough  money  to  go  to  Rome  to-night  ?  " 
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Monsieur  Petitot  stared. 

"To  go  to  Rome  to-night?"  he  echoed — "Dear  me,  how 
very  extraordinary  !  I  beg  your  pardon  !  ...  of  course — 
most  certainly  !  I  can  advance  you  any  sum  you  want — would 
ten  thousand  francs  suffice?" 

"Ten  thousand  francs!"  Cyrillon  laughed.  "I  never 
had  so  much  money  in  all  my  life  ! " 

"  No  ?  Well,  I  have  not  the  notes  about  me  at  the  moment, 
but  I  will  send  you  up  that  sum  in  an  hour  if  you  wish  it. 
Your  father's  will  entitles  you  to  five  million  francs,  so  you  see 
I  am  not  in  any  way  endangering  myself  by  advancing  you  ten 
thousand." 

Cyrillon  was  quite  silent.  The  lawyer  studied  him  curiously, 
but  could  not  determine  whether  he  was  pleased  or  sorry  at 
the  announcement  of  his  fortune.  His  handsome  face  was 
pale  and  grave, — and  after  a  pause  he  said  simply — 

"  Thank  you  !  Then  I  can  go  to  Rome.  If  you  will  send 
me  the  money  you  speak  of  I  shall  be  glad,  as  it  will  enable 
me  to  start  to-night.  For  the  rest, — kindly  publish  my  father's 
will  as  he  instructed  you  to  do, — and  I — when  I  return  to 
Paris,  will  consult  with  you  on  the  best  way  in  which  I  can 
dispose  of  my  father's  millions." 

"  Dispose  of  them ! "  began  Petitot  amazedly.  Young 
Vergniaud  interrupted  him  by  a  slight  gesture. 

"  Pardon  me,  Monsieur,  if  I  ask  you  to  conclude  this 
interview  !  For  the  present,  I  want  nothing  else  in  the  world 
but  to  get  to  Rome  as  quickly  as  possible  !  —  apres  ^a,  le 
deluge !  " 

He  smiled — but  his  manner  was  that  of  some  great  French 
noble  who  gently  yet  firmly  dismisses  the  attentions  of  a  too- 
officious  servant,  —  and  Petitot,  much  to  his  own  surprise, 
found  himself  bowing  low,  and  scrambling  out  of  the  poorly 
furnished  room  in  as  much  embarrassment  as  though  he  had 
accidentally  stumbled  into  a  palace  where  his  presence  was  not 
required. 

And  Cyrillon,  left  to  himself,  gathered  up  all  the  coins  he 
had  been  counting  out  previous  to  the  lawyer's  arrival,  and  tied 
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them  again  together  in  the  old  leathern  bag ;  then  having 
closed  and  strapped  his  little  travelling  valise,  sat  down  and 
waited.  Punctually  to  the  time  indicated,  that  is  to  say,  in 
one  hour  from  the  moment  Petitot  had  concluded  his  interview 
with  the  celebrated  personage  whom  he  now  mentally  called 
"  an  impossible  young  man,"  a  clerk  arrived  bringing  the  ten 
thousand  francs  promised.  He  counted  the  notes  out  care- 
fully,— Cyrillon  watching  him  quietly  the  while,  and  taking 
sympathetic  observation  of  his  shabby  appearance,  his  thread- 
bare coat,  and  his  general  expression  of  pinched  and  anxious 
poverty. 

"You  will  perceive  it  is  all  right,  Monsieur,"  he  said  humbly, 
as  he  finished  counting. 

"  What  are  you,  mon  ami  ? "  asked  Cyrillon ;  scarcely 
glancing  at  the  notes  but  fixing  a  searching  glance  on  the 
messenger  who  had  brought  them. 

"I?"  and  the  clerk  coughed  nervously  and  blushed, — "Oh, 
I  am  nothing,  Monsieur  !  I  am  Monsieur  Petitot's  clerk,  that 
is  all!" 

*'  And  does  he  pay  you  well  ?  " 

"Thirty  francs  a  week.  Monsieur.  It  is  not  bad, — only  this 
— I  was  young  a  few  years  ago,  and  I  married — and  two  dear 
little  ones  came — so  it  is  a  pull  at  times  to  make  everything  go 
as  it  should — not  that  I  am  sorry  for  myself  at  all,  oh  no ! 
For  I  am  well  off  as  the  people  go " 

Cyrillon  interrupted  him. 

"Yes — as  the  people  go!  That  is  what  you  all  say,  you 
patient,  brave  souls !  See  you,  my  friend,  I  do  not  want 
all  this  money — "  and  he  took  up  a  note  for  five  hundred 
francs — "  Take  this  and  make  the  wife  and  little  ones  happy  ! " 

"  Monsieur ! "  stammered  the  astonished  clerk — "  How  can 
I  dare ! " 

"  Dare  !  Nay,  there  is  no  daring  in  freely  taking  what  your 
brother  freely  gives  you  !  You  must  let  me  practise  what  I 
preach,  my  friend,  otherwise  I  am  only  a  fraud,  and  unfit  to 
live.     God  keep  you  !  " 

The  clerk  still  stood  trembling,  afraid  to  take  up  the  note. 
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and  unable  through  emotion  to  speak  a  word,  even  of  thanks. 
Upon  which,  Cyrillon  folded  up  the  note  and  put  it  himself  in 
the  man's  pocket. 

"  There  ! — go  and  make  happiness  with  that  bit  of  paper  !  " 
he  said — "Who  can  tell  through  what  dirty  usurer's  hand  it 
has  been,  carrying  curses  with  it  perchance  on  its  way  !  Use 
it  now  for  the  comfort  of  a  woman  and  her  little  children,  and 
perhaps  it  will  bring  blessing  to  a  living  man  as  well  as  to  a 
departed  soul ! " 

And  he  literally  put  the  poor  stupefied  fellow  outside  his 
door,  shutting  it  gently  upon  him. 

That  night  he  left  for  Rome.  And  as  the  express  tore  its 
grinding  way  along  over  the  iron  rails  towards  the  south,  he 
repeated  to  himself  over  and  over  again  as  in  a  dream — 

"No — Angela  Sovrani  is  not  dead  !  She  cannot  be  dead  ! 
God  is  too  good  for  that !  He  will  not  let  her  die  before  she 
knows before  she  knows  I  love  her  ! " 


XXXIII 

THE  chain  of  circumstance  had  lengthened  by  several 
links  round  the  radiant  life  of  Sylvie  Hermenstein  since 
that  bright  winter  morning  when  she  had  been  startled  out  of 
her  reverie,  in  the  gardens  of  the  Villa  Borghese,  by  the  un- 
expected appearance  of  Monsignor  Gherardi.  The  untimely 
deaths  of  the  Marquis  Fontenelle  and  the  actor  Miraudin  in 
the  duel  over  her  name,  had  caused  so  much  malicious  and 
cruel  gossip,  that  she  had  withdrawn  herself  almost  entirely 
from  Roman  society,  which  had,  with  one  venomous  consent, 
declared  that  she  was  only  marrying  Aubrey  Leigh  to  shield 
herself  from  her  esclandre  with  the  late  Marquis.  And  then 
the  murderous  attack  on  her  friend  Angela  Sovrani,  which 
occurred  almost  immediately  after  her  engagement  to  Aubrey 
was  announced,  had  occupied  all  her  thoughts — so  that  she 
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had  almost  forgotten  the  promise  she  had  made  to  grant 
a  private  interview  to  Gherardi  whenever  he  should  seek  it. 
And  she  was  not  a  little  vexed  one  morning  when  she  was 
talking  to  her  betrothed  concerning  the  plans  which  were  now 
in  progress  for  their  going  to  England  as  soon  as  possible,  to 
receive  a  note  reminding  her  of  that  promise,  and  requesting 
permission  to  call  upon  her  that  very  afternoon. 

"How  very  unfortunate  and  tiresome!"  said  Sylvie,  with  a 
charming  pout  and  upward  look  at  her  lover,  who  promptly 
kissed  the  lips  that  made  such  a  pretty  curve  of  disdain — 
"I  suppose  he  wants  to  give  me  a  serious  lecture  on  the 
responsibilities  of  marriage!  Shall  I  receive  him,  Aubrey? 
I  remember  when  I  met  him  last  that  he  had  something 
important  to  say  about  Cardinal  Bonpre." 

"Then  you  must  certainly  give  him  an  audience,"  answered 
Aubrey. — "  You  may  perhaps  find  out  what  has  happened  to 
bring  the  good  Cardinal  into  disfavour  at  the  Vatican,  for 
there  is  no  doubt  that  he  is  extremely  worried  and  anxious. 
He  is  strongly  desirous  of  leaving  Rome  at  once  with  that 
gentle  lad  Manuel,  who,  from  all  I  can  gather,  has  said  some- 
thing to  displease  the  Pope.  Angela  is  out  of  danger  now — 
and  I  am  trying  to  persuade  the  Cardinal  to  accompany  us  to 
England,  and  be  present  at  our  marriage." 

"That  would  be  delightful!"  said  Sylvie  with  a  smile, — 
"But  my  Aubrey,  where  are  we  going  to  be  married?" 

"  In  England,  as  I  said — not  here  ! "  said  Aubrey  firmly — 
"  Not  here,  W'here  evil  tongues  have  spoken  lies  against  my 
darling!"  He  drew  her  into  his  arms  and  looked  at  her 
fondly.  "  I  want  you  to  start  for  England  soon,  Sylvie — and 
if  possible,  I  should  like  you  to  go,  not  only  with  the  faithful 
Bozier,  but  also  in  the  care  of  the  Cardinal.  I  will  precede 
you  by  some  days,  and  arrange  everything  for  your  reception. 
And  then  we  will  be  married in  my  way  ! " 

Sylvie  said  nothing — she  merely  nestled  like  a  dove  in  the 
arms  of  her  betrothed,  and  seemed  quite  content  to  accept 
whatever  ordinance  he  laid  down  for  the  ruling  of  her  fate. 

"I  think  you  must  see  Gherardi,"  he  resumed — "Write  a 
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line  and  say  you  will  be  happy  to  receive  him  at  the  hour  he 
appoints." 

Sylvie  obeyed — and  despatched  the  note  at  once  to  the 
Vatican  by  her  man-servant. 

Aubrey  looked  at  her  intently. 

"I  wonder Sylvie,  I  wonder "  he  began,  and  then 

stopped. 

She  met  his  earnest  eyes  with  a  smile  in  her  own. 

"  You  wonder  what,  caro  mio  ?  "  she  enquired. 

"  I  wonder  whether  you  could  endure  a  very  great  trial — or 
make  a  very  great  sacrifice  for  my  sake ! "  he  said, — then  as 
he  saw  her  expression,  he  took  her  little  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"  There  !  Forgive  me  !  Of  course  you  would  ! — only  you 
look  such  a  slight  thing — such  a  soft  flower  of  a  woman — like 
a  rose-bud  to  be  worn  ne.xt  the  heart  always — that  it  seems 
difficult  to  picture  you  as  an  inflexible  heroine  under  trying 
circumstances.     Yet  of  course  you  would  be." 

"  I  make  no  boast,  my  Aubrey  ! "  she  said  gently. 

He  kissed  her  tenderly, — reverently, — studying  her  sweet 
eyes  and  delicate  colouring  with  all  the  fond  scrutiny  of  a  love 
which  cannot  tire  of  the  thing  it  loves. 

"Are  you  going  round  to  see  Angela  this  morning?"  he 
asked. 

"Yes,  I  always  go.  She  is  much  better — she  sits  up  a  little 
every  day  now." 

"She  says  nothing  of  her  assassin?" 

"  Nothing.     But  I  know  him  ! " 

"We  all  know  him!"  said  Aubrey  sternly — "But  she  will 
never  speak — she  will  never  let  the  world  know  ! " 

"Ah,  but  the  world  will  soon  guess!"  said  Sylvie — "For 
everyone  is  beginning  to  ask  where  her  fianc^  is — why  he  has 
shown  no  anxiety — why  he  has  not  been  to  see  her — and  a 
thousand  other  questions." 

"That  does  not  matter!  While  she  is  silent,  no  one  dare 
accuse  him.  What  a  marvellous  spirit  of  patience  and  for- 
giveness she  has ! " 

"  Angela   is   like   her  name — an   angel ! "    declared   Sylvie 
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impulsively,  the  tears  springing  to  her  eyes — "  I  could  almost 
worship  her,  when  I  see  her  there  in  her  sick-room,  looking  so 
white  and  frail  and  sad, — quiet  and  patient — thanking  us  all 
for  every  little  service  done — and  never  once  mentioning  the 
name  of  Florian — the  man  she  loved  so  passionately.  Some- 
times the  dear  old  Cardinal  sits  beside  her  and  talks — some- 
times her  father, Manuel  is  nearly  always  with  her,  and 

she  is  quite  easy  and  content,  one  would  almost  say  happy 
when  he  is  there.  But  you  can  see  through  it  all  the  awful 
sorrow  that  weighs  upon  her  heart, — you  can  see  she  has  lost 
something  she  can  never  find  again, — her  eyes  look  so  wist- 
ful— her  smile  is  so  sad — poor  Angela  ! " 

Aubrey  was  silent  a  moment.  "What  of  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont  ?  " 

"  Oh,  she  is  simply  a  treasure  ! "  said  Sylvie  enthusiastically, 

"She  and  my  dear  old  Bozier  are  never  weary  in  well-doing ! 
As  soon  as  Angela  can  be  moved,  the  Princesse  wants  to  take 
her  back  to  Paris, — because  then  Rome  can  be  allowed  to 
pour  into  her  studio  to  see  her  great  picture." 

"What  does  Angela  say  to  that?" 

"Angela  seems  resigned  to  anything!"  answered  Sylvie. 
"  The  only  wish  she  ever  expresses  is  that  Manuel  should  not 
leave  her." 

"There  is  something  wonderful  about  that  boy,"  said  Aubrey 
slowly — "  From  the  first  time  I  saw  him  he  impressed  me  with 
a  sense  of  something  altogether  beyond  his  mere  appearance. 
He  is  a  child — yet  not  a  child — and  I  have  often  felt  that  he 
commands  me  without  my  realizing  that  I  am  so  commanded." 

"  Aubrey  !     How  strange  ! " 

"Yes,  it  is  strange  ! — "  and  Aubrey's  eyes  grew  graver  with 
the  intensity  of  his  thought  —  "There  is  some  secret — 
but "  he  broke  off  with  a  puzzled  air "I  cannot  ex- 
plain it,  so  it  is  no  use  thinking  about  it !  I  went  to  Varillo's 
studio  yesterday  and  asked  if  there  had  been  any  news  of  him 
—but  there  was  none.     I  wonder  where  the  brute  has  gone ! " 

"It  would  be  well  if  he  had  made  exit  out  of  the  world 
altogether,"  said  Sylvie— "But   he  is  too  vain  of  himself  for 
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that!  However,  his  absence  creates  suspicion  —  and  even  if 
Angela  does  not  speak,  people  will  guess  for  themselves  what 
she  does  not  say.  Tie  will  never  dare  to  show  himself  in 
Rome ! " 

Their  conversation  was  abruptly  terminated  here  by  the 
entrance  of  Madame  Bozier  with  a  quantity  of  fresh  flowers 
which  she  had  been  out  to  purchase,  for  Sylvie  to  take  as 
usual  on  her  morning  visit  to  her  suffering  friend ;  and  Aubrey 
took  his  leave,  promising  to  return  later  in  the  afternoon,  after 
Monsignor  Gherardi  had  been  and  gone. 

But  he  had  his  own  ideas  on  the  subject  of  Gherardi's  visit 
to  his  fair  betrothed, — ideas  which  he  kept  to  himself,  for  if 
his  surmises  were  correct,  now  was  the  time  to  put  Sylvie's 
character  to  the  test.  He  did  not  doubt  her  stability  in  the 
very  least,  but  he  could  never  quite  get  away  from  her 
7tugnonne  child-like  appearance  of  woman,  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  spirit  behind  the  pretty  exterior.  Her  beauty 
was  so  dazzling,  so  dainty,  that  it  seemed  to  fire  the  very 
air  as  a  sunbeam  fires  it, — and  there  was  no  room  for  any 
more  serious  consideration  than  that  of  purely  feminine  charm. 
Walking  dreamily,  almost  unseeingly  through  the  streets,  he 
thought  again  and  yet  again  of  the  sweet  face,  the  rippling  hair, 
the  laughing  yet  tender  eyes,  the  sunny  smile.  Behind  that 
beautiful  picture  or  earth-phantom  of  womanhood,  is  there  that 
sword  of  flame,  the  soul  ? — the  soul  that  will  sweep  through 
shams,  and  come  out  as  bright  and  glittering  at  the  end  of  the 
fight  as  at  the  beginning? — he  mused; — or  is  it  not  almost  too 
much  to  expect  of  a  mere  woman  that  she  can  contend  against 
the  anger  of  a  Church  ? 

He  was  still  thinking  on  this  subject,  when  someone  walking 
quickly  came  face  to  face  with  him,  and  said — 

"Aubrey  !"  He  started  and  stared, — then  uttered  a  cry  of 
pleasure. 

"  Gys  Grandit ! " 

The  two  men  clasped  each  other's  hands  in  a  warm,  strong 
grasp — and  for  a  moment  neither  could  speak. 

"  My  dear  fellow  !  "  said  Aubrey  at  last — "  This  is  indeed  an 
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unexpected  meeting  !     How  glad  I  am  to  see  you  !     When  did 
you  arrive  in  Rome  ?  " 

"This  morning  only,"  said  Cyrillon,  recovering  his  speech 
and  his  equanimity  together — "And  as  soon  as  I  arrived,  I 
found  that  my  hopes  had  not  betrayed  me— she  is  not  dead  ! " 

"  She  ?  "  Aubrey  started "  My  dear  Grandit !     Or  rather 

I   must  call  you  Vergniaud  now who   is   the   triumphant 

*  she '  that  has  brought  you  thus  post  haste  to  Rome  ?  " 
Cyrillon  flushed- — then  grew  pale. 

"  I  should  not  have  spoken  !  "  he  said — "  And  yet,  why  not  1 
You  were  my  first  friend  ! — you  found  me  working  in  the  fields, 
a  peasant  lad,  untrained  and  sullen,  burning  up  my  soul  with 
passionate  thoughts  which,  but  for  you,  might  never  have 
blossomed  into  action, — you  rescued  me — you  made  me  all  I 
am  !  So  why  should  I  not  confess  to  you  at  once  that  there  is 
a  woman  I  love ! — yes,  love  with  all  my  soul,  though  I  have 
seen  her  but  once  ! — and  she  is  too  far  off,  too  fair  and  great 

for  me ;  she  does  not  know  I  love  her but  I  heard  she  had 

been  murdered that  she  was  dead " 

"  Angela  Sovrani ! "  cried  Aubrey. 

Cyrillon  bent  his  head  as  a  devotee  might  at  the  shrine  of 
a  saint. 

"  Yes — Angela  Sovrani ! " 

Aubrey  looked  at  his  handsome  face  glowing  with  enthusiasm, 
and  saw  the  passion,  the  tenderness,  the  devotion  of  a  life  flash- 
ing in  his  fine  eyes. 

"  Love  at  first  sight ! "  he  said  with  a  smile — "  I  beUeve  it 
is  the  only  true  fire  !  A  glance  ought  to  be  enough  to  express 
the  recognition  of  one  soul  to  its  mate.  Well !  Angela  Sovrani 
is  a  woman  among  ten  thousand — the  love  of  her  alone  is 
sufficient  to  make  a  man  better  and  nobler  in  every  way — and 

if  you  can  win  her " 

"Ah,  that  is  impossible  !     She  is  already  affianced " 

Aubrey  took  his  arm. 


"Come  with  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  all  I  know,"  he  said 

"  For  there  is  much  to  say, — and  when  you  have  heard  every- 
thing, you  may  not  be  altogether  without  hope." 
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They  turned,  and  went  towards  the  Corso,  which  they 
presently  entered,  and  where  numbers  of  passers-by  paused 
involuntarily  to  look  at  the  two  men  who  offered  such  a 
marked  contrast  to  each  other, — the  one  brown-haired  and 
lithe,  with  dark,  eager  eyes, — the  other  with  the  slim  well  set 
up  figure  of  an  athlete,  and  the  fair  head  of  a  Saxon  king. 
And  of  the  many  who  so  looked  after  them,  none  guessed 
that  the  one  was  destined  in  a  few  years'  time  to  create  a  silent 
and  bloodless  French  Revolution,  which  should  give  back  to 
France  her  white  lilies  of  faith  and  chivalry, — or  that  the  other 
was  the  upholder  of  such  a  perfect  form  of  Christianity  as 
should  soon  command  the  following  of  thousands  in  all  parts 
of  the  world. 

And  while  they  thus  walked  through  the  Roman  crowd,  the 
two  women  they  severally  loved  were  talking  of  them.  In 
Angela's  sick-room,  softly  shaded  from  the  light,  with  a  cheery 
wood  fire  burning,  Sylvie  sat  by  her  friend,  telling  her  all  she 
could  think  of  that  would  interest  her,  and  rouse  her  from  the 
deep  gravity  of  mood  in  which  she  nearly  always  found  her. 
The  weary  days  of  pain  and  illness  had  given  Angela  a  strange, 
new  beauty, — her  face,  delicate  and  pale,  seemed  transfigured 
by  the  working  of  the  soul  within, — and  her  eyes,  tired  as  they 
were  and  often  heavy  with  tears,  had  a  serenity  in  their  depths 
which  was  not  of  earth,  but  all  of  Heaven.  She  was  able  now 
to  move  from  her  bed,  and  lie  on  a  couch  near  the  fire, — and 
her  little  white  hands  moved  caressingly  and  with  loving  care 
among  the  bunches  of  beautiful  flowers  which  Sylvie  had  laid 
on  her  coverlet, — daffodils,  anemones,  narcissi,  violets,  jonquils 
and  all  the  sweet-scented  flowers  of  early  spring  which  come  to 
Rome  in  December  from  the  blossoming  fields  of  Sicily. 

"How  sweet  they  are  ! "  she  said  with  a  half  sigh, — "They 
almost  make  me  in  love  with  life  again  ! " 

Sylvie  said  nothing,  but  only  kissed  her. 

"  How  good  you  are  to  me,  dearest  Sylvie  !  "  she  then  said — 
"You  deserve  to  be  very  happy  !  " 

"  Not  half  so  much  as  you  do  ! "  responded  Sylvie  tenderly — 
"  I  am   of  no  use  at  all  to  the  world ;  and  you  are !     The 
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world  would  not  miss  me  a  bit,  but  it  would  not  find  an 
Angela  Sovrani  again  in  a  hurry  ! " 

Angela  raised  a  cluster  of  narcissi  and  inhaled  their  fine  and 
delicate  perfume.  There  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  but  she  hid 
them  with  a  spray  of  the  flowers. 

"Ah,  Sylvie,  you  think  too  well  of  me!  To  be  famous  is 
nothing.     To  be  loved  is  everything  ! " 

Sylvie  looked  at  her  earnestly. 

"You  are  loved,"  she  said. 

"No,  no!"  she  said — "No,  I  am  not  loved.  I  am  hated! 
Hush,  Sylvie  ! — do  not  say  one  word  of  what  is  in  your  mind, 
for  I  will  not  hear  it ! " 

She  spoke  agitatedly,  and  her  cheeks  flushed  a  sudden 
feverish  red. 

Sylvie  made  haste  to  try  and  soothe  her. 

"My  darling  girl,  I  would  not  say  anything  to  vex  you  for 
the  world  !     You  must  not  excite  yourself " 

"  I  am  not  excited,"  said  Angela,  putting  her  arms  round 
her  friend  and  drawing  her  fair  head  down  till  it  was  half 

hidden  against  her  own  bosom — "  No but  I  must  speak — 

bear  with  me  for  a  minute,  dear !  We  all  have  our  dreams, 
we  women,  and  I  have  had  mine  !  I  dreamt  there  was  such 
a  beautiful  thing  in  the  world  as  a  great,  unselfish  love, — I 
fancied  that  a  woman,  if  gifted  with  a  little  power  and  ability 
above  the  rest  of  her  sex,  could  make  the  man  she  loved  proud 
of  her — not  jealous  ! — I  thought  that  a  lover  delighted  in  the 

attainments  of  his  beloved 1  thought  there  was  nothing  too 

high,  too  great,  too  glorious  to  attempt  for  the  sake  of  proving 
oneself  worthy  to  be  loved  !  And  now — I  have  found  out  the 
truth,  Sylvie ! — a  bitter  truth,  but  no  doubt  good  for  me  to 
know,— that  men  will  kill  what  they  once  caressed  out  of  a 
mere  grudge  of  the  passing  breath  called  Fame  !  Thus, 
Love  is  not  what  I  dreamed  it ;  and  I,  who  was  so  foolishly 
glad  to  think  that  I  was  loved,  have  wakened  up  to  know 
that  I  am  hated ! — hated  to  the  very  extremity  of  hate,  for 
a  poor  gift  of  brain  and  hand  which  I  wish — I  wish  I  had 
never  had ! " 
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Sylvie  raised  her  head  and  gently  put  aside  the  weak 
trembling  little  hands  that  embraced  her. 

"Angela,  Angela!  You  must  not  scorn  the  gifts  of  the 
gods  !  No,  no ! — you  will  not  let  me  say  anything — you 
forbid  me  to  express  my  thoughts  fully,  and  I  know  you  are 

not  well  enough   to  hear  me  yet but   one   day  you   will 

know  ! — you  will  hear, — you  will  even  be  thankful  for  all  the 
sorrow  you  have  passed  through,  —  and  meanwhile,  dear, 
dearest  Angela,  do  not  be  ungrateful ! " 

She  said  the  word  boldly  yet  hesitatingly,  bending  over  the 
couch  tenderly,  her  eyes  full  of  light,  and  a  smile  on  her 
lips.  And  taking  up  a  knot  of  daffodils  she  swept  their 
cool  blossoms  softly  across  Angela's  burning  forehead,  murmur- 
ing— 

**  Do  not  be  ungrateful ! " 

"Ungrateful !"  echoed  Angela, — and  she  moved  rest- 
lessly. 

"Yes,  darling  !  Do  not  say  you  wish  you  never  had  received 
the  great  gifts  God  has  given  you.  Do  not  judge  of  things 
by  Sorrow's  measurement  only.  I  repeat — you  are  loved — 
though  not  perhaps  where  you  most  relied  on   love.     Your 

father  loves   you  —  your    uncle   loves   you Manuel  loves 

you  ..." 

Angela  interrupted  her  with  a  protesting  gesture. 

"Yes — I  know,"  she  murmured,  "but " 

"  But  you  think  all  this  love  is  worthless,  as  compared  with 
a  love  that  was  no  love  at  all  ?  "  said  Sylvie.  "  There  !  We  will 
not  speak  about  it  any  more  just  now, — you  are  not  strong, 
and  you  see  things  in  their  darkest  light.  Shall  I  talk  to  you 
about  Aubrey  ?  " 

"Ah!  That  is  a  subject  you  are  never  tired  of!"  said 
Angela  with  a  faint  smile.     "Nor  am  I." 

"Well,  you  ought  to  be,"  answered  Sylvie  gaily,  "for 
I  am  too  blindly,  hopelessly  in  love  to  know  when  to  stop ! 
I  see  nothing  else  and  know  nothing  else  —  it  is  Aubrey, 
Aubrey  all  the  time !  The  air,  the  sunlight,  the  whole 
world,  seem  only  an  admirable  exposition  of  Aubrey  ! " 
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"Then  how  would  you  feel  if  he  did  not  love  you  any 
more  ?  "  asked  Angela. 

"But  that  is  not  possible!"  said  Sylvie.  "Aubrey  could 
not  change !  It  is  not  in  him.  He  is  not  like  our  poor 
friend  Fontenelle." 

"  Ah  !     That  love  of  yours  was  only  fancy,  Sylvie  ! " 

"We  all  have  our  fancies  !"  answered  the  pretty  Comtesse, 
looking  very  earnestly  into  Angela's  eyes.  "We  are  not 
always  sure  that  what  we  first  call  love  is  love.  But  I  had 
much  more  than  a  fancy  for  the  Marquis  Fontenelle.      If  he 

had  loved  me— as  I  think  he  did  at  the  last 1   should 

certainly  have  married  him.  But  during  all  the  time  I 
knew  him  he  had  a  way  of  relegating  all  women  to  the  same 
level — servants,  actresses,  ballet-dancers,  and  ladies  alike, — he 
would  never  admit  that  there  is  as  much  difference  between 
one  woman  and  another  as  between  one  man  and  another. 
And  this  is  a  mistake  many  men  make.  Fontenelle  wished 
to  treat  me  as  Miraudin  would  have  treated  his  'leading 
lady'; — he  judged  that  quite  sufficient  for  happiness.  Now 
Aubrey  treats  me  as  his  comrade, — his  friend  as  well  as  his 
love,  and  that  makes  our  confidence  perfect.  By  the  way,  he 
spoke  to  me  a  great  deal  yesterday  about  the  Abbd  Vergniaud, 
and  told  me  all  he  knew  about  his  son  Cyrillon." 

"Ah,  the  poor  Abb^  ! "  said  Angela.  "  They  are  angry  with 
him  still  at  the  Vatican — angry  now  with  his  dead  body  !  But 
'  Gys  Grandit '  is  not  of  the  Catholic  faith,  so  they  can  do 
nothing  with  him." 

"No.  He  is  what  they  call  a  'free-lance,'"  said  Sylvie. 
"  And  a  wonderful  personage  he  is  !     You  have  seen  him  ?  " 

A  faint  colour  crept  over  Angela's  pale  cheeks. 

"Yes.  Once.  Just  once,  in  Paris,  on  the  day  his  father 
publicly  acknowledged  him.  But  I  wrote  to  him  long  before  I 
knew  who  he  really  was." 

"  Angela  !     You  wrote  to  him  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  admired  the  writings  of  Gys  Grandit — I  used  to 
buy  all  his  books  as  they  came  out,  and  study  them.  I  wrote 
to  him — as  many  people  will  write  to  a  favourite  author — not  in 
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my  own  name  of  course — to  express  my  admiration,  and  he 
answered.  And  so  we  corresponded  for  about  two  years,  not 
knowing  each  other's  identity  till  that  scene  in  Paris  brought  us 
together " 

"  Plow  very  curious, — ve — ry  ! "  said  Sylvie,  with  a  little 
mischievous  smile.     "And  so  you  are  quite  friends?" 

"I  think  so — I  believe  so — "  answered  Angela — "but 
since  we  met,  he  has  ceased  to  write  to  me." 

Sylvie  made  a  mental  note  of  that  fact  in  her  own  mind, 
very  much  to  the  credit  of  "  Gys  Grandit,"  but  said  nothing 
further  on  the  subject.  Time  was  hastening  on,  and  she  had 
to  return  to  the  Casa  D'Angeli  to  receive  Monsignor  Gherardi. 

"I  am  going  to  be  lectured  I  suppose,"  she  said  laughingly. 
"  I  have  not  seen  the  worthy  Domenico  since  my  engagement 
to  Aubrey  was  announced  !  " 

Angela  looked  at  her  intently. 

"  Are  you  at  all  prepared  for  what  he  will  say  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least.     What  can  he  say  ?  " 

"Much  that  may  vex  you,"  said  Angela.  "Considering 
Aubrey  Leigh's  theories,  he  may  perhaps  reproach  you  for 
your  intended  marriage — or  he  may  bring  you  information  of 
the  Pope's  objection." 

"  Well !     What  of  that  ?  "  demanded  Sylvie. 

"  But  you  are  a  devout  Catholic " 

"  And  you  ?  With  a  great  Cardinal  for  your  uncle  you 
paint  '  The  Coming  of  Christ '  !  Ah  ! — I  have  seen  that 
picture,  Angela ! " 

"But  I  am  different, — I  am  a  worker,  and  I  fear  nothing," 
said  Angela,  her  eyes  beginning  to  shine  with  the  latent  force 
in  her  that  was  gradually  resuming  its  dominion  over  her  soul — 
"I  thought  long  and  deeply  before  I  put  my  thought  into 
shape " 

"And  /  thought  long  and  deeply  before  I  decided  to 
be  the  companion  of  Aubrey's  life  and  work  ! "  said  Sylvie 
resolutely.  "And  neither  the  Pope  nor  a  whole  college  of 
Cardinals  will  change  my  love  or  prevent  my  marriage.  A 
rived^rci ! " 
34 
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"  A  rived^rci ! "  echoed  Angela,  raising  herself  a  little  to 
receive  the  kiss  her  friend  tenderly  pressed  on  her  cheeks. 
"  I  shall  be  anxious  to  know  the  result  of  your  interview ! " 

"  I  will  come  round  early  to-morrow  and  tell  you  all," 
promised  Sylvie,  "  for  I  mean  to  find  out,  if  I  can,  what 
happened  at  the  Vatican  when  Cardinal  Bonpr^  last  went 
there  with  Manuel." 

"  My  uncle  is  most  anxious  to  leave  Rome,"  said  Angela 
musingly. 

"  I  know.  And  if  there  is  any  plot  against  him  he  must 
leave  Rome, — he  shall  leave  it !     And  we  will  help  him  ! " 

With  that  she  went  her  way,  and  an  hour  or  so  later  stood, 
a  perfect  picture  of  grace  and  beauty,  in  the  grand  old  rooms 
of  the  Casa  D'Angeli,  waiting  to  receive  Gherardi.  She  had 
taken  more  than  the  usual  pains  with  her  toilette  this  after- 
noon, and  had  chosen  to  wear  a  "  creation  "  of  wonderful  old 
lace,  with  knots  of  primrose  and  violet  velvet  caught  here  and 
there  among  its  folds.  It  suited  her  small  lissom  figure  to 
perfection,  and  her  only  ornaments  were  a  cluster  of  fresh 
violets,  and  one  ring  sparkling  on  her  left  hand, — a  star  of 
rose  brilliants  and  rubies,  the  sign  of  her  betrothal. 

Punctual  to  the  hour  appointed,  Gherardi  arrived,  and  was 
at  once  shown  into  her  presence.  There  was  a  touch  of 
aggressiveness  and  irony  in  his  manner  as  he  entered  with 
his  usual  slow  and  dignified  step,  and  though  he  endeavoured 
to  preserve  that  suavity  and  cold  calmness  for  which  he  was 
usually  admired  and  feared  by  women,  his  glance  was  im- 
patient, and  an  occasional  biting  of  his  lips  showed  suppressed 
irritation.     The  first  formal  greetings  over,  he  said — 

"  I  have  wished  for  some  time  to  call  upon  you,  Contessa, 
but  the  pressure  of  affairs  at  the  Vatican " 

He  stopped  abruptly,  looking  at  her.  How  provokingly 
pretty  she  was ! — and  how  easily  indifferent  she  seemed  to 
the  authoritative  air  he  had  chosen  to  assume. 

"  I  should,  I  know,  long  ere  this  have  offered  you  my 
felicitations  on  your  approaching  marriage " 

Sylvie  smiled  bewitchingly,  and  gave  him  a  graceful  curtsey. 
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"Will  you  not  sit  down,  Monsignor  ?  "  she  then  said.  "  We 
can  talk  more  at  our  ease,  do  you  not  think  ?  " 

She  seated  herself,  with  very  much  the  air  of  a  (jueen 
taking  possession  of  a  rightful  throne,  and  Gherardi  was 
vexedly  aware  that  he  had  not  by  any  means  the  full  posses- 
sion of  his  ordinary  dignity  or  self-control.  He  took  a  chair 
opposite  to  her  and  sat  for  a  moment  perplexed  as  to  his 
next  move.  Sylvie  did  not  help  him  at  all.  Ruffling  the 
violets  among  the  lace  at  her  neck,  she  looked  at  him 
attentively  from  under  her  long  golden  -  brown  lashes,  but 
maintained  a  perfect  silence. 

"The  news  has  been  received  by  the  Holy  Father  with 
great  pleasure,"  he  said  at  last.  "His  special  benediction 
will  grace  your  wedding-day." 

Sylvie  bent  her  head. 

"  The  Holy  Father  is  most  gracious  ! "  she  replied  quietly. 
"  And  he  is  also  more  liberal  than  I  imagined,  if  he  is 
willing  to  bestow  his  special  benediction  on  my  marriage 
with  one  who  is  considered  a  heretic  by  the  Church." 

He  flashed  a  keen  glance  at  her, — then  forced  a  smile. 
"  Mr.  Leigh's  heresy  is  of  the  past,"  he  said — "  We  welcome 
him — with  you — as  one  of  us  ! " 

Sylvie  was  silent.  He  waited,  inwardly  cursing  her  tran- 
quillity. Then,  as  she  still  did  not  speak,  he  went  on  in 
smooth  accents — 

"  The  Church  pardons  all  who  truly  repent.  Slie  welcomes 
all  who  come  to  her  in  confidence,  no  matter  how  tardy  or 
hesitating  their  approach.  We  shall  receive  the  husband  of 
our  daughter  Sylvie  Hermenstein,  with  such  joy  as  the  pro- 
digal son  was  in  old  time  received — and  of  his  past  mistakes 
and  follies  there  shall  be  neither  word  nor  memory  ! " 

Then  Sylvie  looked  up  and  fixed  her  deep  blue  eyes 
steadily  upon  him. 

"  Caro  Monsignor !  "  she  said  very  sweetly.  "  Why  talk 
all  this  nonsense  to  me?  Do  you  not  realize  that  as  the 
betrothed  wife  of  Aubrey  Leigh  I  am  past  Church  counsel 
or  command?" 
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Gherardi  still  smiled. 

"  Past  Church  counsel  or  command  ?  "  he  murmured  with 
an  indulgent  air,  as  though  he  were  talking  to  a  very  small 
child.     "Pardon  me  if  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand " 

"  Oh,  you  understand  very  well ! "  said  Sylvie.  "  You 
know  perfectly — or  you  should — that  a  wife's  duty  is  to  obey 
her  husband, — and  that  in  future  his  Church  must  be  hers 
also." 

"  Surely  you  speak  in  riddles  ? "  said  Gherardi,  preserving 
his  suave  equanimity.  "  Mr.  Leigh  is  (or  was)  a  would-be 
ardent  reformer,  but  he  has  no  real  Church." 

"  Then  I  have  none ! "  replied  Sylvie. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  A  black  rage  began  to 
kindle  in  Gherardi's  soul, — rage  all  the  more  intense  because 
so  closely  suppressed. 

*'  I  am  still  at  a  loss  to  follow  you,  Contessa,"  he  said  coldly. 
"  Surely  you  do  not  mean  to  imply  that  your  marriage  will 
sever  you  from  the  Church  of  your  fathers  ? " 

"Monsignor,  marriage  for  me  means  an  oath  before  God 
to  take  my  husband  for  better  or  for  worse,  and  to  be  true  to 
him  under  all  trial  and  circumstances,"  said  Sylvie.  "And 
I  assuredly  mean  to  keep  that  oath  !  Whatever  his  form  of 
faith,  I  intend  to  follow  it, — as  I  intend  to  obey  his  com- 
mands, whatever  they  may  be,  or  wherever  they  may  lead. 
For  this,  to  me,  is  the  only  true  love, — this  to  me,  is  the 
only  possible  '  holy '  estate  of  matrimony.  And  for  the 
Church — a  Church  which  does  not  hesitate  to  excommunicate 
a  dying  man,  and  persecute  a  good  one, — I  will  leave  the 
possibility  of  its  wrath,  together  with  all  other  consequences 
of  my  act — - — to  God!" 

For  one  moment  Gherardi  felt  that  he  could  have  sprung 
upon  her  and  throttled  her.  The  next,  he  had  mastered 
himself  sufficiently  to  speak,  —  this  woman,  so  slight,  so 
beautiful,  so  insolent,  should  not  baffle  him,  he  resolved ! — 
and  bending  his  dark  brows  menacingly,  he  addressed  her 
in  his  harshest  and  most  peremptory  manner. 

"You  talk  of  God,"  he  said,  "as  a  child  talks  of  the  sun 
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and  moon,  with  as  little  meaning,  and  less  comprehension ! 
What  impertinence  it  is  for  a  woman  like  yourself, — vain,  weak 
and  worldly, — to  assert  your  own  will — your  own  thought  and 
opinion— in  the  face  of  the  Most  High  !  What !  Vcm  will 
desert  the  Church  ?  You  whose  ancestors  have  for  ages  been 
devout  servants  of  the  faith  ?  You,  the  last  descendant  of  the 
Counts  Hermenstcin,  a  noble  and  loyal  family,  will  degrade 
your  birth  by  taking  up  with  the  rags  and  tags  of  humanity — 
the  scarecrows  of  life?  And  by  your  sheer  stupidity  and 
obstinacy,  you  will  allow  your  husband's  soul  to  be  dragged 
to  perdition  with  your  own  !  You  call  it  love — to  keep  him 
an  infidel  ?  You  call  it  marriage — to  be  united  to  him  without 
the  blessing  of  Holy  Church  ?  Where  is  your  reason  ?  Where 
is  your  judgment  ?     Where  your  faith  ?  " 

"  Not  in  my  bank,  Monsignor ! "  replied  Sylvie  coldly. 
"  Though  that  is  the  place  where  you  would  naturally  expect 
to  find  these  virtues  manifested,  and  the  potency  of  their 
working  substantially  proved  !  I  have  no  wish  to  offend — 
but  your  manner  to  me  is  offensive, — and  unless  you  are 
disposed  to  discuss  this  matter  temperately,  I  must  close  our 
interview  ! " 

Gherardi  flushed  a  dark  red,  then  grew  pale.  After  all,  the 
Countess  Hermenstein  was  in  her  own  house, — she  had  the 
right  to  command  his  exit  if  she  chose.  Small  and  slight  as 
she  was,  she  had  a  dignity  and  power  as  great  as  his  own,  and 
if  anything  was  to  be  gained  from  her  it  was  necessary  to 
temporize.  Among  many  other  qualifications  for  the  part  he 
had  to  play  in  life,  he  was  an  admirable  actor,  and  would  have 
made  his  fortune  on  the  legitimate  stage, — and  this  "quick 
change  "  ability  served  him  in  good  stead  now.  He  rose  from 
his  chair  as  though  moved  by  uncontrollable  agitation,  and 
walked  to  the  window,  then  turned  again  and  came  slowly  and 
with  bent  head  towards  her. 

"  Forgive  me  ! "  he  said  simply.     "  I  was  wrong  ! " 

Sylvie,  easily  moved  to  kindness,  was  touched  by  this 
apparent  humility  on  the  part  of  a  man  so  renowned  for 
unflinching  hauteur,  and  she  at  once  gave  him  her  hand. 
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"  I  shall  forget  your  words  !  "  she  said  gently.  "  So  there  is 
nothing  to  pardon." 

"Thank  you  for  your  generosity,"  he  said,  still  standing 
before  her  and  preserving  his  grave  and  quiet  demeanour. 
"  In  my  zeal  for  Holy  Church,  my  tongue  frequently  outruns 
my  prudence.  I  confess  you  have  hurt  me, — cruelly  !  You  are 
a  mere  child  to  me — young,  beautiful,  beloved, — and  I  am 
growing  old  ;  I  have  sacrificed  all  the  joys  of  life  for  the  better 
serving  of  the  faith — but  I  have  kept  a  few  fair  dreams — and 
one  of  the  fairest  was  my  belief  in  you  1 " 

Sylvie  looked  at  him  searchingly,  but  his  eyes  did  not  flinch 
in  meeting  hers. 

"I  am  sorry  you  are  disappointed,  Monsignor,"  she  began, 
when  he  raised  his  hand  deprecatingly. 

"  No — I  am  not  disappointed  as  yet ! "  he  said,  with  an 
affectation  of  great  kindness.  "  Because  I  do  not  permit 
myself  to  believe  that  you  will  allow  me  to  be  disappointed ! 
Just  now  you  made  a  passing  allusion — and  I  venture  to  say 
a  hasty  and  unworthy  one — to  your  'bank,'  as  if  my  whole 
soul  were  set  on  retaining  you  as  a  daughter  of  the  Church  for 
your  great  wealth's  sake  only  !  Contessa,  you  are  mistaken ! 
Give  me  credit  for  higher  and  nobler  motives  !  Grant  me  the 
right  to  be  a  little  better — a  little  more  disinterested,   than 

perhaps  popular  rumour  describes  me, believe  me  to  be 

at  least  your  friend -" 

He  paused — his  voice  apparently  broken  by  emotion,  and 
turning  away  his  head  he  paced  the  room  once  more  and 
finally  sat  down,  covering  his  eyes  with  one  hand  in  an 
admirably  posed  attitude  of  fatigue  and  sorrow. 

Sylvie  was  perplexed,  and  somewhat  embarrassed.  She  had 
never  seen  him  in  this  kind  of  humour  before.  She  was 
accustomed  to  a  certain  domineering  authority  in  his  language, 
rendered  all  the  more  difficult  to  endure  by  the  sarcasm  with 
which  he  sometimes  embittered  his  words,  as  though  he 
had  dipped  them  in  gall  before  pronouncing  them, — but 
this  apparent  abandonment  of  reserve,  this  almost  touch- 
ing  assumption  of  candour,  were  phases  of  his   histrionical 
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ability  which  he  had  never  till  now  displayed  in  her  pre- 
sence. 

"Monsignor,"  she  said  after  a  little  silence,  "  I  sincerely  ask 
your  pardon  if  I  have  wronged  you,  even  in  a  thought  I  I 
had  no  real  intention  of  doing  so,  and  if  anything  I  have  said 
has  seemed  to  you  unduly  aggressive  or  unju  ^t,  I  am  sorry ! 
But  you  yourself  began  to  scold" — and  she  smiled — "and  I 
am  not  in  the  humour  to  be  scolded  !  Though,  to  speak  quite 
frankly,  I  have  always  been  more  or  less  prepared  for  a  little 
trouble  on  the  subject  of  my  intended  marriage  with  Mr. 
Aubrey  Leigh, — I  have  felt  and  known  all  along  that  it  would 
incur  the  Pope's  displeasure  ..." 

Here  Gherardi  uncovered  his  eyes  and  looked  at  her  fully. 

"But  there  you  are  mistaken  ! "  he  said  gently,  with  a  smile 
that  was  almost  paternal.  "  I  know  of  nothing  in  recent  years 
that  has  given  the  Holy  Father  greater  satisfaction  !  " 

She  glanced  at  him  quickly  but  said  nothing,  whereat  he 
was  secretly  annoyed.  Why  did  she  not  express  her  w^onder 
and  delight  at  the  Pope's  lenity,  as  almost  any  other  woman 
in  her  position  would  have  done?  Her  outward  appearance 
was  that  of  child-like  ultra-femininity, — how  was  it  then  that 
he  felt  as  if  she  were  mentally  fencing  with  him,  and  that  her 
intellectual  sword-play  threatened  to  surpass  his  ov.n ? 

"Nothing,"  he  repeated  suavely,  "has  given  the  Holy  Father 
greater  satisfaction  !  For  very  naturally,  he  looks  upon  you  as 
one  of  his  most  faithful  children,  and  rejoices  that  by  the 
power  of  perfect  love — love  which  is  an  emanation  of  the 
Divine  Spirit  in  itself — you  have  been  chosen  by  our  Lord  to 
draw  so  gifted  and  brilliant  a  man  as  Aubrey  Leigh  out  of  the 
error  of  his  ways  and  bring  him  into  the  true  fold  !  " 
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XXXIV 

STILL  the  Countess  Sylvie  was  silent.  Bending  a  quick 
scrutinizing  glance  upon  her,  he  saw  that  her  eyes  were 
lowered,  and  that  the  violets  nestling  near  her  bosom  moved 
restlessly  with  her  quickened  breath,  and  he  judged  these  little 
signs  of  agitation  as  the  favourable  hints  of  a  weakening  and 
hesitating  will. 

"Aubrey  Leigh,"  he  went  on  slowly,  "has  long  been  an 
avowed  enemy  of  our  Church.  In  England  especially,  where 
many  of  the  Protestant  clergy,  repenting  of  their  recusancy — • 
for  Protestantism  is  nothing  more  than  a  backsliding  from  the 
true  faith — are  desirous  of  gradually,  through  the  gentler  forms 
of  Ritualism,  returning  to  the  Original  source  of  Divine 
Inspiration,  he  has  taken  a  great  deal  too  much  upon  himself 
in  the  freedom  of  his  speeches  to  the  people.  But  we  are 
bound  to  remember  that  it  is  not  against  our  Church  only 
that  he  has  armed  himself  at  all  points,  but  seemingly  against 
all  Churches;  and  when  we  examine,  charitably  and  with 
patience,  into  the  sum  and  substance  of  his  work  and  aim,  we 
find  its  chief  object  is  to  purify  and  maintain — not  to  destroy 
or  deny — the  Divine  teaching  of  Christ.  In  this  desire  we 
are  one  with  him — we  are  even  willing  to  assist  him  in  the 
Cause  he  has  espoused — and  we  shall  faithfully  promise  to  do 
so,  when  we  receive  him  as  your  husband.  Nay,  more — we 
will  endeavour  to  further  his  work  among  the  poor,  and  carry 
out  any  scheme  for  their  better  care,  which  he  may  propose 
to  us,  and  we  may  judge  as  devout  and  serviceable.  The 
Church  has  wide  arms,— she  stretches  far,  and  holds  fast ! 
The  very  fact  of  a  man  like  Aubrey  Leigh  voluntarily  choosing 
as  his  wife  the  last  scion  of  one  of  the  most  staunch  Roman 
Catholic  families  in  Europe,  proves  the  salutary  and  welcome 
change  which  your  good  influence  has  brought  about  in  his 
heart   and   mind   and   manner  and  judgment, — wherefore  it 
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follows,   my  dear  child,   that   in   his    marriage   with    you   he 
becomes  one  of  us,  and  is  no  longer  outside  us  !  " 

With  a  swift  and  graceful  imperiousness,  Sylvie  suddenly 
rose  and  faced  him. 

"  It  is  time  we  understood  each  other,  Monsignor,"  she  said 
quietly.  "  It  is  no  good  playing  at  cross  purposes  !  With 
every  respect  for  you,  I  must  speak  plainly.  I  am  fully  aware 
of  all  you  tell  me  respecting  my  descent  and  the  traditions  of 
my  ancestors.  I  know  that  the  former  Counts  Hermenstein 
were  faithful  servants  of  the  Church.  But  they  were  all  merely 
half-educated  soldiers  ;  brave,  yet  superstitious.  I  know  also 
that  my  father,  the  late  Count,  was  apparently  equally  loyal  to 
the  Church, — though  really  only  so  because  it  was  too  much 
trouble  for  him  to  think  seriously  about  anything  save  hunting. 
But  I — Sylvie — the  last  of  the  race,  do  not  intend  to  be  bound 
or  commanded  by  the  trammels  of  any  Church,  in  the  face  of 
the  great  truths  declared  to  the  world  to-day  !  My  faith  in 
God  is  as  my  betrothed  husband's  faith  in  God, — my  heart  is 
his, — my  life  is  his  !  From  henceforth  we  are  together ;  and 
together  we  are  content  to  go,  after  death,  wherever  God 
shall  ordain,  be  it  Hell  or  Heaven  ! " 

"  Wait ! "  said  Gherardi  in  low  fierce  accents,  his  eyes 
glittering  with  mingled  rage  and  the  admiration  of  her  beauty 
which  he  could  ill  conceal.  "  Wait !  If  you  care  nothing  for 
yourself  in  this  matter,  is  it  possible  that  you  care  nothing 
for  him  ?  Have  you  thought  of  the  results  of  such  rashness  as 
you  meditate  ?  Listen  ! "  and  he  leaned  forward  in  his  chair, 
his  dark  brows  bent  and  his  whole  attitude  expressive  of  a 
relentless  malice — "  Your  marriage,  without  the  blessing  of 
the  Church  of  your  fathers,  shall  be  declared  illegal ! — your 
children  pronounced  bastards  !  Wherever  the  ramifications  of 
the  Church  are  spread  (and  they  are  everywhere)  you,  the 
brilliant,  the  courted,  the  admired  Sylvie  Hermenstein,  shall 
find  yourself  not  only  outside  the  Church,  but  outside  all 
Society  !  You  will  be  considered  as  '  living  in  sin ' ; — as  no 
true  wife,  but  merely  the  mistress  of  the  man  with  whom  you 
have  elected  to  wander  the  world !     And  he,  when  he  sees  the 
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finger  of  scorn  pointed  at  you  and  at  his  children,  he  also  will 
change — as  all  men  change  when  change  is  convenient  or 
advantageous  to  themselves; — he  will  in  time  weary  of  his 
miserable  Christian- Democratic  theories, — and  of  you  ! — yes, 
even  of  you  ! "  And  Gherardi  suddenly  sprang  up  and  drew 
nearer  to  her.  "Even  of  you,  I  say  !  He  will  weary  of  your 
beauty — that  delicate  fine  loveliness  which  makes  even  me  long 
to  possess  it ! — me,  a  priest  of  Mother-Church,  whose  heart 
is  supposed  to  beat  only  for  two  things — Power  and  Revenge ! 
Listen — listen  yet  a  moment ! "  and  he  drew  a  step  nearer, 
while  Sylvie  held  her  ground  where  she  stood,  unflinchingly, 
and  like  a  queen,  though  she  was  pale  to  the  very  lips — 
"  What  of  the  friend  you  love  so  well,  Angela  Sovrani,  who  has 
dared  to  paint  such  a  picture  as  should  be  burnt  in  the  public 
market-place  for  its  vile  heresy  !  Do  you  think  she  will  escape 
the  wrath  of  the  Church  ?  Not  she  I  We  in  our  day  use 
neither  poison  nor  cold  steel — but  we  know  how  to  poison  a 
name,  and  stab  a  reputation!  What!  You  shrink  at  that? 
Listen  yet — listen  a  moment  longer !  And  remember  that 
nothing  escapes  the  vigilant  eye  of  Rome !  At  this  very 
moment  I  can  place  my  hand  on  Florian  Varillo,  concerning 
whom  there  is  a  rumour  that  he  attempted  the  assassina- 
tion of  his  betrothed  wife, — an  inhuman  deed  that  no  sane 
man  could  ever  have  perpetrated" — here  Sylvie  uttered  a 
slight  exclamation,  and  he  paused,  looking  at  her  with  a  cold 
smile — "Yes,  I  repeat  it! — a  deed  w'Aic/i  no  sane  man  could 
have  perpetrated!  The  unfortunate,  the  deeply  wronged 
Florian  Varillo,  will  swear,  and  /  am  prepared  to  swear  with 
him,  that  he  is  guiltless  of  any  such  vile  act  or  treachery — 
and  also  that  he  painted  more  than  half  of  the  great  picture 
this  woman  Sovrani  claims  as  her  own  work  !  Whilst  strongly 
protesting  against  its  heresy  and  begging  her  to  alter  certain 
figures  in  the  canvas,  still  he  gave  her  for  love's  sake,  all  his 
masculine  ability.  The  blasphemous  idea  is  hers — but  the 
drawing,  the  colouring,  the  grouping,  are  his!'' 

"  He  is  a  liar  ! "  cried  Sylvie  passionately.     "  Let  him  prove 
his  lie ! " 
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"He  shall  have  every  chance  to  prove  it!"  answered 
Gherardi  calmly.  "/  will  give  him  every  chance!  /will 
support  what  you  call  his  lie !  /  say  it  is  a  truth  I  No 
woman  could  have  painted  that  picture !  And  mark  you 
well  —  the  mere  discussion  will  be  sufficient  to  kill  the 
Sovrani's  fame ! " 

Heedless  of  his  ecclesiastical  dignity — reckless  of  every- 
thing concerning  herself — Sylvie  rushed  up  to  him  and  laid 
one  hand  on  his  arm. 

"What!  Are  you  a  servant  of  Christ,"'  she  said  half- 
whisperingly,  "Or  a  slave  of  the  devil?" 

"Both,"  he  answered,  looking  down  upon  her  fair  beauty 
with  a  wicked  light  shining  in  his  eyes.  "  Both  ! "  and  he 
grasped  the  little  soft  hand  that  lay  on  his  arm  and  held  it 
as  in  a  vice.  "You  are  not  wanting  in  courage,  Contessa, 
to  come  so  close  to  me ! — to  let  me  hold  your  hand  !  How 
pale  you  look  I  If  you  were  like  other  women  you  would 
scream — or  summon  your  servants,  and  create  a  scandal ! 
You  know  better  !  You  know  that  no  scandal  would  ever  be 
believed  of  a  priest  attached  to  the  Court  of  Rome !  Stay 
there — where  you  are — I  will  not  hurt  you  !  No — by  all  the 
raging  fire  of  love  for  you  in  my  heart,  I  will  not  touch  more 
than  this  hand  of  yours!  Good!  Now  you  are  quite  still 
— I  say  again,  you  have  courage  !  Your  eyes  do  not  flinch — 
they  look  straight  into  mine — what  brave  eyes  !  You  would 
search  the  very  core  of  my  intentions  ?  You  shall !  Do  you 
not  think  it  enough  for  me— who  am  human  though  priest — 

to  give  you  up  to  the  possession  of  a  man  I  hate  ! A  man 

who  has  insulted  me  !  Is  it  not  enough,  I  say,  to  immolate 
my  own  passion  thus,  without  having  to  confront  the  possi- 
bility of  your  deserting  that  Church  for  whose  sake  I  thus 
resign  you?  For  had  this  Aubrey  Leigh  never  met  you,  I 
would  have  made  you  mine!  Still  silent? — and  your  little 
hand  still  quiet  in  mine  ? — I  envy  you  your  nerve  !  You 
stand  torture  well ;  but  I  will  not  keep  you  on  the  rack  too 
long  !  You  shall  know  the  worst  at  once — then  you  shall 
yourself  judge  the  position.     You  shall  prove  for  yourself  the 


540  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

power  of  Rome  !  To  escape  that  power  you  would  have,  as 
the  Scripture  says,  to  *  take  the  wings  of  the  morning  and  fly 
into  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea.'  Think  well ! — the  fame 
and  reputation  of  Angela  Sovrani  can  be  ruined  at  my 
command, — and  equally,  the  sanctity  and  position  of  her 
uncle.  Cardinal  Bonprc  !  " 

With  a  sudden  movement  Sylvie  wrenched  her  hand  away 
from  his,  and  stood  at  bay,  her  eyes  flashing,  her  cheeks 
crimsoning. 

"  Cardinal  Bonpre  !  "  she  cried.  "  What  evil  have  you  in 
your  mind  against  him?  Are  you  so  lost  to  every  sense  of 
common  justice  as  to  attempt  to  injure  one  who  is  greater 
than  many  of  the  Church's  canonized  saints  in  virtue  and 
honesty  ?     What  has  he  done  to  you  ?  " 

Gherardi  smiled. 

"  You  excite  yourself  needlessly,  Contessa,"  he  said.  "  He 
has  done  nothing  to  me  personally, — he  is  simply  in  my  way. 
That  is  his  sole  offence  !  And  whatever  is  in  my  way,  I 
remove !  Nothing  is  easier  than  to  remove  Cardinal  Bonprd, 
for  he  has,  by  his  very  simplicity,  fallen  into  a  trap  from  which 
extrication  will  be  difficult.  He  should  have  stopped  in  his 
career  with  the  performance  of  his  miracle  at  Rouen, — then 
all  would  have  been  well ;  he  should  not  have  gone  on  to 
Paris,  there  to  condone  the  crime  of  the  Ahh6  Vergniaud, 
and  ^/len  come  on  to  Rome.  To  come  to  Rome  under  such 
circumstances,  was  like  putting  his  head  in  the  wolfs  mouth ! 
But  the  most  unfortunate  thing  he  has  done  on  his  ill-fated 
journey,  is  to  have  played  protector  to  that  boy  he  has  with 
him  ! " 

"Why?"  demanded  Sylvie,  growing  pale  as  before  she  had 
been  flushed. 

"  Do  not  ask  why  !  "  said  Gherardi.  "  For  a  true  answer 
would  only  anger  you.  Suffice  it  for  you  to  know  that 
whatever  is  in  the  way  of  Rome  must  be  removed,— shall  be 
removed  at  all  costs  !  Cardinal  Bonpre,  as  I  said  before,  is 
in  the  way — and  unless  he  can  account  fully  and  frankly  for 
his  strange  companionship  with  a  mere  child- wanderer  picked 
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out  of  the  streets,  he  will  lose  his  diocese.  If  he  should  persist 
in  denying  all  knowledge  of  the  boy's  origin  he  will  lose  his 
Cardinal's  hat.  There  is  nothing  more  to  be  said !  But — 
there  is  one  remedy  for  all  this  mischief — and  it  rests  with 
you ! " 

"With  me?"  Sylvie  trembled, — her  heart  beat  violently. 
She  looked  as  though  she  were  about  to  swoon,  and  Gherardi 
put  out  his  arm  to  support  her.  She  pushed  him  away 
indignantly. 

"  Do  not  touch  me  ! "  she  said,  her  sweet  voice  shaken 
with  something  like  the  weakness  of  tears.  "  You  tempt 
me  to  kill  you, — to  kill  you  and  rid  the  world  of  a  human 
fiend ! " 

His  eyes  flashed,  and  narrowed  at  the  corners  in  the  strange 
snake-like  way  habitual  to  them. 

"  How  beautiful  you  are  !  "  he  said  indulgently.  *'  There 
are  some  people  in  the  world  who  do  not  admire  slight  little 
creatures  like  you,  all  fire  and  spirit  enclosed  in  sweetness — 
and  in  their  ignorance  they  escape  much  danger !  For  when 
a  man  stoops  to  pick  up  a  small  flower  half  hidden  in  the 
long  grass,  he  does  not  expect  it  to  half-madden  him  with  its 
sweetness — or  half-  murder  him  by  its  sting  !  That  is  why 
you  are  irresistible  to  me,  and  to  many.  Yes — no  doubt  you 
would  like  to  kill  me,  bella  Contessa ! — and  many  a  man  would 
like  to  be  killed  by  you  !  If  I  were  not  Domenico  Gherardi, 
servant  of  Mother-Church,  I  would  willingly  submit  to  death 
at  your  hands.  But  being  what  I  am,  I  must  live!  And 
living,  I  must  work — to  fulfil  the  commands  of  the  Church. 
And  so  faithful  am  I  in  the  work  of  our  Lord's  vineyard,  that 
I  care  not  how  many  grapes  I  press  in  the  making  of  His 
wine !  I  tell  you  plainly  that  it  rests  with  you  to  save  your 
friend  Angela  Sovrani,  and  the  saintly  Cardinal  likewise. 
Keep  the  vows  you  have  sworn  to  Holy  Church, — vows 
sworn  for  you  in  infancy  at  baptism,  and  renewed  by  your- 
self at  your  confirmation  and  first  Communion, — bring  your 
husband  to  Us  !  And  Florian  Varillo's  mouth  shall  be  closed 
— the  Sovrani's  reputation  shall  shine  like  the  sun  at  noonday ; 
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even  the  rank  heresy  of  her  picture  shall  be  forgiven,  and  the 
Cardinal  and  his  waif  shall  go  free  !  " 

Sylvie  clasped  her  hands  passionately  together  and  raised 
them  in  an  attitude  of  entreaty. 

"Oh,  why  are  you  so  cruel!"  she  cried.  "Why  do  you 
demand  from  me  what  you  know  to  be  impossible?" 

"It  is  not  impossible,"  answered  Gherardi,  watching  her 
closely  as  he  spoke.  "The  Church  is  lenient, — she  demands 
nothing  in  haste — nothing  unreasonable !  I  do  not  even  ask 
you  to  bring  about  Aubrey  Leigh's  conversion  before  your 
marriage.  You  are  free  to  wed  him  in  your  own  way  and  in 
his, — provided  that  one  ceremonial  of  the  marriage  takes  place 
according  to  our  Catholic  rites.  But  after  you  are  thus 
wedded,  you  must  promise  to  bring  him  to  Us  ! — you  must 
further  promise  that  any  children  born  of  your  union  be 
baptized  in  the  Catholic  faith.  With  such  a  pledge  from  you, 
in  writing,  I  will  be  satisfied ;— and  out  of  all  the  entangle- 
ments and  confusion  at  present  existing,  your  friends  shall 
escape  unharmed.     I  swear  it !  " 

He  raised  his  hand  with  a  lofty  gesture,  as  though  he 
were  asserting  the  truth  and  grandeur  of  some  specially 
noble  cause.  Sylvie,  letting  her  clasped  hands  drop  asunder 
with  a  movement  of  despair,  stood  gazing  at  him  in  fascinated 
horror. 

"The  Church!"  he  went  on,  warming  with  his  own  inward 
fervour.  "  The  Rock,  on  which  our  Lord  builds  the  real  fabric 
of  the  Universe  !  "  And  his  tall  form  dilated  with  the  utterance 
of  this  blasphemy.  "  The  learning,  the  science,  the  theoretical 
discussions  of  men,  shall  pass  as  dust  blown  by  the  breath  of  a 
storm-wind — but  the  Church  shall  remain,  the  same,  yesterday, 
to-day  and  forever !  It  shall  crush  down  kings,  governments 
and  nations  in  its  unmoving  Majesty  !  The  fluctuating  wisdom 
of  authors  and  reformers — the  struggle  of  conflicting  creeds — 
all  these  shall  sink  and  die  under  the  silent  inflexibility  of  its 
authority  !  The  whole  world  hurled  against  it  shall  not  prevail, 
and  were  all  its  enemies  to  perish  by  the  sword,  by  poison,  by 
disease,  by  imprisonment,  by  stripes  and  torture,  this  would  be 
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but  even  justice !  '  For  many  are  called  —  but  few  arc- 
chosen."' 

He  turned  his  eyes,  flashing  with  a  sort  of  fierce  ecstasy, 
upon  the  slight  half-shrinking  figure  of  Sylvie  opposite  to  him. 
"  Yes,  bella  Contessa  I  What  the  Church  ordains,  must  be ; 
what  the  Church  desires,  that  same  the  Church  will  have ! 
There  is  no  room  in  the  hearts  or  minds  of  its  servants  for 
love,  for  pity,  for  pardon,  for  anything  human  merely, — its 
authority  is  Divine !  —  and  '  God  will  not  be  mocked ' ! 
Humanity  is  the  mere  food  and  wine  of  sacrifice  to  the 
Church's  doctrine, — nations  may  starve,  but  the  Church  must 
be  fed.  What  are  nations  to  the  Church?  Naught  but 
children, — docile  or  rebellious  ; — children  to  be  whipped,  and 
coerced,  and  forced  to  obey !  Thus  for  you,  one  unit  out 
of  the  whole  mass,  to  oppose  yourself  to  the  mighty  force  of 
Rome,  is  as  though  one  daisy  out  of  the  millions  in  the  grass 
should  protest  against  the  sweep  of  the  mower's  scythe  !  You 
do  not  know  me  yet !  There  is  nothing  I  would  hesitate  to 
do  in  the  service  of  the  Church.  I  would  even  consent  to  ruin 
you,  to  prove  the  fire  of  my  zeal,  as  well  as  the  fire  of  my 
love ! " 

He  made  a  step  towards  her, — she  drew  herself  to  the 
utmost  reach  of  her  elfin  height,  and  looked  at  him  straightly. 
Pale,  but  with  her  dark  blue  eyes  flashing  like  jewels,  she  in 
one  sweeping  glance,  measured  him  with  a  scorn  so  intense 
that  it  seemed  to  radiate  from  her  entire  person,  and  pierce 
him  with  a  thousand  arrowy  shafts  of  flame. 

"You  have  stated  your  intentions,"  she  said.  "Will  you 
hear  my  answer  ?  " 

He  bent  his  head  gravely,  with  a  kind  of  ironical  tolerance 
in  his  manner. 

"There  is  nothing  I  desire  more!"  he  replied,  "for  I  am 
sure  that  in  the  unselfish  sweetness  of  your  nature  you  will  do 
all  you  can  to  serve — and  save — your  friends  !  " 

"You  are  right !  "  she  said,  controlling  the  quickness  of  her 
breathing,  and  forcing  herself  to  speak  calmly.  "  I  will !  But 
not    in   your   way !      Not   at    your    command !      You    have 
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enlightened  me  on  many  points  of  which  I  was  hitherto 
ignorant — and  for  this  I  thank  you  !  You  have  taught  me 
that  the  Church,  instead  of  being  a  brotherhood  united  in  the 
Divine  service  of  Christ,  who  was  God-in-Man,  is  a  mere 
secular  system  of  avarice  and  tyranny  !  You  pretend  to  save 
souls  for  God  !  What  do  you  care  for  my  soul !  You  would 
have  me  wed  a  man  with  fraud  in  my  heart, — with  the  secret 
intent  to  push  upon  him  the  claims  of  a  Church  he  abhors, — 
and  this  after  he  has  made  me  his  wife  !  You  would  have  me 
tell  lies  to  him  before  the  Eternal !  And  you  call  that  the 
way  to  salvation?  No,  Monsignor !  It  is  the  wealth  of  the 
Hermensteins  you  desire !  —  not  the  immortal  rescue,  or 
heavenly  benefit  of  the  last  of  their  children !  You  will 
support  the  murderer  Varillo  in  his  lie  to  ruin  an  innocent 
woman's  reputation !  You  would  destroy  the  honour  and 
peace  of  an  old  man's  life  for  the  sake  of  furthering  your  own 
private  interests  and  grudges  !  And  you  call  yourself  a  servant 
of  Christ !  Monsignor,  if  you  are  a  servant  of  Christ,  then  the 
Church  you  serve  must  be  the  shadow  of  a  future  hell ! — not 
the  promise  of  a  future  heaven  !  I  denounce  it, — I  deny  it ! — 
I  swear  by  the  Holy  Name  of  our  Redeemer  that  I  am  a 
Christian  !— not  a  slave  of  the  Church  of  Rome  ! " 

Such  passion  thrilled  her,  such  high  exaltation,  that  she 
looked  like  an  inspired  angel  in  her  beauty  and  courage,  and 
Gherardi,  smothering  a  fierce  oath,  made  one  stride  towards 
her  and  seized  her  hands. 

"You  defy  me  !  "  he  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper.  "You  dare 
me  to  my  worst  ?  " 

She  looked  up  at  his  dark  cruel  face,  his  glittering  eyes,  and 
shuddered  as  with  icy  cold, — but  the  spirit  in  that  delicate 
little  body  of  hers  was  strong  as  steel,  and  tempered  to  the 
grandest  issues. 

"  I  dare  you  to  do  your  worst !  "  she  said,  half-sobbingly, — 

half-closing   her   eyes   in   the   nervous   terror   she   could   not 

altogether  control.     "  You  can  but  kill  me — I  shall  die  true  !  " 

With  a  sort  of  savage  cry,  Gherardi  snatched  her  round  the 

waist,  but  scarcely  had  he  done  so  when  he  was  flung  aside 
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with  a  force  that  made  him  reel  back  heavily  against  the  wall, 
and  Aubrey  Leigh  confronted  him. 

"  Aubrey  ! "  cried  Sylvie.     "  Oh,  Aubrey  !  " 

He  caught  her  as  she  sprang  to  him,  and  held  her  fast, — 
and  with  perfect  self-possession  he  eyed  the  priest  disdainfully 
up  and  down. 

"So  this,"  he  said  coldly,  "is  the  way  the  followers  of  Saint 
Peter  fulfil  the  commands  of  Christ !  Or  shall  we  say  this  is 
the  way  in  which  they  go  on  denying  their  Master?  It  is  a 
strange  way  of  retaining  disciples, — a  still  stranger  way  of 
making  converts  !     A  brave  way  too,  to  intimidate  a  woman  !  " 

Gherardi,  recovering  from  the  shock  of  Aubrey's  blow,  drew 
himself  up  haughtily. 

"  I  serve  the  Church,  Mr.  Leigh  !  "  he  said  proudly.  "  And 
in  that  high  service  all  means  are  permitted  to  us  for  a 
righteous  end  ! " 

"  Ah  ! — the  old  Jesuitical  hypocrisy  !  "  And  Aubrey  smiled 
bitterly.  "  Lies  are  permitted  in  the  Cause  of  Truth  !  One 
word,  Monsignor !  I  have  no  wish  to  play  at  any  game  of 
double-dealing  with  you.  I  have  heard  the  whole  of  your 
interview  with  this  lady.  It  is  the  first  time  I  have  ever 
played  the  eavesdropper — but  my  duty  was  to  protect  my 
promised  wife,  if  she  needed  protection — and  I  thought  it  was 
possible  she  might  need  it — from  yoii ! " 

Gherardi  turned  a  livid  paleness,  and  drew  a  quick  breath. 

"  I  know  your  moves,"  went  on  Aubrey  quietly,  "and  it  will 
be  my  business  as  well  as  my  pleasure  to  frustrate  them. 
Moreover,  I  shall  give  your  plot  into  the  care  of  the  public 
press " 

"  You  will  not  dare  ! "  cried  Gherardi  fiercely.  "  But — after 
all,  what  matter  if  you  do  ! — no  one  will  believe  you  !  " 

"Not  in  Rome,  perhaps,"  returned  Aubrey  coolly.  "  But  in 
England, — in  America, — things  are  different.  There  are  many 
honest  men  who  dislike  to  contemplate  even  a  distant  vision 
of  the  talons  of  Rome  hovering  over  us — we  look  upon  such 
mischief  as  a  sign  of  decay, — for  only  where  the  carcasses  of 
nations  lie,  does  the  vulture  hover  !  We  are  not  dead  yet ! — 
35 
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And  now,  Monsignor, — as  your  interview  with  the  Countess  is 
ended — an  interview  to  which  I  have  been  a  witness — may  I 
suggest  the  removal  of  your  presence?  You  have  made  a 
proposition — she  has  rejected  it — the  matter  is  ended  !  " 

Civilly  calm  and  cold  he  stood,  holding  Sylvia  close  to  him 
with  one  embracing  arm,  and  Gherardi,  looking  at  the  two 
together  thus,  impotently  wished  that  the  heavy  sculptured 
and  painted  ceiling  might  fall  and  crush  them  into  a  pulp 
before  him.  No  shame,  no  sense  of  compunction  moved 
him, — if  anything,  he  raised  his  head  more  haughtily  than 
before. 

"Aubrey  Leigh,"  he  said,  "Socialist,  reformer,  revolutionist, 
— whatever  you  choose  to  call  yourself  1 — you  have  all  the 
insolence  of  your  race  and  class, — and  it  is  beneath  my  dignity 
to  argue  with  you.  But  you  will  rue  the  day  you  ever  crossed 
my  path  !  Not  one  thing  have  I  threatened,  that  shall  not  be 
performed !  This  unhappy  lady  whose  mind  has  been  per- 
verted from  Holy  Church  by  your  heretical  teachings,  shall  be 
excommunicated.  Henceforth  we  look  upon  her  as  a  child  of 
sin ;  and  we  shall  publicly  declare  her  marriage  with  you  illegal. 
The  rest  can  be  left  with  confidence,  to — Society  !  " 

And  with  a  dark  smile  which  made  his  face  look  like  that  of 
some  malignant  demon,  he  turned,  and  preserving  his  proud 
inflexibility  of  demeanour,  without  another  look  or  gesture, 
left  the  apartment. 

Then  Aubrey,  alone  with  his  love,  drew  her  closer,  and 
lifted  her  fair  face  to  his  own,  looking  at  it  with  passionate 
tenderness  and  admiration. 

"You  brave  soul!"  he  said.  "You  true  woman!  You 
angel  of  the  covenant  of  love  !  How  shall  I  ever  tell  you 
how  I  worship  you — how  I  revere  you — for  your  truth  and 
courage ! " 

She  trembled  under  the  ardour  of  his  utterance,  and  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  I  was  not  afraid ! "  she  said.  "  I  should  have  called 
Katrine, — only  I  knew  that  if  I  once  did  so,  she  also  would  be 
involved,  and  he  would  be  unscrupulous  enough  to  ruin  my 
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name  with  a  few  words  in  order  to  defend  himself  from  all 
suspicion.  But  you,  Aubrey? — how  did  it  happen  that  you 
were  here  ?  " 

"  I  was  here  from  the  first!"  he  replied  triumphantly.  "I 
followed  on  Gherardi's  very  heels.  Your  Arab  boy  admitted 
me — he  was  in  my  secret.  He  showed  me  into  the  anteroom 
just  outside,  where  by  leaving  a  corner  of  the  door  ajar  I  could 
see  and  hear  everything.  And  I  listened  to  your  every  word  ! 
I  saw  every  bright  flash  of  the  strong  soul  in  your  brave  eyes ! 
And  now  those  eyes  question  me,  sweetheart,  —  almost  re- 
proachfully they  seem  to  ask  me  why  I  did  not  interfere 
between  you  and  Gherardi  before  ?  Ah,  but  you  must  forgive 
me  for  the  delay  !  I  wanted  to  drink  all  my  cup  of  nectar  to 
the  dregs — I  could  not  lose  one  drop  of  such  sweetness  !  To 
see  you,  slight  fragile  blossom  of  a  woman,  matching  your 
truth  and  courage  against  the  treachery  and  malice  of  the  most 
unscrupulous  priestly  tool  ever  employed  by  the  Vatican,  was 
a  sight  to  make  me  strong  for  all  my  days  ! "  He  kissed  her 
passionately.  "  My  love  !  My  wife  !  How  can  I  ever  thank 
you  ! " 

She  raised  her  sweet  eyes  wonderingly. 

"  Did  you  doubt  me,  Aubrey  ?  " 

"  No !  I  never  doubted  you.  But  I  wondered  whether 
your  force  would  hold  out,  whether  you  might  not  be 
intimidated,  whether  you  might  not  temporize,  which  would 
have  been  natural  enough — whether  you  might  not  have  used 
some  little  social  art  or  grace  to  cover  up  and  disguise  the 
absoluteness  of  your  resolve — but  no  !  You  were  a  heroine  in 
the  fight,  and  you  gave  your  blows  straight  from  the  hilt,  with- 
out flinching.  You  have  made  me  twice  a  man,  Sylvie  !  With 
you  beside  me  I  shall  win  all  I  might  otherwise  have  lost,  and 
I  thank  God  for  you,  dear  ! — I  thank  God  for  you  ! " 

He  drew  her  close  again  into  his  arms,  pressing  her  to  his 
heart  which  beat  tumultuously  with  its  deep  rejoicing, — no 
fear  now  that  they  two  would  ever  cease  to  be  one !  No 
danger  now  of  those  miserable  so-called  "religious"  disputes 
between   husband    and   wife,    which   are   so   eminently   anti- 
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Christian,  and  which  make  many  a  home  a  hell  upon  earth, — 
disputes  which  young  children  sometimes  have  to  witness  from 
their  earliest  years,  when  the  mother  talks  "at"  the  father  for 
not  going  to  Church,  or  the  father  sneers  at  the  mother  for 
being  "a  rank  Papist"!  Nothing  now,  but  absolute  union  in 
spirit  and  thought,  in  soul  and  intention — the  rarest  union  that 
can  be  consummated  between  man  and  woman,  and  yet  the 
only  one  that  can  engender  perfect  peace  and  unchanging 
happiness. 

And  presently  the  lovers'  trance  of  joy  gave  way  to  thought 
for  others ;  to  a  realization  of  the  dangers  hovering  over  the 
good  Cardinal,  and  the  already  ill-fated  Angela  Sovrani,  and 
Aubrey,  raising  the  golden  head  that  nestled  against  his  breast, 
kissed  the  sweet  lips  once  more  and  said — 

"  Now,  my  Sylvie,  we  must  take  the  law  into  our  own  hands  ! 
We  must  do  all  we  can  to  save  our  friends.  The  Cardinal 
must  be  thought  of  first.  If  we  are  not  quick  to  the  rescue  he 
will  be  sent  '  into  retreat,'  which  can  be  translated  as  forced 
detention,  otherwise  imprisonment.  He  must  leave  Rome 
to-night.     Now  listen  !  " 

And  sitting  down  beside  her,  still  holding  her  hand,  he  gave 
her  an  account  of  his  meeting  with  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  other- 
wise "Gys  Grandit,"  and  told  her  of  the  sudden  passion  for 
Angela  that  had  fired  the  soul  of  that  fiery  writer  of  the  fiercest 
polemics  against  priestcraft  that  had  as  yet  startled  France. 

"Knowing  now  all  the  intended  machinations  of  Gherardi," 
continued  Aubrey,  "what  I  suggest  is  this, — that  you,  my 
Sylvie,  should  confide  in  the  Princesse  D'Agramont,  who  is 
fortunately  for  us,  an  enemy  of  the  Vatican,  Arrange  with 
her  to  persuade  Angela  to  return  under  her  escort  at  once 
to  Paris.  Angela  is  well  enough  to  travel  if  great  care  be 
taken  of  her,  and  the  Princesse  will  not  spare  that.  Cyrillon 
can  go  with  them — I  should  think  that  might  be  managed  ?  " 

He  smiled  as  he  put  this  question.  Sylvie  smiled  in  answer 
and  replied  demurely — 

"  I  should  think  so  !  " 

"But  the  Cardinal,"  resumed  Aubrey,  "and — and  Manuel — 
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must  go  to-night.  I  will  see  Prince  Sovrani  and  arrange  it. 
And  Sylvie — will  you  marry  me  to-morrow  morning  ?  " 

Her  eyes  opened  wide  and  she  laughed. 

"Why  yes,  if  you  wish  it!"  she  said.  "But  —  so 
soon?" 

"  Darling,  the  sooner  the  better !  I  mean  to  take  every 
possible  method  of  making  our  marriage  binding  in  the 
sight  of  the  world,  before  the  Vatican  has  time  to  launch 
its  thunders.  If  you  arc  willing,  we  can  be  married  at  the 
American  Consulate  to-morrow  morning.  You  must  remember 
that  though  born  of  British  parents,  I  do  not  resign  my 
American  citizenship,  and  would  not  forego  being  of  the  New 
World  for  all  the  old  worlds  ever  made !  The  American 
Consul  knows  me  well,  and  he  will  begin  to  make  things  legal 
for  us  to-morrow  if  you  are  ready." 

"  Begin  to  make  things  legal  ? "  echoed  Sylvie  smiling. 
"  Will  he  do  no  more  than  begin  ?  " 

"  My  sweetheart,  he  cannot !  He  will  make  you  mine 
according  to  American  law.  In  England,  you  will  again  be 
made  mine  according  to  English  law.  And  then  afterwards 
we  will  have  our  religious  ceremony  !  " 

Sylvie  looked  at  him  perplexedly,  then  gave  a  pretty  gesture 
of  playful  resignation. 

"  Let  everything  be  as  you  wish  and  decide,  Aubrey,"  she 
said.  "  I  give  my  life  and  love  to  you,  and  have  no  other 
will  but  yours  !  " 

He  kissed  her. 

"  I  accept  the  submission,  only  to  put  myself  more  thoroughly 
at  your  command,"  he  said  tenderly, — "You  are  my  queen, — 
but  with  powerful  enemies  against  us,  I  must  see  that  you 
are  rightfully  enthroned  !  " 

A  few  minutes'  more  conversation, — then  a  hurried  consult- 
ation with  Madame  Bozier,  and  Sylvie,  changing  her  lace 
gown  for  a  simple  travelling  dress,  walked  out  of  the  Casa 
D'Angeli  with  the  faithful  Katrine,  and  taking  the  first  carriage 
she  could  find,  was  driven  to  the  Palazzo  where  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont    had    her    apartments.       Allowing    from    ten  to 
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fifteen  minutes  to  elapse  after  her  departure,  Aubrey  Leigh 
himself  went  out,  and  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  house, 
looked  up  and  down  carelessly,  drawing  on  his  gloves  and 
humming  a  tune.  His  quick  glance  soon  espied  what  he  had 
been  almost  certain  he  should  see,  namely,  the  straight  black- 
garmented  figure  of  a  priest,  walking  slowly  along  the  street 
on  the  opposite  side,  his  hands  clasped  behind  his  back,  and 
his  whole  aspect  indicative  of  devout  meditation. 

"  I  thought  so  !  "  said  Aubrey  to  himself.  "  A  spy  set  on 
already !  No  time  to  lose — Cardinal  Bonpre  must  leave 
Rome  at  nightfall." 

Leisurely  he  crossed  the  road,  and  walking  with  as  slow 
a  step  as  the  priest  he  had  noticed,  came  opposite  to  him  face 
to  face.  With  impenetrable  solemnity  the  holy  man  meekly 
moved  aside, — with  equally  impenetrable  coolness,  Aubrey 
eyed  him  up  and  down,  then  the  two  passed  each  other,  and 
Aubrey  walked  with  the  same  unhasting  pace,  to  the  end  of 
the  street, — then  turned — to  see  that  the  priest  had  paused 
in  his  holy  musings  to  crane  his  neck  after  him  and  watch  him 
with  the  most  eager  scrutiny.  He  did  not  therefore  take  a 
carriage  at  the  moment  he  intended,  but  walked  on  into  the 
Corso, — there  he  sprang  into  a  fiacre  and  drove  straight  to 
the  Sovrani  Palace.  The  first  figure  he  saw  there,  strolling 
about  in  the  front  of  the  building,  was  another  priest,  absorbed 
in  apparently  profound  thoughts  on  the  sublimity  of  the 
sunset,  which  was  just  then  casting  its  red  glow  over  the 
Eternal  City.  And  with  the  appearance  of  this  second 
emissary  of  the  Vatican  police,  he  realised  the  full  significance 
of  the  existing  position  of  affairs. 

Without  a  moment's  loss  of  time  he  was  ushered  into  the 
presence  of  the  Cardinal,  and  there  for  a  moment  stood  silent 
on  the  threshold  of  the  apartment,  overcome  by  the  noble 
aspect  of  the  venerable  prelate,  who,  seated  in  his  great  oaken 
chair,  was  listening  to  a  part  of  the  Gospel  of  Saint  Luke,, 
read  aloud  in  clear  sweet  accents  by  Manuel. 

"  A  good  man  out  of  the  good  treasure  of  his  heart  bringeth 
forth  that  which  is  good ;    and  an  evil  man  out  of  the  evil 
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treasure  of  his  heart  bringeth  forth  that  which  is  evil ;  for  of 
the  abundance  of  the  heart  his  mouth  speaketh. 

"  And  why  call  ye  Me,  Lord,  Lord,  and  do  not  the  things 
which  I  say? 

*'  Whosoever  cometh  to  Me,  and  heareth  My  sayings,  and 
doeth  them,  I  will  show  you  to  whom  he  is  like  : 

"  He  is  like  a  man  which  built  an  house,  and  digged  deep, 
and  laid  the  foundation  on  a  rock  :  and  when  the  flood  arose, 
the  stream  beat  vehemently  upon  that  house,  and  could  not 
shake  it :  for  it  was  founded  upon  a  rock. 

"But  he  that  heareth,  and  doeth  not,  is  like  a  man  that 
without  a  foundation  built  an  house  upon  the  earth ;  against 
which  the  stream  did  beat  vehemently,  and  immediately  it 
fell ;  a7id  the  r^-iin  of  that  house  zvas  greats 

And  emphasizing  the  last  line,  Manuel  closed  the  book ; 
then  at  a  kindly  beckoning  gesture  from  the  Cardinal,  Aubrey 
advanced  into  the  room,  bowing  with  deep  reverence  and 
honour  over  the  worn  old  hand  the  prelate  extended. 

"My  lord  Cardinal,"  he  said  without  further  preface,  "you 
must  leave  Rome  to-night !  " 

The  Cardinal  raised  his  gentle  blue  eyes  in  wondering 
protest. 

"  By  whose  order  ?  " 

"Surely  by  your  own  Master's  will,"  said  Aubrey  with  deep 
earnestness.  "  For  He  would  not  have  you  remain  to  be  a 
victim  to  treachery  !  " 

"Treachery!"  And  the  Cardinal  smiled.  "My  son, 
traitors  harm  themselves  more  than  those  they  would  betray. 
Treachery  cannot  touch  me  !  " 

Aubrey  came  a  step  nearer. 

"  Monsignor,  if  you  do  not  care  for  yourself  you  will  care 
for  the  boy,"  he  said  in  a  lower  tone,  with  a  glance  at  Manuel, 
who  had  withdrawn,  and  was  now  standing  at  one  of  the 
windows,  the  light  of  the  sunset  gleaming  in  his  hair.  "  He 
will  be  separated  from  you  ! " 

At  this  the  Cardinal  rose  up,  his  whole  form  instinct  with 
resolution  and  dignity. 
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"They  cannot  separate  us  against  the  boy's  will  or  mine," 
he  said.     "  Manuel !  " 

Manuel  came  to  his  call,  and  the  Cardinal  placed  one 
hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"Child,"  he  said  softly,  "they  threaten  to  part  me  from 
you,  if  we  stay  longer  here  !     Therefore  we  must  leave  Rome  !  " 

Manuel  looked  up  with  a  bright  flashing  glance  of  tender- 
ness. 

"  Yes,  dear  friend,  we  must  leave  Rome  !  "  he  said,  "  Rome 
is  no  place  for  you — or  for  me  !  " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Something  in  the  attitude 
of  the  old  man  and  the  young  boy  standing  side  by  side, 
moved  Aubrey  deeply ;  a  sense  of  awe  as  well  as  love  over- 
whelmed him  at  the  sight  of  these  two  beings,  so  pure  in 
mind,  so  gentle  of  heart,  and  so  widely  removed  in  years  and 
in  life, — the  one  a  priest  of  the  Church,  the  other  a  waif  of 
the  streets,  yet  drawn  together  as  it  seemed,  by  the  simple 
spirit  of  Christ's  teaching,  in  an  almost  supernatural  bond  of 
union.     Recovering  himself  presently  he  said, 

"To-night  then,  Monsignor?" 

The  Cardinal  looked  at  Manuel,  who  answered  for  him. 

"  Yes,  to-night !  We  will  be  ready !  For  the  days  are 
close  upon  the  time  when  the  birth  of  Christ  was  announced 
to  a  world  that  does  not  yet  believe  in  Him  !  It  will  be  well 
to  leave  Rome  before  then  !  For  the  riches  of  the  Pope's 
palace  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  poor  babe  born  in  a 
manger, — and  the  curse  of  the  Vatican  would  be  a  discord  in 
the  angels'  singing— 'Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on 
earth  peace,  goodwill  towards  men  '  /  " 

His  young  voice  rang  out,  silver  clear  and  sweet,  and 
Aubrey  gazed  at  him  in  wondering  silence. 

"  To-night ! "  repeated  Manuel,  smiling  and  stretching  out 
his  hand  with  a  gentle  authoritative  gesture.  "To-night  the 
Cardinal  will  leave  Rome,  and  I  will  leave  it  too — perchance 
forever ! " 
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DURING  these  various  changes  in  the  Hves  of  those 
with  whom  he  had  been  more  or  less  connected, 
Florian  Varillo  lay  between  life  and  death  in  the  shelter  of  a 
Trappist  monastery  on  the  Campagna.  When  he  had  been 
seized  by  the  delirium  and  fever  which  had  flung  him,  first 
convulsed  and  quivering,  and  then  totally  insensible,  at  the 
foot  of  the  grim,  world-forgotten  men  who  passed  the  midnight 
hours  in  digging  their  own  graves,  he  had  been  judged  by 
them  as  dying  or  dead,  and  had  been  carried  into  a  sort  of 
mortuary  chapel,  cold  and  bare,  and  lit  only  by  the  silver 
moonbeams  and  the  flicker  of  a  torch  which  one  of  the  monks 
carried.  Waking  in  this  ghastly  place,  too  weak  to  struggle, 
he  fell  a-moaning  like  a  tortured  child,  and  was,  on  showing 
this  sign  of  life,  straightway  removed  to  one  of  the  cells. 
Here,  after  hours  of  horrible  suffering,  of  visions  more  hideous 
than  Dante's  Hell,  of  stupors  and  struggles,  of  fits  of  strong 
shrieking,  followed  by  weak  tears,  he  woke  one  afternoon 
calm  and  coherent, — to  find  himself  lying  on  a  straight  pallet 
bed  in  a  narrow  stone  chamber,  dimly  lighted  by  a  small  slit 
of  window,  through  which  a  beam  of  the  sun  fell  aslant, 
illumining  the  blood-stained  features  of  a  ghastly  Christ 
stretched  on  a  black  crucifix  directly  opposite  him.  He 
shuddered  as  he  saw  this,  and  half  closed  his  eyes  with  a  deep 
sigh. 

"Tired  —  tired!"  said  a  thin  clear  voice  beside  him. 
*'  Always  tired  !     It  is  only  God  who  is  never  weary  ! " 

Varillo  opened  his  eyes  again  languidly,  and  turned  them 
on  a  monk  sitting  beside  him, — a  monk  whose  face  was 
neither  old  nor  young,  but  which  presented  a  singular  com- 
bination of  both  qualities.  His  high  forehead,  white  as 
marble,  had  no  furrows  to  mar  its  smoothness,  and  from  under 
deep  brows  a  pair  of  wondering  wistful  brown  eyes  peered  like 
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the  eyes  of  a  lost  and  starving  child.  The  cheeks  were  gaunt 
and  Hvid,  the  flesh  hanging  in  loose  hollows  from  the  high  and 
prominent  bones,  yet  the  mouth  was  that  of  a  youth,  firm, 
well-outlined  and  sweet  in  expression,  and  when  he  smiled  as 
he  did  now,  he  showed  an  even  row  of  small  pearly  teeth  which 
might  have  been  envied  by  many  a  fair  woman. 

"Only  God  who  is  never  weary!"  he  said,  nodding  his 
head  slowly,  "  but  we — you  and  I — we  are  soon  tired  !  " 

Varillo  looked  at  him  dubiously ;  and  a  moment's  thought 
decided  him  to  assume  a  certain  amount  of  meekness  and 
docility  with  this  evident  brother  of  some  religious  order,  so 
that  he  might  obtain  both  sympathy  and  confidence  from  him, 
and  from  all  whom  he  might  be  bound  to  serve.  Ill  and 
weak  as  he  was,  the  natural  tendency  of  his  brain  to  scheme 
for  his  own  advantage,  was  not  as  yet  impaired. 

"  Ah  yes  !  "  he  sighed,  "  I  am  very  tired  ! — very  ill !  I  do 
not  know  what  has  happened  to  me — nor  even  where  I  am. 
What  place  is  this  ?  " 

"It  is  a  place  where  the  dead  come!"  responded  the 
monk.  "  The  dead  in  heart — the  dead  in  soul — the  dead  in 
sin  !  They  come  to  bury  themselves,  lest  Cxod  should  find 
them  and  crush  them  into  dust  before  they  have  time  to  say 
a  prayer !  Like  Adam  and  his  wife,  they  hide  themselves 
'from  the  presence  of  the  Lord  among  the  trees  of  the 
garden.'" 

Varillo  raised  himself  on  one  elbow,  and  stared  at  the  pale 
face  and  smiling  mouth  of  the  speaker  in  fear  and  wonder. 

"  '  A  place  where  the  dead  come ' !  "  he  echoed.  "  But  you 
are  alive — and  so  am  I  ! " 

"  You  may  be — I  am  not,"  said  the  monk  quietly.  "  I  died 
long  ago  !  People  who  are  alive  say  we  are  men,  though  we 
know  ourselves  to  be  ghosts  merely.  This  place  is  called  by 
the  world  a  Trappist  monastery, — you  will  go  out  of  it  if 
indeed  you  are  alive — you  must  prove  that  first !  But  we 
shall  never  go  out,  because  we  are  dead.  One  never  goes 
out  of  the  grave  !  " 

With  an  effort  Varillo  tried  to  control  the  tremor  of  his. 
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nerves,  and  to  understand  and  reason  out  these  enigmatical 
sentences  of  his  companion.  He  began  to  think — and  then 
to  remember, — and  by  and  by  was  able  to  conjure  up  the 
picture  of  himself  as  he  had  last  been  conscious  of  existence, — 
himself  standing  outside  the  gates  of  a  great  building  on  the 
Campagna,  and  shaking  the  iron  bars  to  and  fro.  It  was  a 
Trappist  monastery  then  ?— and  he  was  being  taken  charge  of 
by  the  Traj)pist  Order?  This  fact  might  possibly  be  turned 
to  his  account  if  he  were  careful.  He  lay  down  once  more  on 
his  pillow  and  closed  his  eyes,  and  under  this  pretence  of 
sleep,  pondered  his  position,  ^^'hat  were  they  saying  of  him 
in  Rome?  Was  Angela  buried?  And  her  great  picture? 
What  had  become  of  it  ? 

"  How  long  have  I  been  here  ?  "  he  asked  suddenly. 

The  monk  gave  a  curious  deprecatory  gesture  with  his 
hands. 

"  Since  you  died  !     So  long  have  you  been  dead  !  " 

Varillo  surveyed  him  with  a  touch  of  scorn. 

*'  You  talk  in  parables — like  your  Master  !  "  he  said  with  a 
feeble  attempt  at  a  laugh.  "  I  am  not  strong  enough  to 
understand  you  !  And  if  you  are  a  Trappist  monk,  why 
do  you  talk  at  all  ?  I  thought  one  of  your  rules  was  perpetual 
silence  ?  " 

"Silence?  Yes — everyone  is  silent  but  me!"  said  the 
monk — "I  may  talk — because  I  am  only  Ambrosio, — mad 
Ambrosio  !  —  something  wrong  here!"  And  he  touched  his 
forehead.  "  A  teasing  demon  lives  always  behind  my  eyes, 
piercing  my  brain  with  darts  of  fire.  And  he  obliges  me 
to  talk  ;  he  makes  me  say  things  I  should  not — and  for  all 

the  mischief  he  works  upon  me  I  wear  this see  ! " — And 

springing  up  suddenly  he  threw  aside  the  folds  of  his  garment, 
and  displayed  his  bare  chest,  over  wliich  a  coarse  rope  was 
crossed  and  knotted  so  tightly,  that  the  blood  was  oozing  from 
the  broken  flesh  on  either  side  of  it.  "  For  every  word  I  say, 
I  bleed ! " 

Varillo  gave  a  nervous  cry  and  covered  his  eyes. 

"  Do   not   be   afraid ! "   said    Ambrosio,   drawing   his    robe 
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together  again,  "  It  is  only  flesh — not  spirit — that  is  wounded  ! 
Flesh  is  our  great  snare, — it  persuades  us  to  eat,  to  sleep,  to 
laugh,  to  love — the  spirit  commands  none  of  these  things. 
The  spirit  is  of  God — it  wants  neither  food  nor  rest, — it  is 
pure  and  calm, — it  would  escape  to  Heaven  if  the  flesh  did 
not  cramp  its  wings  !  " 

Varillo  took  his  hand  from  his  eyes  and  tossed  himself  back 
on  his  pillow  with  a  petulant  moan. 

"Can  they  do  nothing  better  for  me  than  this?"  he 
ejaculated.  "  To  place  me  here  in  this  wretched  cell  alone 
with  a  madman  !  " 

Ambrosio  stood  by  the  pallet  bed  looking  down  upon  him 
with  a  sort  of  child-like  curiosity. 

"  Xo  better  than  this?"  he  echoed.  "Would  you  have 
anything  better?  Safe — safe  from  the  world, — no  one  can 
find  you  or  follow  you — no  one  can  discover  your  sin " 

"  Sin  !  What  sin  ! "  demanded  Varillo  fiercely.  "  You  talk 
like  a  fool — as  you  own  yourself  to  be  !  I  have  committed  no 
sin  ! " 

"Good  —  good!"  said  Ambrosio.  "Then  you  must  be 
canonized  with  all  the  rest  of  the  saints  !  And  St.  Peter's  shall 
be  illuminated,  and  the  Pope  shall  be  carried  in  to  see  you  and 
to  lay  his  hands  upon  you,  and  they  shall  shout  to  him,  ''Tu  es 
PetrusP  and  no  one  will  remember  what  kind  of  a  bruised, 
bleeding,  tortured,  broken-down  Head  of  the  Church  stood 
before  the  multitude  when  Pilate  cried  '  Ecce  homo  I ' " 

Varillo  stared  at  him  in  unwilling  fascination.  He  seemed 
carried  beyond  himself, — it  was  as  though  some  other  force 
spoke  through  him,  and  though  he  scarcely  raised  his  voice, 
its  tone  was  so  clear,  musical  and  penetrative  that  it  seemed  to 
give  light  and  warmth  to  the  cold  dulness  of  the  cell. 

"  You  must  not  mind  me  !  "  he  went  on  softly,  "  My  thoughts 
have  all  gone  wrong,  they  tell  me, — so  have  my  words.  I 
was  young  once — and  in  that  time  I  used  to  study  hard  and 
try  to  understand  what  it  was  that  God  wished  me  to  do  with 
my  life.  But  there  were  so  many  things — so  much  confusion 
— so  much  difficulty — and  the  end  is here  !  "     He  smiled. 
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"Well !  It  is  a  quiet  end, — they  say  the  devil  knocks  at  the 
gate  of  the  monastery  often  at  midnight,  but  he  never  enters 
in, — never — unless  perchance  you  are  he  !  " 

Varillo  turned  himself  about  pettishly. 

"If  I  were  he,  I  should  not  trouble  you  long,"  he  said. 
"  Even  the  devil  might  be  glad  to  make  exit  from  such  a  hole 
as  this  !     Who  is  your  Superior  ?  " 

"We  have  only  one  Superior, — God!"  replied  Ambrosio. 
"  He  who  never  slumbers  or  sleeps — He  who  troubles  Him- 
self to  look  into  everything,  from  the  cup  of  a  flower  to  the 
heart  of  a  man  !  Who  shall  escape  the  lightning  of  His  glance, 
or  think  to  cover  up  a  hidden  vileness  from  the  discovery  of 
the  Most  High  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  ask  you  for  pious  jargon,"  said  Varillo,  beginning 
to  lose  temper,  yet  too  physically  weak  to  contend  with  the 
wordy  vagaries  of  this  singular  personage  who  had  evidently 
been  told  off  to  attend  upon  him.  "  I  asked  you  who  is  the 
Head  or  Ruler  of  this  community  ?  Who  gives  you  the  daily 
rule  of  conduct  which  you  all  obey  ?  " 

Ambrosio's  brown  eyes  grew  puzzled,  and  he  shook  his 
head. 

"  I  obey  no  one,"  he  said.  "  I  am  mad  Ambrosio  ! — I 
walk  about  in  my  grave,  and  speak,  and  sing,  while  others 
remain  silent.  I  would  tell  you  if  I  knew  of  anyone  greater 
than  God,— but  I  do  not !  " 

Varillo  uttered  an  impatient  groan.  It  was  no  good  asking 
this  creature  anything, — his  answers  were  all  wide  of  the 
mark. 

"God,"  went  on  Ambrosio,  turning  his  head  towards  the 
light  that  came  streaming  in  through  the  narrow  window  of 
the  cell,  "is  in  that  sunbeam  !  He  can  enter  where  He  will, 
and  we  never  know  when  we  shall  meet  Him  face  to  face ! 
He  may  possess  with  His  spirit  the  chaste  body  of  woman,  as 
in  our  Blessed  Lady, — or  He  may  come  to  us  in  the  form 
of  a  child,  speaking  to  the  doctors  in  the  temple  and  arguing 
with  them  on  the  questions  of  life  and  death.  He  is  in  all 
things ;  and  the  very  beggar  at  our  gates  who  makes  trial  of 
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our  charity,  may  for  all  we  know,  be  our  Lord  disguised ! 
Shall  I  tell  you  a  strange  story  ?  " 

Varillo  gave  a  weary  sign  of  assent,  half  closing  his  eyes. 
It  was  better  this  crazed  fool  should  talk,  he  thought,  than 
that  he  should  lie  there  and  listen,  as  it  were,  to  the  deadly 
silence  which  in  the  pauses  of  the  conversation  could  be  felt, 
like  the  brooding  heaviness  of  a  thick  cloud  hanging  over  the 
monastery  walls. 

"It  happened  long  ago,"  said  Ambrosio.  "There  was  a 
powerful  prince  who  thought  that  to  be  rich  and  strong  was 
sufficient  to  make  all  the  world  his  own.  But  the  world 
belongs  to  God, — and  He  does  not  always  give  it  over  to 
the  robber  and  the  spoiler.  This  prince  I  tell  you  of,  had 
been  the  lover  of  a  noble  lady,  but  he  was  false-hearted  ;  and 
the  false  soon  grow  weary  of  love  !  And  so,  tiring  of  her 
beauty  and  her  goodness,  he  stabbed  her  mortally  to  death, 
and  thought  no  one  had  seen  him  do  the  deed.  For  the  only 
witness  to  it  was  a  ray  of  moonlight  falling  through  the  window 
— just  as  the  sunlight  falls  now  ! — see  ! "  And  he  pointed  to 
the  narrow  aperture  which  lit  the  cell,  while  Florian  Varillo, 
shuddering  in  spite  of  himself,  lay  motionless.  "But  when 
the  victim  was  dead,  this  very  ray  of  moonlight  turned  to  the 
shape  of  a  great  angel,  and  the  angel  wore  the  semblance 
of  our  Lord, — and  the  glory  and  the  wonder  of  that  vision 
were  as  the  lightning  to  slay  and  utterly  destroy  !  And  from 
that  hour  for  many  years,  the  murderer  was  followed  by  a  ray 
of  light,  which  never  left  him ;  all  day  he  saw  it  flickering  in 
his  path, — all  night  it  flashed  across  his  bed,  driving  sleep 
from  his  eyes  and  rest  from  his  brain  ! — till  at  last  maddened 
by  remorse  he  confessed  his  crime  to  a  priest,  and  was  taken 
into  a  grave  like  this,  a  monastery, — where  he  died,  so  they 
say,  penitent.  But  whether  he  was  forgiven,  the  story  does 
not  say  ! " 

"  It  is  a  stupid  story  !  "  said  Varillo,  opening  his  eyes,  and 
smiHng  in  the  clear,  candid  way  he  always  assumed  when  he 
had  anything  to  hide.     "  It  has  neither  point  nor  meaning." 

"You  think  not?"    said  Ambrosio.      "But   perhaps  you 
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are  not  conscious  of  God.  If  you  were,  that  sunbeam  we 
see  now  should  make  you  careful,  lest  an  angel  should  be 
in  it!" 

"Careful?  Why  should  I  be  careful?"  Varillo  half 
raised  himself  on  the  bed.     "  I  have  nothing  to  hide  ! " 

At  this  Ambrosio  began  to  laugh. 

"  Oh,  you  are  happy — happy  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  You  are 
the  first  I  ever  heard  say  that !  Nothing  to  hide !  Oh, 
fortunate,  fortunate  man !  Then  indeed  you  should  not  be 
here — for  we  all  have  something  to  hide,  and  we  are  afraid 
even  of  the  light, — that  is  why  we  make  such  narrow  holes  for 
it ;  we  are  always  praying  God  not  to  look  at  our  sins, — not  to 
uncover  them  and  show  us  what  vile  souls  we  are — we  men 
who  could  be  as  gods  in  life,  if  we  did  not  choose  to  be 
devils " 

Here  he  suddenly  broke  off,  and  a  curious  grey  rigidity  stole 
over  his  features,  as  if  some  invisible  hand  were  turning  him 
into  stone.  His  eyes  sparkle!  feverishly,  but  otherwise  his 
face  was  as  the  face  of  the  dead.  The  horrible  fixity  of  his 
aspect  at  that  moment,  so  terrified  Varillo  that  he  gave  a  loud 
cry,  and  almost  before  he  knew  he  had  uttered  it,  another 
monk  entered  the  cell.  Varillo  gazed  at  him  affrightedly,  and 
pointed  to  Ambrosio.  The  monk  said  nothing,  but  merely 
took  the  rigid  figure  by  its  arm  and  shook  it  violently.  Then, 
as  suddenly  as  he  had  lost  speech  and  motion,  Ambrosio 
recovered  both,  and  went  on  talking  evenly,  taking  up  the 
sentence  he  had  broken  off — "  If  we  did  not  choose  to  be  as 
devils,  we  might  be  as  gods  ! "  Then  looking  around  him 
with  a  smile,  he  added,  "  Now  you  are  here,  Filippo,  you  will 
explain  ! " 

The  monk  addressed  as  Filippo  remained  silent,  still  holding 
him  by  the  arm,  and  presently  quietly  guiding  him,  led  him  out 
of  the  cell.  When  the  two  brethren  had  disappeared,  Varillo 
fell  back  on  his  pillows  exhausted. 

"What  am  I  to  do  now?"  he  thought,  "I  must  have  been 
here  many  days  ! — all  Rome  must  know  of  Angela's  death — all 
Rome  must  wonder  at  my  absence — all  Rome  perhaps  suspects 
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me  of  being  her  murderer !  And  yet — this  illness  may  be 
turned  to  some  account.  I  can  say  that  it  was  caused  by  grief 
at  hearing  the  sudden  news  of  her  death — that  I  was  stricken 

down  by  my  despair but  then 1  must  not  forget — I 

was  to  have  been  in  Naples.  Yes — the  thing  looks  suspicious 
— I  shall  be  tracked  ! — I  must  leave  Italy.     But  how  ?  " 

Bathed  in  a  cold  perspiration  he  lay,  wondering,  scheming, 
devising  all  sorts  of  means  of  escape  from  his  present  surround- 
ings, when  he  became  suddenly  aware  of  a  tall  dark  figure 
in  the  cell, — a  figure  muffled  nearly  to  its  eyes,  which  had 
entered  with  such  stealthy  softness  and  silence  as  to  give 
almost  the  impression  of  some  supernatural  visitant.  He 
uttered  a  faint  exclamation  —  the  figure  raised  one  hand 
menacingly. 

"  Be  silent ! "  These  words  were  uttered  in  a  harsh  whisper. 
"If  you  value  your  life,  hold  your  peace  till  I  have  said  what 
I  come  to  say  !" 

Moving  to  the  door  of  the  cell,  the  mysterious  visitor  bolted 
it  across  and  locked  it — then  dropped  the  disguising  folds 
of  his  heavy  mantle  and  monk's  cowl,  and  disclosed  the  face 
and  form  of  Domenico  Gherardi.  Paralysed  with  fear  Varillo 
stared  at  him, — every  drop  of  blood  seemed  to  rush  from  his 
heart  to  his  brain,  turning  him  sick  and  giddy,  for  in  the  dark 
yet  fiery  eyes  of  the  priest,  there  was  a  look  that  would  have 
made  the  boldest  tremble. 

"  I  knew  that  you  were  here,"  he  said,  his  thin  lips  widening 
at  the  corners  in  a  slight  disdainful  smile.  "I  saw  you  at 
the  inn  on  the  road  to  Frascati,  and  watched  you  shrink  and 
tremble  as  I  spoke  of  the  murder  of  Angela  Sovran i !  You 
screened  your  face  behind  a  paper  you  were  reading, — that 
was  not  necessary,  for  your  hand  shook, — and  so  betrayed 
itself  as  the  hand  of  the  assassin  ! " 

With  a  faint  moan,  Varillo  shudderingly  turned  away  and 
buried  his  head  in  his  pillow. 

"Why  do  you  now  wish  to  hide  yourself?"  pursued 
Gherardi.  "  Now  when  you  are  an  honest  man  at  last,  and  have 
shown  yourself  in  your  true  colours  ?    You  were  a  hypocrite 
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hitherto,  but  now  you  have  discovered  yourself  to  be  exactly 
as  the  devil  made  you,  why  you  can  look  at  me  without  fear — 
we  understand  each  other  !  " 

Still  Varillo  hid  his  eyes  and  moaned,  and  Gherardi  there- 
upon laid  a  rough  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Come,  man !  You  are  not  a  sick  child  to  lie  cowering 
there  as  though  seized  by  the  plague  !  What  ails  you  ?  You 
have  done  no  harm  !  You  tried  to  kill  something  that  stood 
in  your  way, — I  admire  you  for  that !  I  would  do  the  same 
myself  at  any  moment !  " 

Slowly  Varillo  lifted  himself  and  looked  up  at  the  dark 
strong  face  above  him. 

"A  pity  you  did  not  succeed  !"  went  on  Gherardi,  "for  the 
world  would  have  been  well  rid  of  at  least  one  feminine  would- 
be  'genius,'  whose  skill  puts  that  of  man  to  shame  !  But  per- 
haps it  may  comfort  you  to  know  that  your  blow  was  not  strong 
enough  or  deep  enough,  and  that  your  betrothed  wife  yet  lives 
to  wed  you — if  she  will ! " 

"  Lives  !  "  cried  Florian.     "  Angela  lives  ! " 

"  Ay,  Angela  lives  !  "  replied  Gherardi  coldly.  "  Does  that 
give  you  joy?  Does  your  lover's  heart  beat  with  ecstasy  to 
know  that  she — twenty  times  more  gifted  than  you,  a  hundred 
times  more  famous  than  you,  a  thousand  times  more  beloved 
by  the  world  than  you — lives,  to  be  crowned  with  an  immortal 
fame,  while  you  are  relegated  to  scorn  and  oblivion  !  Does 
that  content  you  ?  " 

A  dull  red  flush  crept  over  Varillo's  cheeks, — his  hand 
clenched  the  coverlet  of  his  bed  convulsively. 

"  Lives  !  "  he  muttered.  "  She  lives  !  Then  it  must  be  by 
a  miracle  !     For  I  drove  the  steel  deep  .  .  .  deep  home  !  " 

Gherardi  looked  at  him  curiously,  with  the  air  of  a  scientist 
watching  some  animal  writhing  under  vivisection. 

"  Perhaps  Cardinal  Felix  prayed  for  her  ! "  he  said  mockingly, 
"  and  even  as  he  healed  the  crippled  child  in  Rouen  he  may 
have  raised  his  niece  from  the  dead !  But  miracle  or  no 
miracle,  she  lives.     That  is  why  I  am  here  ! " 

*'  Why — you — are — here  ?  "  repeated  Varillo  mechanically. 
36 
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"How  dull  you  are!"  said  Gherardi  tauntingly.  "A  man 
like  you,  with  a  dozen  secret  intrigues  in  Rome,  should  surely 
be  able  to  grasp  a  situation  better  !  Angela  Sovrani  lives, 
I  tell  you, — I  am  here  to  help  you  to  kill  her  more  surely ! 
Your  first  attempt  was  clumsy, — and  dangerous  to  yourself, 
but — murder  her  reputation,  amico,  murder  her  reputation ! — 
and  so  build  up  your  own  ! " 

Slowly  Varillo  turned  his  eyes  upon  him.  Gherardi  met 
them  unflinchingly,  and  in  that  one  glance  the  two  were  united 
in  the  spirit  of  their  evil  intention. 

"You  are  a  man,"  went  on  Gherardi,  watching  him  closely. 
"  Will  you  permit  yourself  to  be  baffled  and  beaten  in  the  race 
for  fame  by  a  woman  ?  Shame  on  you  if  you  do  !  Listen  ! 
I  am  prepared  to  swear  that  you  are  innocent  of  having 
attempted  the  murder  of  your  affianced  wife,  and  I  will  also 
assert  that  the  greater  part  of  her  picture  was  painted  by  you, 
though  you  were,  out  of  generosity  and  love  for  her,  willing  to 
let  her  take  the  credit  of  the  whole  conception  ! " 

Varillo  started  upright. 

"God!"  he  cried.  " Is  it  possible  !  Will  you  do  this  for 
me?" 

"Not  for  you — No,"  said  Gherardi  contemptuously.  "  I  will 
do  nothing  for  you  !  If  I  saw  you  lying  in  the  road  at  my  feet 
dying  for  want  of  a  drop  of  water,  I  would  not  give  it  to  you  ! 
What  I  do,  I  do  for  myself — and  the  Church  ! " 

By  this  time  Varillo  had  recovered  his  equanimity.  A  smile 
came  readily  to  his  lips  as  he  said — 

"  Ah,  the  Church  !  Excellent  institution  !  Like  charity,  it 
covers  a  multitude  of  sins  ! " 

"  It  exists  for  that  object,"  answered  Gherardi  with  a  touch 
of  ironical  humour.  "Its  own  sins  it  covers, — and  shows  up 
the  villainies  of  those  who  sin  outside  its  jurisdiction.  Angela 
Sovrani  is  one  of  these, — her  uncle  the  Cardinal  is  another, — 
Sylvie  Hermenstein " 

"What  of  her?"  cried  Varillo,  his  eyes  sparkling.  "Is  her 
marriage  broken  off?" 

"Broken  off!"     Gherardi  gave  a  fierce  gesture.     "Would 
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that  it  were  !  No  !  She  renounces  the  Church  for  the  sake 
of  Aubrey  Leigh — she  leaves  the  faith  of  her  fathers " 

"And  takes  the  wealth  of  her  fathers  with  her!"  finished 
Varillo,  maliciously.  "  I  see  !  I  understand  !  The  Church 
has  reason  for  anger  !  " 

"  It  has  reason  ! "  echoed  Gherardi.  "  And  we  of  the  Church 
choose  you  as  the  tool  wherewith  to  work  our  vengeance. 
And  why  ?  Because  you  are  a  born  liar ! — because  you  can 
look  straight  in  the  eyes  of  man  or  woman,  and  swear  to  a 
falsehood  without  flinching  ! — because  you  are  an  egotist,  and 
will  do  anything  to  serve  yourself — because  you  have  neither 
heart  nor  conscience — nor  soul  nor  feeling, — because  you  are 
an  animal  in  desires  and  appetite, — because  of  this,  I  say,  we 
yoke  you  to  our  chariot  wheels,  knowing  you  may  be  trusted 
to  drive  over  and  trample  down  the  creatures  that  might  be 
valuable  to  you  if  they  did  not  stand  in  your  way  ! " 

Such  bitterness,  such  scorn,  such  loathing  were  in  his 
accents,  that  even  the  callous  being  he  addressed  was  stung, 
and  made  a  feeble  gesture  of  protest. 

"You  judge  me  harshly,"  he  began 

Gherardi  laughed. 

"Judge  you!  Not  I!  No  judgment  is  wanted.  I  read 
you  like  a  book  through  and  through, — a  book  that  should 
be  set  on  Nature's  Index  Expurgatorius,  as  unfit  to  meet  the 
eyes  of  the  faithful !  You  are  a  low  creature,  Florian  Varillo, 
— and  unscrupulous  as  I  am  myself,  I  despise  you  for  mean- 
ness greater  than  even  I  am  capable  of!  But  you  are  a 
convenient  tool,  ready  to  hand,  and  I  use  you  for  the  Church's 
service !  If  you  were  to  refuse  to  do  as  I  bid  you,  I  would 
brand  you  through  the  world  as  the  murderer  you  are  !  So 
realize  to  the  full  how  thoroughly  I  have  you  in  my  power. 
Now  understand  me, — you  must  leave  this  place  to-morrow. 
I  will  send  my  carriage  for  you,  and  you  shall  come  at  once 
to  me:  to  me  in  Rome  as  my  guest, — my  honoured  guest!" 
And  he  emphasized  the  word  sarcastically.  "You  are  weak 
and  ill  yet,  they  tell  me  here, — so  much  the  better  for  you. 
It  will  make  you  all  the  more  interesting !     You  will  find  it 
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easier  to  play  the  part  of  injured  innocence  !  Do  you  under- 
stand?" 

"  I  understand,"  answered  Varillo  with  a  faint  shudder, 
for  the  strong  and  relentless  personality  of  Gherardi  over- 
powered him  with  a  sense  of  terror  which  he  could  not  wholly 
control. 

"  Good  !  Then  we  will  say  no  more.  Brief  words  are  best 
on  such  burning  matters.  To-morrow  at  six  in  the  afternoon 
I  will  send  for  you.  Be  ready  !  Till  then — try  to  rest — try 
to  sleep  without  dreaming  of  a  scaffold  ! " 

He  folded  his  mantle  round  him  again  and  prepared  to 
depart. 

"Sleep,"  he  repeated.  "Sleep  with  a  cold  heart  and  quiet 
mind !  Think  that  it  is  only  a  woman's  name — a  woman's 
work — a  woman's  honour,  that  stand  in  your  way, — and 
congratulate  yourself  with  the  knowledge  that  the  Church 
and  her  Divine  authority  will  help  you  to  remove  all  three! 
Farewell ! " 

He  turned,  and  unlocked  the  door  of  the  cell.  As  he 
threw  it  open,  he  was  confronted  by  the  monk  Ambrosio,  who 
was  outside  on  the  very  threshold. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ? "  he  demanded  suspiciously. 
"  I  had  a  permit  from  the  Superior  to  speak  to  your  charge 
alone." 

"And  were  you  not  alone?"  returned  Ambrosio  smiling. 
"  I  was  not  with  you  !  I  was  here  as  sentinel,  to  prevent 
anyone  disturbing  you.  Poor  Ambrosio — mad  Ambrosio! 
He  is  no  good  at  all  except  to  guard  the  dead  ! " 

Gherardi  looked  at  him  scrutinizingly,  and  noted  the  lack- 
lustre eyes,  the  helpless  childish  expression,  of  the  half-young, 
half-old  face  confronting  his  own. 

"Guard  the  dead  as  much  as  you  please,"  he  said  harshly. 
"  But  take  heed  how  you  spy  on  the  living  !  Be  careful  of  the 
sick  man  lying  yonder — we  want  him  back  with  us  in  Rome 


to-morrow." 


Ambrosio  nodded. 

"Back  in  Rome  —  good  —  good!"  he  said.     "Then  he  is 
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living  after  all !  I  thought  he  was  dead  in  his  sins  as  I  am, 
— but  you  tell  me  he  lives,  and  will  go  back  to  Rome ! — Oh 
yes — I  will  take  care  of  him  good  care  ! — do  not  fear  !  I 
know  how  to  guard  him  so  that  he  shall  not  escape  you  ! " 

Ghcrardi  looked  at  him  again  sharply,  but  he  was  playing 
with  his  long  rosary  and  smiling  foolishly,  and  there  seemed 
no  use  in  wasting  further  speech  upon  him.  So,  muffling 
himself  in  his  cloak,  he  strode  away,  and  Ambrosio  entered 
the  cell. 

"You  will  have  meat  and  wine  presently,"  he  said,  approach- 
ing the  bed  where  Florian  lay.  "The  devil  has  given  orders 
that  you  shall  be  well  fed  ! " 

Varillo  looked  up  and  smiled  kindly.  He  could  assume 
any  expression  at  command,  and  it  suited  his  purpose  just  now 
to  be  all  gentleness. 

"  My  poor  friend!"  he  said  compassionately.  "Your  wits 
are  far  astray  !  Devil  ?  Nay — he  who  has  just  left  us  is  more 
of  a  saint !  " 

Ambrosio's  brown  eyes  flashed,  but  he  maintained  a  grave 
and  immovable  aspect. 

"The  devil  has  often  mocked  us  in  saint's  disguise,"  he  said 
slowly.  "  I  tell  the  porter  here  every  night  to  keep  the  gates 
well  locked  against  him, — but  this  time  it  is  no  use ;  he 
has  entered  in.  And  now  we  shall  have  great  work  to  get 
him  out ! " 

Varillo  resting  his  head  on  one  arm,  studied  him  curiously. 

"  You  must  have  lived  a  strange  life  in  the  world  ! "  he  said. 
"  That  is  if  you  were  ever  in  the  world  at  all.     Were  you  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  I  was  in  the  world,"  replied  Ambrosio  calmly.  "  I 
was  in  the  midst  of  men  and  women  who  passed  their  whole 
lives  in  acts  of  cruelty  and  treachery  to  one  another.  I  never 
met  a  man  who  was  honest ;  I  never  saw  a  woman  who  was 
true  !  I  wondered  where  God  was  that  He  permitted  such  vile 
beings  to  live  and  take  His  name  in  vain.  He  seemed  lost 
and  gone, — I  could  not  find  Him  ! " 

"Ah!"  ejaculated  Florian  languidly.  "And  did  you  dis- 
cover Him  here  ?     In  this  monastery  ?  " 
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"  No — He  is  not  here,  for  we  are  all  dead  men,"  said 
Ambrosio.  "  And  God  is  the  God  of  the  living,  not  the  God 
of  the  dead  !  Shall  I  tell  you  where  I  found  Him  ?  "  And  he 
advanced  a  step  or  two,  raising  one  hand  warningly  as  though 
he  were  entrusted  with  some  message  of  doom — "  I  found 
Him  in  sin  !  I  tried  to  live  a  life  of  truth  in  a  world  of  lies, 
but  the  lies  were  too  strong  for  me, — they  pulled  me  down  ! 
I  fell — into  a  black  pit  of  crime,— of  reckless,  determined,  con- 
scious wickedness,  —  and  so  found  God in  my  punish- 
ment!" 

He  clasped  his  hands  together  with  an  expression  of  strange 
ecstasy. 

"  Down  into  the  darkness  ! "  he  said.  "  Down  through  long 
vistas  of  shadow  and  blackness  you  go,  glad  and  exultant, 
delighting  in  evil,  and  thinking  '  God  sees  me  not ! '  And 
then  suddenly  at  the  end,  a  sword  of  fire  cuts  the  darkness 
asunder, — and  the  majesty  of  the  Divine  Law  breaks  your  soul 
on  the  wheel !  " 

He  looked  steadfastly  at  Varillo. 

"So  you  will  find, — so  you  must  find,  if  you  ever  go  down 
into  the  darkness  ! " 

"Ay,  if  I  ever  go,"  said  Florian  gently.     "But  I  shall  not." 

"  No  ? — then  perhaps  you  are  there  already  ?  "  said  Ambrosio 
smiling,  and  playing  with  his  rosary.  "  For  those  who  say  they 
will  never  sin  have  generally  sinned  ! " 

Varillo  held  the  same  kind  look  of  compassion  in  his  eyes. 
He  was  fond  of  telling  his  fellow-artists  that  he  had  a  "plastic" 
face, — and  this  quality  served  him  well  just  now.  He  might 
have  been  a  hero  and  martyr,  from  the  peaceful  and  patient 
expression  of  his  features,  and  he  so  impressed  by  his 
manner  a  lay-brother  who  presently  entered  to  give  him  his 
evening  meal,  that  he  succeeded  in  getting  rid  of  Ambrosio 
altogether. 

"You  are  sure  you  are  strong  enough  to  be  left  without  an 
attendant  ?  "  asked  the  lay-brother  solicitously,  quite  captivated 
by  the  gentleness  of  his  patient.  "  There  is  a  special  evening 
service  to-night  in  the  chapel,  and  Ambrosio  should  be  there 
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to  play  the  organ — for  he  plays  well — but  this  duty  had  been 
given  to  Fra  Filippo " 

"Nay,  but  let  Ambrosio  fulfil  his  usual  task,"  said  Varilio 
considerately.  "  I  am  much  better — much  stronger, — and  as 
my  good  friend  Monsignor  Gherardi  desires  me  to  be  in  Rome 
to-morrow,  and  to  stay  with  him  till  I  am  quite  restored  to 
health,  I  must  try  to  rest  as  quietly  as  I  can  till  my  hour  of 
departure." 

"  You  must  be  a  great  man  to  have  Domenico  Gherardi  for 
a  friend  ! "  said  the  lay-brother  wistfully. 

Here  Ambrosio  suddenly  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"  You  are  right !     He  is  a  great  man  ! one  of  the  greatest 

in  Rome,  or  for  that  matter  in  the  world  !  And  he  means  to 
be  yet  greater  ! "  And  with  that  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  left 
the  cell  abruptly. 

Varilio,  languidly  sipping  the  wine  that  had  been  brought  to 
him  with  his  food,  looked  after  him  with  a  pitying  smile. 

"  Poor  soul ! "  he  said  gently. 

"He  was  famous  once,"  said  the  lay-brother,  lowering  his 
voice  as  he  spoke.  "One  of  the  most  famous  sculptors  in 
Europe.  But  something  went  wrong  with  his  life,  and  he  came 
here.  It  is  difficult  to  make  him  understand  orders,  or  obey 
them,  but  the  Superior  allows  him  to  remain  on  account  of  his 
great  skill  in  music.     On  that  point  at  least  he  is  sane." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Varilio  indifferently.  He  was  beginning  to 
weary  of  the  conversation,  and  wished  to  be  alone.  "  It  is 
well  for  him  that  he  is  useful  to  you  in  some  regard.  And 
now,  my  friend,  will  you  leave  me  to  rest  awhile?  If  it  be 
possible  I  shall  try  to  sleep  now  till  morning." 

"One  of  us  will  come  to  you  at  daybreak,"  said  the  lay- 
brother.  "You  are  still  very  weak — you  will  need  assistance 
to  dress.  Your  clothes  are  here  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  I 
hope  you  will  sleep  well." 

"  Thank  you  ! "  said  Varilio,  conveying  an  almost  tearful 
look  of  gratitude  into  his  eyes — "  You  are  very  good  to  me  ! 
God  bless  you  ! " 

The  lay-brother  made  a  gentle  deprecatory  gesture  of  his 


568  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 

hands  and  retired,  and  Varillo  was  left  to  his  own  reflections. 
He  lay  still,  thinking  deeply,  and  marvelling  at  the  unexpected 
rescue  out  of  his  difficulties  so  suddenly  afforded  him. 

"  With  Gherardi  to  support  me,  I  can  say  anything  ! "  he 
mused,  his  heart  beating  quickly  and  exultingly.  "  I  can  say 
anything  and  swear  anything  !  And  even  if  the  sheath  of  my 
dagger  has  been  found,  it  will  be  no  proof,  for  I  can  say  it  is  not 
mine.  Any  lie  I  choose  to  tell  will  have  Gherardi's  word  to 
warrant  it ! — so  I  am  safe — unless  Angela  speaks  !  " 

He  considered  this  possibility  for  a  moment,  then  smiled. 

"  But  she  never  will !  She  is  one  of  those  strange  women 
who  endure  without  complaint, — she  is  too  lofty  and  pure  for 
the  ways  of  the  world,  and  the  world  naturally  takes  vengeance 
upon  her.  There  is  not  a  man  born  that  does  not  hate  too 
pure  a  woman  ;  it  is  his  joy  to  degrade  her  if  he  can  !  That  is 
the  way  of  Nature ;  what  is  a  woman  made  for  except  to  subject 
herself  to  her  master  !  And  when  she  rises  superior  to  him — ■ 
superior  in  soul,  intellect,  heart  and  mind,  he  sees  in  her  nothing 
but  an  abnormal  prodigy,  to  be  stared  at,  laughed  at,  despised 
— but  never  loved  !  The  present  position  of  affairs  is  Angela's 
fault,  not  mine.  She  should  not  have  concealed  the  work  she 
was  doing  from  her  lover,  who  had  the  right  to  know  all  her 
secrets ! " 

He  laughed, — a  low  malicious  laugh,  and  then  lay  tranquilly 
on  his  pillows  gazing  at  the  gradually  diminishing  light.  Day 
was  departing — night  was  coming  on, — and  as  the  shadows 
lengthened,  the  solemn  sound  of  the  organ  began  to  vibrate 
through  the  walls  of  the  monastery  like  far-off  thunder  growing 
musical  With  a  certain  sensuous  delight  in  the  beautiful, 
Varillo  listened  to  it  with  pleasure;  he  had  no  mind  to  probe 
the  true  meaning  of  the  music,  but  the  mere  sound  was  sooth- 
ing and  sublime,  and  seemed  in  its  gravity,  to  match  the 
"tone"  of  the  light  that  was  gradually  waning.  So  satisfied 
was  he  with  that  distant  pulse  of  harmony  that  he  began 
weaving  some  verses  in  his  head  to  "  His  Absent  Lady," — and 
succeeded  in  devising  quite  a  charming  lyric  to  her  whose 
honour  and  renown  he  was  ready  to  kill.     So  complex,  so 
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curious,  so  callous,  yet  sensuous,  and  utterly  egotistical  was  his 
nature,  that  had  Angela  truly  died  under  his  murderous  blow, 
he  would  have  been  ready  now  to  write  such  exquisite  verses 
in  the  way  of  a  lament  for  her  loss,  as  should  have  made  a 
world  of  sentimental  women  weep,  not  knowing  the  nature  of 
the  man. 

The  last  glimpse  of  day  vanished,  and  the  cell  was  only 
illumined  by  a  flickering  gleam  which  crept  through  the 
narrow  crevice  of  the  door  from  the  oil  lamp  outside  in  the 
corridor.  The  organ  music  ceased — to  be  followed  by  the 
monotonous  chanting  of  the  monks  at  their  evening  orisons, 
— and  in  turn,  these  too  came  to  an  end,  and  all  was  silent. 
Easily  and  restfully  Florian  Varillo,  calling  himself  in  his  own 
mind  poet,  artist,  and  lover  of  all  women  rather  than  one, 
turned  on  his  pillow  and  slept  peacefully, — a  calm  deep  sleep 
such  as  is  only  supposed  to  visit  the  innocent  and  pure  of 
conscience,  but  which  in  truth  just  as  often  refreshes  the 
senses  of  the  depraved  and  dissolute,  provided  they  are 
satisfied  with  evil  as  their  good.  How  many  hours  he  slept 
he  did  not  know,  but  he  was  wakened  at  last  by  a  terrible 
sense  of  suffocation,  and  he  sat  up  gasping  for  breath,  to  find 
the  cell  full  of  thick  smoke  and  burning  stench.  The  flicker- 
ing reflection  of  the  lamp  was  gone,  and  as  he  instinctively 
leaped  from  his  bed  and  grasped  his  clothes,  he  heard  the 
monastery  bell  above  him  swinging  to  and  fro,  with  a  jarring 
heavy  clang.  Weak  from  the  effects  of  his  illness,  and  scarcely 
able  to  stand,  he  dragged  on  some  of  his  garments,  and  rush- 
ing to  the  door  threw  it  open,  to  be  met  with  dense  darkness 
and  thick  clouds  of  smoke  wreathing  towards  him  in  all 
directions.     He  uttered  a  loud  shriek. 

"Fire!" 

The  bell  clanged  on  slowly  over  his  head,  but  otherwise 
there  was  no  response.  Stumbling  along,  blinded,  suffocated, 
not  knowing  at  any  moment  whether  he  might  not  be  pre- 
cipitated down  some  steep  flight  of  stairs  or  over  some  high 
gallery  in  the  building,  he  struggled  to  follow  what  seemed  to  be 
a  cooling  breath  of  air  which  streamed  through  the  smoke  as 
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though  blowing  in  from  some  open  door,  and  as  he  felt  his 
■way  with  his  hands  on  the  wall  he  suddenly  heard  the  organ. 

"Thank  God  !  "  he  thought,  "I  am  near  the  chapel !  The 
fire  has  broken  out  in  this  part  of  the  building — the  monks  do 
not  know  and  are  still  at  prayer.  I  shall  be  in  time  to  save 
them  all !  .  .  ." 

A  small  tongue  of  red  flame  flashed  upon  his  eyes — he 
recoiled — then  pressed  forward  again,  seeing  a  door  in  front 
of  him.  The  organ  music  sounded  nearer  and  nearer;  he 
rushed  to  the  door,  half  choked  and  dizzy,  and  pushing  it 
open,  reeled  into  the  organ  loft,  where  at  the  organ,  sat  the 
monk  Ambrosio,  shaking  out  such  a  storm  of  music  as  might 
have  battered  the  gates  of  Heaven  or  Hell.     Varillo  leaped 

forward then,  as  he  saw  the  interior  of  the  chapel,  uttered 

one  agonized  shriek,  and  stood  as  though  turned  to  stone. 
For  the  whole  place  was  in  flames  ! — everything  from  the 
altar  to  the  last  small  statue  set  in  a  niche,  was  ablaze,  and 
only  the  organ,  raised  like  a  carven  pinnacle,  appeared  to  be 
intact,  set  high  above  the  blazing  ruin  !  Enrapt  in  his  own 
dreams,  Ambrosio  sat,  pouring  thunderous  harmony  out  of 
the  golden-tubed  instrument  which  as  yet,  with  its  self-acting 
machinery,  was  untouched  by  the  flames,  and  Varillo  half- 
mad  with  terror,  sprang  at  him  like  a  wild  beast. 

"Stop!"  he  cried.  "Stop,  fool!  Do  you  not  see — can 
you  not  understand  !     The  monastery  is  on  fire  ! " 

Ambrosio  shook  him  off;  his  brown  eyes  were  clear  and 
bright, — his  whole  expression  stern  and  resolved. 

"I  know  it,"  he  replied.  "We  shall  burn — you  and  I — 
together ! " 

"Oh,  mad  brute!"  cried  Varillo.  "Tell  me  which  way  to 
go  !     Where  are  the  brethren  ?  " 

"  Outside  ! "  he  answered.  "  Safe  ! — away  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  garden,  digging  their  own  graves,  as  usual !  Do 
you  hear  the  bell  ?  We  are  alone  in  the  building !  —  I 
have  locked  the  doors, — the  fire  is  kindled  inside!  We 
shall  be  dead  before  the  flames  break  through !  " 

"  Madman  ! "    shrieked     Varillo,     recoiling    as     the    thick 
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volumes  of  smoke  rolled  up  from  the  blazing  altar.  "  Die 
if  you  choose  ! — but  I  will  not !  Where  are  the  windows ? — 
the  doors  ? " 

"  Locked  and  bolted  fast ! "  said  Ambrosio,  triumphantly. 
"There  is  no  escape  for  you!      The  world   might   let   you 

go   free   to   murder   and   betray, — but   I Ambrosio, a 

scourge  in  the  Lord's  hand — I  will  never  let  you  go  !  Pray — 
pray  before  it  is  too  late !  I  heard  the  devil  tempt  you — 
I  heard  you  yield  to  his  tempting  !  You  were  both  going  to 
ruin  a  woman — that  is  devil's  work  !  And  God  told  me  what 
to  do — to  burn  the  evil  out  by  flame,  and  purify  your  soul ! 
Pray,  brother,  pray  ! — for  in  the  searching  and  tormenting  fire 
it  will  be  too  late  !     Pray  !     Pray  !  " 

And  pressing  his  hands  again  upon  the  organ  he  struck  out 
a  passage  of  chords  like  the  surging  of  waves  upon  the  shore 
or  storm-winds  in  the  forest,  and  began  to  sing — 

"  Confutatis  maledictis 
Flammis  acribus  addictis 
Voca  me  cum  benedictis!" 

Infuriated  to  madness,  but  too  physically  weak  to  struggle 
with  one  who,  though  wandering  in  brain,  was  sound  in  body, 
Varillo  tried  to  drag  him  from  his  seat, — but  the  attempt  was 
useless.  Ambrosio  seemed  possessed  by  a  thousand  electric 
currents  of  force  and  resolution  combined.  He  threw  off 
Varillo  as  though  he  were  a  mere  child,  and  went  on  singing — 

"  Oro  supplex  et  acclinis 
Cor  contritum  quasi  cinis : 
Gere  curam  mei  finis. 

Lacrymosa  dies  ilia, —  " 

Driven  to  utter  desperation,  Varillo  stood  for  a  moment 
inert — then,  suddenly  catching  sight  of  a  rope  hanging  from 
one  of  the  windows  close  at  hand,  he  rushed  to  it  and  pulled 
it  furiously.  The  top  of  the  window  yielded,  and  fell  open  on 
its  hinge — the  smoke  rushed  up  to  the  aperture,  and  Florian, 
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still  clinging  to  the  rope,  shouted,  "  Help  ! — Help  ! "  with  all 
the  force  he  could  muster.  But  the  air  blowing  strongly 
against  the  smoke  fanned  the  flames  in  the  body  of  the 
chapel, — they  leaped  higher  and  higher, — and — seeing  the  red 
glow  deepening  about  him,  Ambrosio  smiled. 

"  Cry  your  loudest,  you  will  never  be  heard  ! "  he  said — 
"Those  who  are  busy  with  graves  have  done  with  life  !  You 
had  best  pray  while  you  have  time — let  God  take  you  with 
His  name  on  your  lips!" 

And  as  the  smoke  and  flame  rose  higher  and  higher 
and  began  to  climb  about  the  music  gallery,  he  resumed  his 
solemn  singing. 

"  Lacr>-mosa  dies  ilia, 
Qua  resurgat  ex  favilla 
Judicandus  homo  reus 
Huic  ergo  parce,   Deus  : 
Pie  Jesu  Domine 
Dona  eis  requiem  !  " 

But  Varillo  still  shrieked  "  Help  ! "  and  his  frenzied  cries 
were  at  last  answered.  The  great  bell  overhead  ceased  ringing 
suddenly, — and  its  cessation  created  an  effect  of  silence  even 
amid  the  noise  of  the  crackling  fire  and  the  continued  grave 
music  of  the  organ.     Then  came  a  quick  tramp  of  many  feet 

— a  hubbub  of  voices and  loud   battering  knocks  at  the 

chapel  door.     Ambrosio  laughed  triumphantly. 

"We  are  at  prayers  !  "  he  cried — "We  admit  no  one  !  The 
devil  and  I  are  at  prayers  !  " 

Varillo  sprang  at  him  once  more. 

"  Madman  !  Show  me  the  way  !  "  he  screamed.  "  Show  me 
the  way  down  from  this  place  or  I  will  strangle  you  !  " 

"Find  your  own  way!"  answered  Ambrosio — "  Make  it — 
as  you  have  always  made  it ! and  follow  it to  Hell ! " 

As  he  spoke  the  gallery  rocked  to  and  fro,  and  a  tall  flame 
leaped  at  the  organ  like  a  living  thing  ready  to  seize  and 
devour.  Still  the  knocking  and  hammering  continued,  and 
still  Ambrosio  played  wild  music — till  all  at  once  the  chapel 
door  was  broken  open  and  a  number  of  pale  spectral  faces  in 
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monk's  cowls  peered  through  the  smoke,  and  then  quickly 
retreated  again. 

"  Help  !  "  shrieked  Varillo— "  Help  !  " 

Here  a  gust  of  wind  rushing  through  the  door  and  meeting 
with  the  air  already  blowing  through  the  window  raised  a  per- 
fect pyramid  of  flame  which  rose  straight  up  and  completely 
encircled  the  organ.  With  a  frightful  cry  Varillo  rushed  to 
Ambrosio's  side,  and  cowering  down,  clung  to  his  garments. 

"OGod!     OGod!     Have  mercy  ! " 

"  He  will  have  mercy  ! "  said  Ambrosio,  still  keeping  his 
hands   on  the  organ- keys   and   drawing    out   rich   chords   of 

solemn    harmony — "He  will  have   mercy be  sure  of  it! 

Ambrosio    will   ask    Him    to    be    merciful!  —  Ambrosio   has 

saved  you  from  crime  worse  than  death! Ambrosio  has 

cleansed  you  by  fire  !  Ambrosio  will  help  you  to  find  God  in 
the  darkness  ! " 

Smoke  and  flame  encircled  them, — for  one  moment  more 
their  figures  were  seen  like  black    specks   in   the  wreathing 

columns  of  fire for  one  moment  more  the  music  of  the 

organ  thundered  through  the  chapel, — then  came  a  terrific 
crash — a  roar  of  the  victorious  flames  as  they  sprang  up  high 

to  the  roof  of  the  building,  and  then  ! then  nothing  but  a 

crimson  glare  on  the  Campagna,  seen  for  miles  and  miles 
around,  and  afterwards  described  to  the  world  by  the  world's 
press  as  the  "Burning  Down  of  a  Trappist  Monastery"  in 
which  no  lives  had  been  lost  save  those  of  one  Fra  Ambrosio, 
long  insane,  who  was  supposed  to  have  kindled  the  destructive 
blaze  in  a  fit  of  mania, — and  of  a  stranger,  sick  of  malarial 
fever,  whom  the  monks  had  sheltered,  name  unknown. 


574  THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN 


XXXVI 

THE  same  night  which  saw  the  red  glare  of  the  burning 
monastery  reflected  from  end  to  end  of  the  Campagna, 
like  the  glow  of  some  gigantic  pagan  funeral  pyre,  saw  also 
the  quiet  departure  of  Cardinal  Bonpre  and  his  "  foundling " 
Manuel  from  Rome.  Innocent  of  all  evil,  their  escape  was 
after  the  manner  of  the  guilty ;  for  the  spies  of  the  Vatican 
were  on  guard  outside  the  Sovrani  Palace,  and  one  priest  after 
another  "relieved  the  watch"  in  the  fashion  of  military 
sentries.  But  like  all  too  cunning  schemers,  these  pious 
detectives  over-reached  the  goal  of  their  intention,  and  bearing 
in  mind  the  fact  of  the  Cardinal's  unsuspecting  simplicity,  it 
never  occurred  to  them  to  think  he  had  been  put  on  his  guard 
so  soon,  or  that  he  would  take  advantage  of  any  secret  way  of 
flight.  But  the  private  door  of  Angela's  studio  through  which 
Florian  Varillo  had  fled,  and  the  key  of  which  he  had  thrown 
into  the  Tiber,  had  been  forced  open,  and  set  in  use  again,  and 
through  this  the  harmless  prelate,  with  his  young  companion, 
passed  without  notice  or  hindrance,  and  under  the  escort  of 
Aubrey  Leigh  and  Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  reached  the  railway 
station  unintercepted  by  any  message  or  messenger  from  the 
Papal  court,  and  started  for  Paris  and  London,  ^^'hen  the  train, 
moving  slowly  at  first  from  the  platform,  began  to  rush,  and 
finally  darted  swiftly  out  of  sight,  Aubrey  breathed  more  easily. 

"Thank  God!"  he  said.  "They  are  safe  for  the  present ! 
England  is  a  free  country  ! " 

"  Is  it  ?  "  And  Vergniaud  smiled  a  little.  "  Are  you  sure  ? 
England  cannot  dispute  the  authority  of  the  Vatican  over  its 
own  sworn  servants.  Are  you  not  yourself  contending  against 
the  power  of  Rome  in  Great  Britain  ?  " 

"Not  only  against  Rome  do  I  contend,"  replied  Aubrey. 
"  My  battle  is  against  all  who  seek  to  destroy  the  true  meaning 
and  intention  of  Christianity.     But  so  far  as  Romanism  is  con- 
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# 
cerned, — we  have  a  monarch  whose  proudest  title  is  Defender 

of  the  Faith  —  that  is   Defender   of  the  Faith  against  Papal 

interference." 

"Yes?  And  yet  her  bishops  pander  to  Rome?  Ah,  my 
dear  friend  ! — your  monarch  is  kept  in  ignorance  of  the  mis- 
chief being  worked  in  her  realm  by  the  Papal  secret  service  ! 
Cardinal  Bonpre  in  London  is  as  much  under  the  jurisdiction 
of  the  Pope  as  if  he  still  remained  in  Rome,  and  though  he 
may  be  able  to  delay  the  separation  between  himself  and  the 
boy  he  cherishes,  he  will  scarcely  avert  it !  " 

"Why  should  they  wish  to  part  that  child  from  him  I 
wonder  !"  said  Aubrey  musingly. 

Cyrillon  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Who  can  tell !  They  have  their  reasons,  no  doubt.  Why 
■should  they  wish  to  excommunicate  Tolstoi  ?  But  they  do ! 
Believe  me,  there  is  a  time  of  terror  coming  for  the  religious 
world — especially  in  your  great  English  Empire.  And  when 
your  good  Queen  dies,  the  trouble  will  begin  !  " 

Aubrey  was  silent  for  some  minutes. 

"  We  must  work,  Cyrillon  ! "  he  said  at  last,  laying  a  hand 
•on  his  friend's  shoulder.  "We  must  work  and  we  must  never 
leave  off  working!  One  man  may  do  much,  —  all  history 
proves  the  conquering  force  of  one  determined  will.  You, 
young  as  you  are,  have  persuaded  France  to  listen  to  you, — I 
am  doing  my  best  to  persuade  England  to  hear  me.  We  are 
only  two — but  others  will  follow.  I  know  it  is  difficult ! — it  is 
harassing  and  often  heart-breaking  to  insist  on  Truth  when  the 
whole  world's  press  is  at  work  bolstering  up  false  gods,  false 
ideals,  false  art,  false  sentiment, — but  if  we  are  firm — if  we 
hold  an  unflinching  faith,  we  shall  conquer  ! " 

"  You  are  brave  ! "  said  Cyrillon  with  a  glance  of  mingled 
trust  and  admiration.  "But  you  are  an  exception  to  the 
majority  of  men.  The  majority  are  cruel  and  treacherous,  and 
stupid  as  well.  Dense  stupidity  is  hard  to  fight  against !  Who 
for  example,  do  you  suppose,  will  understand  the  lesson  of 
Donna  Sovrani's  great  picture?" 

"  All  the   New  World  ! "  said  Aubrey,  with  enthusiasm, — 
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"  It  is  for  the  New  World — not  the  Old.  And  that  reminds 
me — to-day  the  picture  has  been  on  view  to  the  art-critics  and 
experts  for  the  first  time.     I  prophesy  it  will  be  sold  at  once  ! " 

"That  would  make  her  father  happy,"  said  Cyrillon  slowly. 
"  But  she — she  will  not  care  ! " 

Aubrey  looked  at  him  attentively. 

"Have  you  seen  her?" 

"Yes.  For  a  moment  only.  I  called  at  the  Sovrani 
Palace  and  her  father  received  me.  We  talked  for  some 
time  together.  I  think  he  knows  who  dealt  the  murderous 
blow  at  his  daughter,  but  he  says  nothing  positive.  He  showed 
me  the  picture.  It  is  great — sublime  !  I  could  have  knelt 
before  it !  Then  he  took  me  to  see  Her — and  I  would  have 
knelt  still  more  readily  !     But — she  is  changed  ! " 

"  And — are  you  ?  "  asked  Aubrey  with  a  slight  smile. 

"  Changed  ?  I  ?  No — I  shall  never  change.  I  loved  her 
at  first  sight — I  love  her  still  more  now.  Yet  I  see  the  truth 
■ — she  is  broken-hearted  ! " 

"Time  and  great  tenderness  will  heal  the  wound,"  said 
Aubrey  gently.     "  Meanwhile  have  patience  !  " 

Cyrillon  gave  him  a  look  more  eloquent  than  speech,  and  by 
mutual  consent  they  said  no  more  on  the  subject  of  Angela 
just  then. 

Next  morning  at  the  American  Consulate,  Sylvie,  Comtesse 
Hermenstein,  was  quietly  married  by  civil  law  to  Aubrey 
Leigh.  The  ceremony  took  place  in  the  presence  of  the 
Princesse  D'Agramont,  Madame  Bozier,  and  Cyrillon  Vergniaud. 
When  it  was  over  the  wedded  lovers  and  their  friends  returned 
to  the  Sovrani  Palace,  there  to  join  Angela  who  had  come 
down  from  her  sick  room  to  grace  the  occasion.  She  looked 
as  fair  and  fragile  as  the  delicate  "  Kilmeny "  of  the  poet's 
legend,  just  returned  from  wondrous  regions  of  "faery," 
though  the  land  poor  Angela  had  wandered  away  from  was 
the  Land  of  Sweet  Delusion,  which  enchanted  garden  she 
would  never  enter  again.  Pale  and  thin,  with  her  beautiful 
eyes  drooping  wearily  under  their  dreamy  tired  lids,  she  was 
the  very  ghost  of  her  former  self; — and  the  child-like  way  in 
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which  she  clung  to  her  father,  and  kept  near  her  father  always, 
was  pathetic  in  the  extreme.  When  Sylvie  and  Aubrey  entered, 
with  their  three  companions,  she  advanced  to  greet  them,  smil- 
ing bravely,  though  her  lips  quivered. 

"  All  happiness  be  with  you,  dear  ! "  she  said  softly,  and 
she  slipped  a  chain  of  fine  pearls  round  Sylvic's  neck. 
"  These  were  my  mother's  pearls, — wear  them  for  my  sake  !  " 

Sylvie  kissed  her  in  silence, — she  could  not  say  anything, 
even  by  way  of  thanks, — her  heart  was  too  full. 

"We  shall  be  very  lonely  without  you,  darling,"  went  on 
Angela.     "Shall  we  not,  father?"     Prince  Pietro  came  to  her 

side,  and  taking  her  hand  patted  it  consolingly "  But  we 

shall  know  you  are  happy  in  England— and  we  shall  try  and 
come  and  see  you  as  soon  as  I  get  strong, — I  want  to  join  my 
uncle  and  Manuel.  I  miss  Manuel  very  much, — he  and  my 
father  are  everything  to  me  now  !  " 

She  stretched  out  her  hand  to  Aubrey,  who  bent  over  it  and 
kissed  it  tenderly. 

"  You  are  happy  now,  Mr.  Leigh  ?  "  she  said  smiling. 

"  Very  happy  ! "  said  Aubrey.     "  May  you  be  as  happy  soon  ! " 

She  shook  her  head,  and  the  smile  passed  from  her  eyes  and 
lips,  leaving  her  face  very  sorrowful. 

"  I  must  work,"  she  said.  "  Work  brings  content— if  it  does 
not  ensure  joy."  Her  gaze  involuntarily  wandered  to  her 
great  picture,  "  The  Coming  of  Christ,"  which  now,  unveiled 
in  all  its  splendour,  occupied  one  end  of  her  studio,  filling  it 
with  a  marvellous  colour  and  glow  of  light.  "Yes,  I  must 
work  !  That  big  canvas  of  mine  will  not  sell,  I  fear !  ]\Iy 
father  was  right.  It  was  a  mistake" — and  she  sighed — "a 
mistake  altogether, — in  more  ways  than  one  !  For  what  is 
the  use  of  painting  a  picture  for  the  world  if  there  is  no  chance 
to  let  the  world  see  it  ?  " 

Prince  Pietro  looked  at  her  benevolently. 

"Your  father  was  right,  you  think?     Well,  Angela  mia,  I 
think  I  had  better  be  the  first  to  own  that  your  father  was 
wrong  !     The  picture  is  already  sold ; — that  is  if  you  consent 
to  sell  it !  " 
37 
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Angela  turned  very  white.  "  If  I  consent  to  sell  it  ?  Sell 
it to  whom  ?  " 

Sylvie  put  a  caressing  arm  around  her.  "Your  father  had 
the  news  this  morning,"  she  said,  "and  we  all  decided  to  tell 
it  to  you  as  soon  as  we  came  back  from  the  Consulate.  A 
wedding-surprise  on  our  parts,  Angela  !  You  know  the  picture 
was  on  view  for  the  first  time  yesterday  to  some  of  the  critics 
and  experts  in  Rome  ?  " 

Angela  made  a  faint  sign  of  assent.  Her  wistful  eyes  were 
full  of  wonder  and  anxiety. 

"  Well,  among  them  was  a  purchaser  for  America — Oh,  you 
need  not  look  at  me,  my  dear  ! — I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it ! 
You  shall  see  the  letter  your  father  received — and  you  shall 
decide ;  but  the  end  of  the  whole  matter  is,  Angela,  that  if 
you  consent,  the  picture  will  be  bought,  not  by  any  private 
purchaser,  but  by  the  American  nation." 

"The  American  nation!"  repeated  Angela.  "Are  you 
really,  really  sure  of  this  ?  " 

"  Quite  sure  ! "  said  Sylvie  joyously.  "  And  you  must  say 
good-bye  to  it  and  let  it  go  across  the  wide  ocean — out  to  the 
New  World  all  alone  with  its  grand  and  beautiful  message, — • 
unless  you  go  with  it  and  show  the  Americans  something  even 
more  perfect  and  beautiful  in  yourself  than  the  picture  ! — and 
you  must  also  be  content  to  take  twenty  thousand  pounds  for 
it,  and  be  acknowledged  as  the  greatest  painter  of  the  age  as 

well !    This  will  be  hard  work,  Angela  ! but  you  must  resign 

yourself!" 

She  laughed  for  pure  delight  in  her  friend's  triumph, — but 
Angela  turned  at  once  to  her  father. 

"Dearest  father!"  she  said  softly.  "I  am  glad — for  your 
sake  1 " 

He  folded  her  in  his  arms,  too  deeply  moved  to  speak,  and 
then  as  he  felt  her  trembling,  he  led  her  to  a  chair  and 
beckoned  to  Cyrillon  Vergniaud  who  had  stood  apart,  watching 
the  little  scene  in  silence. 

"  Come  and  talk  to  this  dear  girl !  "  he  said.  "  She  is  not 
at  all  a  good  hostess  to-day  !     She  ought  to  entertain  the  bride 
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and  bridegroom  here, — but  it  seems  as  if  she  needed  to  be 
entertained  herself!"  And  then,  as  Cyrillon  obeyed  him,  and 
drew  near  the  idol  of  his  thoughts  with  such  hesitating  rever- 
ence as  might  befit  a  pilgrim  approaching  the  shrine  of  a 
beloved  saint,  he  turned  away  and  was  just  about  to  speak  to 
the  Princesse  D'Agramont  when  a  servant  entered  and  said 
hurriedly — 

"  Monsignor  Gherardi  desires  to  see  Cardinal  Bonpre  !  " 

There  was  a  dead  pause.  The  group  of  friends  looked  at 
one  another  in  embarrassment.  Angela  rose  from  her  chair 
trembling  and  glanced  instinctively  at  her  picture — and  for  a 
moment  no  one  seemed  quite  certain  what  should  be  done 
next.  The  Princesse  D'Agramont  was  the  first  to  recover  her 
self-possession. 

"  Angela  must  not  be  here,"  she  said.  "  She  is  not  strong 
enough  to  stand  a  scene.  And  no  doubt  Gherardi  has  come 
to  make  one  !  We  will  leave  him  to  you,  Mr.  Leigh — and  to 
Gys  Grandit  ! " 

She  withdrew  at  once  with  Angela,  and  in  another  moment 
Gherardi  was  ushered  in.  He  glanced  quickly  around  him  as 
he  made  his  formal  salutation, — his  eyes  rested  for  a  moment 
on  Sylvie  and  Aubrey  Leigh — then  he  addressed  himself  to 
Prince  Pietro. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  intrude  upon  you.  Prince  ! "  he  said.  "  I 
have  an  urgent  matter  to  discuss  with  Cardinal  Bonpre,  and 
must  see  him  at  once." 

"  I  regret  that  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  gratify  your  desire, 
Monsignor,"  said  Prince  Sovrani  with  stiff  courtesy.  "  My 
brother-in-law  the  Cardinal  left  Rome  last  night." 

"  Left  Rome  !  Left  Rome  ! "  exclaimed  Gherardi.  "  Who 
gave  him  permission  to  leave  Rome  ?  " 

"Was  permission  necessary?"  asked  Aubrey,  stepping 
forward. 

"  I  did  not  address  you,  sir,"  returned  Gherardi  haughtily. 
"  I  spoke  to  Prince  Sovrani." 

"Prince  Sovrani  might  well  decline  to  answer  you,"  said 
Aubrey  undauntedly.     "  Were  I  to  make  him  acquainted  with 
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the  fiendish  plot  you  have  contrived  against  his  daughter's 
fame  and  honour,  he  would  scarcely  allow  you  to  cross  his 
threshold  ! " 

Gherardi  stood  still,  breathing  quickly,  but  otherwise 
unmoved. 

"  Plot  ? "  he  echoed.  "  You  must  be  mad  !  I  have  no 
plot  against  anyone.  My  business  is  to  uphold  the  cause 
of  truth  and  justice,  and  I  shall  certainly  defend  the  name  of 
the  great  artist  who  painted  that  picture " — and  he  pointed 
to  Angela's  canvas — "  Florian  Varillo  !  Dead  as  he  is,  his 
memory  shall  live  !  " 

"  Dead  !  "  cried  Prince  Sovrani,  springing  forward.  "  Dead  ! 
Make  me  sure  of  that,  and  I  will  praise  God  even  for  your 
lying  tongue,  if  it  could  for  once  speak  such  a  welcome 
truth ! " 

Gherardi  drew  back  amazed,  instinctively  recoiling  from  the 
flashing  eyes  and  threatening  figure  of  the  irate  nobleman. 

"Speak!"  cried  Sovrani  again.  "Tell  me  that  the 
murderer  of  my  child's  youth  and  joy  is  dead  and  gone  to 
hell — and  I  will  sing  a  Laus  Deo  at  St.  Peter's  !  I  will  pay 
you  a  thousand  pounds  in  masses  to  keep  his  soul  safe  with 
the  devil  to  whom  it  has  gone  ! " 

"Prince  Sovrani,  you  are  in  ignorance  of  the  facts,"  said 
Gherardi  coldly.  "  And  you  speak  in  an  anger,  which  if  what 
you  suspect  were  true,  would  be  natural  enough,  but  which 
under  present  circumstances  is  greatly  misplaced.  The  un- 
fortunate Florian  Varillo  has  been  ill  for  many  days  at  a 
Trappist  monastery  on  the  Campagna.  He  had  gone  out 
towards  Frascati  on  a  matter  connected  with  some  business 
before  starting  for  Naples,  and  as  he  was  returning,  he  was 
suddenly  met  by  the  news  of  the  assassination  of  his  betrothed 
wife " 

"And  he  knew  nothing  of  it "  interposed  Sovrani  grimly, 

"  Of  course he  knew  nothing  ! " 

"He  knew  nothing — how  should  he  know!"  responded 
Gherardi  calmly — "The  terrible  shock  threw  him  into  a 
delirium  and  fevef he  was  found  in  a   dead  swoon  and 
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taken  into  the  monastery  for  shelter.  I  saw  him  there  only 
yesterday." 

He  paused.     No  one  spoke. 

"  He  was  to  have  come  to  Rome  to-day,  and  a  full  explana- 
tion of  his  absence  would  have  been  given.  But  last  night  the 
monastery  was  set  on  fire " 

"  Thank  God  ! "  said  Sovrani. 

Gherardi  looked  at  him  with  an  air  of  admirably  affected 
sorrowful  reproach. 

"  I  grieve  for  your  injustice  and  cruelty,  Prince  !  "  he  said — 
"Some  natural  regret  there  should  surely  be  in  your  mind  at 
the  tragic  end  of  one  so  highly  gifted — one  whom  you  had 
accepted  as  your  future  son-in-law.  He  met  with  a  terrible 
death  !  The  monastery  was  set  on  fire,  as  I  have  told  you — 
but  the  doors  had  all  been  previously  locked  within,  it  is  sup- 
posed by  one  of  the  monks  named  Ambrosio,  who  was  subject 
to  fits  of  insanity — with  the  tragic  result  that  he  and  Varillo 
perished  in  the  flames,  there  being  no  possibility  of  rescue." 

"Then  the  guillotine  is  saved  unnecessary  soiling,"  said 
Sovrani  fiercely.  "  And  you,  Monsignor  Gherardi,  should  have 
a  special  'Jubilate'  sung  for  the  world  being  well-rid  of  an 
exceptionally  damned  and  damnable  villain  ! " 

There  was  something  terrific  in  the  aspect  of  Sovrani's  face 
and  threatening  attitude,  and  for  a  moment  Gherardi  hesitated 
to  go  on  with  his  prepared  sequence  of  lies.  Rallying  his 
forces  at  last  with  an  effort  he  made  a  very  good  assumption 
of  his  most  authoritative  manner. 

"i-iince,  I  must  ask  you  to  be  good  enough  to  hear  me 
patiently,"  he  said.  "Your  mind  has  been  grossly  abused, 
and  you  are  not  aware  of  the  true  position  of  affairs.  You 
imagine  with  some  few  gossips  in  Rome,  that  Florian  Varillo, 
your  daughter's  betrothed  husband,  was  guilty  of  the  murder- 
ous attack  upon  her  life you  are  mistaken  !  " 

"  Mistaken  ! "  Prince  Pietro  laughed  scornfully.  "  Prove 
my  mistake  ! — prove  it !  " 

"  I  give  you  my  word  !  "  said  Gherardi.  "  And  I  also  swear 
to  you  that  the  picture  yonder,  which,  though  offensive  to  the 
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Church  and  blasphemous  in  its  teaching,  is  nevertheless  a 
great  masterpiece  of  painting,  is  the  work  of  the  unfortunate 
dead  man  you  so  greatly  wrong ! " 

"  Liar  ! "  And  Cyrillon  Vergniaud  sprang  forward,  inter- 
posing himself  between  Sovrani  and  the  priest.     "  Liar  !  " 

Gherardi  turned  a  livid  white. 

"  Who  is  this  ruffian  ?  "  he  demanded,  drawing  his  tall  form 
up  more  haughtily  than  before.     "  A  servant  of  yours  ?  " 

"Ay,  a  servant  of  his,  and  of  all  honest  men!"  returned 
Cyrillon.  "  I  am  one  whom  your  Church  has  learned  to  fear, 
but  who  has  no  fear  of  you  ! — one  whom  you  have  heard  of  to 
your  cost,  and  will  still  hear  of, — Gys  Grandit ! " 

Gherardi  glanced  him  up  and  down,  and  then  turned  from 
him  with  disgust  as  from  something  infected  by  a  loathly 
disease. 

"Prince  Sovrani!"  he  said.  "I  cannot  condescend  to 
converse  with  a  street  ranter,  such  as  this  misguided  person, 
who  has  most  regrettably  obtained  admission  to  your  house 
and  society !  I  came  to  see  your  brother-in-law  Cardinal 
Bonpre, — who  has  left  Rome,  you  tell  me — therefore  my 
business  must  be  discussed  with  you  alone.  I  must  ask  you 
for  a  private  audience." 

Sovrani  looked  at  him  steadily. 

*'  And  I  must  refuse  it,  Monsignor  !  If  in  private  audience 
you  wish  to  repeat  the  amazing  falsehood  you  have  just  uttered 
respecting  my  daughter's  work — I  am  afraid  I  should  hardly 
keep  my  hands  off  you  !  Believe  me,  you  are  safest  in 
company  ! " 

Monsignor  Gherardi  paused  a  moment, — then  turned  to- 
wards Sylvie. 

"  Contessa,"  he  said  very  deliberately.  "  You  can  perhaps 
arrange  this  matter  better  than  I  can.  Florian  Varillo  is  dead 
— as  I  have  told  you  ;  and  for  stating  what  I  believe  to  be  the 
truth  regarding  him  I  have  been  subjected  to  insult  in  your 
presence.  I  have  known  you  for  many  years  and  I  knew  your 
father  before  you, — I  have  no  wish  to  either  distress  or  offend 
you, — do  you  understand  ?     I  am  in  your  hands  !  " 
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Sylvie   looked   him   full   in   the   face.     "  My   husband    will 
answer  you,  Monsignor,"  she  said.     "  I  am  in  his  hands  ! " 

Gherardi  turned  as  crimson  as  he  had  before  been  pale. 
"Your  husband!"  He  strode  forward  with  a  threatening 
movement — then  stopped  short,  as  he  confronted  Aubrey 
Leigh.  "  Your  husband  !  So  !  You  are  married  then  ! " — 
and  he  laughed  fiercely — "  Married  by  the  law,  and  excom- 
municated by  the  Church  !  A  pleasant  position  for  the  last 
of  the  Hermenstcins  !  Contessa,  by  your  own  act  you  have 
ruined  the  fortunes  of  your  friends  !  I  would  have  held  my 
peace  at  your  will, — but  now  all  Rome  shall  know  the  truth  ! " 
"The  truth  according  to  the  convenience  of  papal  Rome?" 
queried  Aubrey  Leigh — "The  truth,  as  expounded  to  the 
Comtesse  Hermenstein  in  your  interview  with  her  yesterday  ?  " 
Gherardi  looked  him  over  with  superb  indifference. 
"  My  interview  with  the  Comtesse  Hermenstein  was  a  private 
one  " — he  said, — "  And  if  a  spy  was  present,  he  must  prove 
himself  a  spy.  And  we  of  the  Church  do  not  accept  a  spy's 
testimony  ! " 

White   with   indignation    Aubrey    sprang    forward, but 

Cyrillon  Vergniaud  restrained  him. 

"  Patience  ! "  he  said  in  a  low  tone — "  Let  him  have  his 

way  for  the  moment it  will  then  be  my  turn  !  " 

"  My  word  is  law  in  Rome  ! " — went  on  Gherardi — "  Whatso- 
ever I  choose  to  say  will  be  confirmed  and  ratified  by  the 
greatest  authority  in  the  world — the  Pope  !  I  am  ready  to 
swear  that  Florian  Varillo  painted  that  picture, — and  the  Pope 
is  ready  to  believe  it !  Who  will  admit  such  a  masterpiece  to 
be  a  woman's  work  ?  No  one  !  Each  member  of  the  house 
of  Sovrani  can  bear  witness  to  the  fact  that  no  one  ever  saw 
Angela  Sovrani  painting  it !  But  I  know  the  whole  story — I 
was  the  last  to  see  Florian  Varillo  before  his  death — and  he 
confessed  the  truth — that  he  had  worked  for  his  betrothed  wife 
in  order  to  give  her  the  greater  fame  !     So  that  he  was  not, 

and  could  not  have  been  her  assassin " 

"  Then  her  assassin  must  be  found  ! "  said  Prince  Pietro 
suddenly.     "  And  the  owner  of  this  sheath — the  sheath  of  the 
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dagger  with  which  she  was  stabbed — must  claim  his  property  !  " 
And  holding  up  the  sheath  in  question  before  Gherardi  he 
continued — 

"  This  /  found  !  This  /  traced  !  Varillo's  servant  admitted 
it  to  be  his  master's — Varillo's  mistress  recognised  it  as  her 
lover's — a  slight  thing,  Monsignor  !  —  but  an  uncomfortable 
witness  !  And  if  you  dare  to  promulgate  your  lie  against  my 
daughter  and  her  work,  I  will  accuse  you  in  the  public  courts 
of  complicity  in  an  attempted  murder  !  And  I  doubt  whether 
the  Pope  will  judge  it  politic,  or  a  part  of  national  diplomacy^ 
to  support  you  then  !  " 

For  a  moment  Gherardi  was  baffled.  His  dark  brows  met 
in  a  frown  of  menace  and  his  lipsj  tightened  with  his  repressed 
fury.  Then, — still  managing  to  speak  with  the  utmost  com- 
posure, he  said, 

"You  will  permit  me  to  look  at  this  dagger-sheath — this 
proof  on  which  you  place  so  much  reliance  ?  " 

In  the  certainty  of  his  triumph,  old  Sovrani  was  ready  to 
place  it  in  the  priest's  extended  hand,  when  young  Vergniaud 
interposed  and  prevented  him. 

"  No !  You  can  admire  it  from  a  distance,  Monsignor  1 
You  are  capable  in  your  present  humour  of  tearing  it  to  atoms 
and  so  destroying  evidence  !  As  the  '  servant '  of  Prince 
Sovrani,  it  is  my  business  to  defend  him  from  this 
possibility  ! " 

Gherardi  raised  his  dark  eyes  and  fixed  them,  full  of 
bitterest  scorn,  on  the  speaker. 

"  So  you  are  Gys  Grandit ! "  he  .said  in  accents  which 
thrilled  with  an  intensity  of  hatred.  "You  are  the  busy 
Socialist,  the  self-advertising  atheist,  who,  like  a  yelping  cur, 
barks  impotently  under  the  wheels  of  Rome !  You — 
Vergniaud's  bastard " 

"Give  that  name  to  your  children  at  Frascati!"  cried 
Cyrillon  passionately.  "  And  own  them  as  yours  publicly, 
as  my  father  owned  me  before  he  died  !  " 

With  a  violent  start,  Gherardi  reeled  back  as  though  he  had 
been  dealt  a  sudden  blow,  and  over  his  face  came  a  terrible 
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change,  like  the  grey  pallor  of  creeping  paralysis.  White  to 
the  lips,  he  struggled  for  breath  ...  he  essayed  to  speak, — 
then  failing,  made  a  gesture  with  his  hands  as  though 
pushing  away  some  invisible  foe.  Slowly  his  head  drooped 
on  his  breast,  and  he  shivered  like  a  man  struck  suddenly 
with  ague.  Startled  and  awed,  everyone  watched  him  in 
fascinated  silence.  Presently  words  came  slowly  and  with 
difficulty  between  his  dry  lips. 

"You  have  disgraced  me  !  "  he  said  hoarsely "Are  you 

satisfied?"  He  took  a  step  or  two  close  up  to  the  young 
man.     "  I  ask  you — are  you  satisfied  ?     Or — do  you  mean  to 

go   on do   you  want    to   ruin   me? "      Here,    moved 

by  uncontrollable  passion  he  threw  up  his  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  despair.     "God!     That  it  should   come  to  this! 

That  I  should  have   to   ask  you you,  the  enemy  of  the 

Church  I  serve,  for  mercy  !     Let  it  be  enough,  I  say  ! 

and  I 1  also  will  be  silent ! " 

Cyrillon  looked  at  him  straightly. 

"Will  you  cease  to  persecute  Cardinal  Bonpre?"  he 
demanded.     "Will  you  admit  Varillo's  murderous  treachery?" 

Gherardi  bent  his  head. 

"  I  will ! "  he  answered  slowly,  "  because  I  must !  Other- 
wise  "     He  clenched  his  fist  and  his  eyes  flashed  fire — 

then  he  went  on — "  But  beware  of  Lorenzo  Moretti !  He 
will  depose  the  Cardinal  from  office,  and  separate  him  from 
that  boy  who  has  affronted  the  Pope.  He  is  even  now  solicit- 
ing the  Holy  Father  to  intervene  and  stop  the  marriage 
of  the  Comtesse  Sylvie  Hermenstein  with  Aubrey  Leigh, — 

and they  are   married  !     No  more — no  more  ! — I  cannot 

speak — let  me  go — let  me  go — you  have  won  your  way  ! — 
I  give  you  my  promise  ! " 

"  What  is  your  promise  worth  ? "  said  Vergniaud  with 
disdain. 

"  Nothing  !  "  replied  Gherardi  bitterly.  "  Only  in  this  one 
special  instance  it  is  worth  all  my  life  ! — all  my  position  ! 
You — even  you,  the  accursed  Gys  Grandit ! — you  have  me 
in  your  power  ! " 
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He  raised  his  head  as  he  said  this, — his  face  expressed 
mingled  agony  and  fury ;  but  meeting  Cyrillon's  eyes  he 
shrank  again  as  if  he  were  suddenly  whipped  by  a  lash,  and 
with  one  quick  stride,  reached  the  door,  and  disappeared. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  after  his  departure.  Then 
Aubrey  Leigh  spoke. 

"  My  dear  Grandit !  You  are  a  marvellous  man  !  How 
came  you  to  know  Gherardi's  secrets?" 

"Through  a  section  of  the  Christian  -  Democratic  party 
here" — replied  Cyrillon — "You  must  not  forget  that  I,  like 
you,  have  my  disciples  !  They  keep  me  informed  of  all  that 
goes  on  in  Rome,  and  they  have  watched  Domenico  Gherardi 
for  years  !  We  all  know  much — but  we  have  little  chance  to 
speak  !  If  England  knew  of  Rome  what  France  knows,  what 
Spain  knows, — what  Italy  knows, — she  would  pray  to  be  given 
a  second  Cromwell !  For  the  time  is  coming  when  she  will 
need  him  ! " 


XXXVII 

A  FEW  days  later  the  fashionable  world  of  Europe  was 
startled  by  the  announcement  of  two  things.  One  was 
the  marriage  of  Sylvie,  Countess  Hermenstein,  to  the  "  would- 
be  reformer  of  the  clergy,"  Aubrey  Leigh,  coupled  with  her 
renunciation  of  the  Church  of  her  fathers.  There  was  no 
time  for  that  Church  to  pronounce  excommunication,  inasmuch 
as  she  renounced  it  herself,  of  her  own  free  will  and  choice, 
and  made  no  secret  of  having  done  so.  Some  of  her  Hungarian 
friends  were,  or  appeared  to  be,  scandalized  at  this  action  on 
her  part,  but  the  majority  of  them  treated  it  with  considerable 
leniency,  and  in  some  cases  with  approval,  on  the  ground 
that  a  wife's  religion  ought  to  be  the  same  as  that  of  her 
husband.  If  love  is  love  at  all,  it  surely  means  complete 
union ;  and  one  cannot  imagine  a  perfect  marriage  where  there 
is  any  possibility  of  wrangling  over  different  forms  of  creed. 
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The  other  piece  of  news,  which  created  even  more  sensation 
than  the  first,  was  the  purchase  of  Angela  Sovrani's  great 
picture,  "  The  Coming  of  Christ,"  by  the  Americans.  As  soon 
as  this  was  known,  the  crowd  of  visitors  to  the  artist's  studio 
assumed  formidable  proportions,  and  from  early  morning  till 
late  afternoon,  the  people  kept  coming  and  going  in  hundreds, 
which  gradually  swelled  to  thousands.  For  by-and-by  the 
history  of  the  picture  got  about  in  disjointed  morsels  of 
information  and  gossip  which  soon  formed  a  consecutive  and 
fairly  correct  narration.  Experts  criticized  it, — critics  "  ex- 
plained "  it — and  presently  nothing  was  talked  of  in  the  art 
world  but  "  The  Coming  of  Christ "  and  the  artist  who  painted 
it,  Angela  Sovrani.  A  woman  ! — only  a  woman  !  It  seemed 
incredible  —  impossible!  For  why  should  a  woman  think? 
Why  should  a  woman  dare  to  be  a  genius  ?  It  seemed  very 
strange !  How  much  more  natural  for  her  to  marry  some 
decent  man  of  established  position  and  be  content  with  babies 
and  plain  needlework  !  Here  was  an  abnormal  prodigy  in  the 
ways  of  womanhood,  —  a  feminine  creature  who  ventured  to 
give  an  opinion  of  her  own  on  something  else  than  dress, — • 
who  presumed  as  it  were,  to  set  the  world  thinking  hard  on 
a  particular  phase  of  religious  history  !  Then,  as  one  after 
the  other  talked  and  whispered  and  commented,  the  story  of 
Angela's  own  private  suffering  began  to  eke  out  bit  by  bit, — 
how  she  had  been  brutally  stabbed  in  her  own  studio  in  front 
of  her  own  picture  by  no  other  than  her  own  betrothed  husband 
Florian  Varillo,  who  was  moved  to  his  murderous  act  by  a 
sudden  impulse  of  jealousy, — and  how  that  same  Varillo  had 
met  with  his  deserts  in  death  by  fire  in  the  Trappist  monastery 
on  the  Campagna.  And  the  excitement  over  the  great  picture 
became  more  and  more  intense,  —  especially  when  it  was 
known  that  it  would  soon  be  taken  away  from  Rome  never 
to  be  seen  there  again.  Angela  herself  knew  little  of  her 
rapidly  extending  fame, — she  was  in  Paris  with  the  Princesse 
D'Agramont,  who  had  taken  her  there  immediately  after 
Monsignor  Gherardi's  visit  to  her  father.  She  was  not  told 
of  Florian  Varillo's  death  till  she  had  been  some  days  in  the 
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French  capital,  and  then  it  was  broken  to  her  as  gently  as 
possible.  But  the  result  was  disastrous.  The  strength  she 
had  slowly  regained  seemed  now  to  leave  her  altogether,  and 
she  was  stricken  with  a  mute  despair  which  was  terrible  to 
witness.  Hour  after  hour,  she  lay  on  a  couch,  silent  and 
motionless, — her  large  eyes  fixed  on  vacancy,  her  httle  white 
hands  clasped  close  together  as  though  in  a  very  extremity  of 
bodily  and  mental  anguish,  and  the  Princesse  D'Agramont, 
who  watched  her  and  tended  her  with  the  utmost  devotion, 
was  often  afraid  that  all  her  care  would  be  of  no  avail,  and 
that  her  patient  would  slip  through  her  hands  into  the  next 
world  before  she  had  time  to  even  attempt  to  save  her.  And 
Cyrillon  Vergniaud,  unhappy  and  restless,  wandered  up  and 
down  outside  the  house,  where  this  life,  so  secretly  dear  to 
him,  was  poised  as  it  were  on  the  verge  of  death,  not  daring 
to  enter,  or  even  enquire  for  news,  lest  he  should  hear  the 
worst. 

One  cold  dark  afternoon  however,  as  he  thus  paced  to  and 
fro,  he  saw  the  Princesse  DAgramont  at  a  window  beckoning 
him,  and  with  a  sickening  terror  at  his  heart,  he  obeyed  the 
signal. 

"  I  wish  you  would  come  and  talk  to  her ! "  said  the 
Princesse  as  she  greeted  him,  with  tears  in  her  bright  eyes. 
"She  must  be  roused  from  this  apathy.  I  can  do  nothing 
with  her.     But  I  think  j'^?^  might  do  much  if  you  would  ! " 

"  I  will  do  anything  —  anything  in  the  wide  world  ! "  said 
Cyrillon  earnestly.     "  Surely  you  know  that !  " 

"Yes — -but  you  must  not  be  too  gentle  with  her  !  I  do  not 
mean  that  you  should   be  rough— God  forbid  ! — but  if  you 

would   speak  to  her  with  authority if  you  could  tell  her 

that    she   owes   her   life  and  her  work  to  the  world to 

God " 

She  broke  off,  not  trusting  herself  to  say  more.  Cyrillon 
raised  her  hand  to  his  lips. 

"  I  understand  !  "  he  said.  "  You  know  I  have  hesitated — 
because — I  love  her  !  I  cannot  tell  her  not  to  grieve  for  her 
dead  betrothed,  when  I  myself  am  longing  to  take  his  place!" 
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The  Princesse  smiled  through  her  tears. 

"  The  position  is  difificult  I  admit ! "  she  said,  with  a  return- 
ing touch  of  playfulness — "  But  the  very  fact  of  your  love  for 
her  should  give  you  the  force  to  command  her  back  to  life. 
Come ! " 

She  took  him  into  the  darkened  room  where  Angela  lay — 
inert,  immovable,  with  always  the  same  wide-open  eyes,  blank 
with  misery  and  desolation,  and  said  gently, 

"  Angela,  will  you  speak  to  Gys  Grandit  ?  " 

Angela  turned  her  wistful  looks  upon  him,  and  essayed  a 
poor  little  ghost  of  a  smile.  Very  gently  Cyrillon  advanced 
and  sat  down  beside  her, — and  with  equal  gentleness,  the 
Princesse  D'Agramont  withdrew.  Cyrillon's  heart  beat  fast; 
if  he  could  have  lifted  that  frail  little  form  of  woman  into  his 
arms  and  kissed  away  the  sorrow  consuming  it,  he  would  have 
been  happy, — but  his  mission  was  that  of  a  friend,  not  lover, 
and  his  own  emotions  made  it  hard  for  him  to  begin.  At  last 
he  spoke. 

"  When  are  you  going  to  make  up  your  mind  to  get  well, 
dear  friend  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  piteously. 

"  Make  up  my  mind  to  get  well  ?  I  shall  never  be  well 
again  ! " 

"You  will  if  you  resolve  to  be,"  said  Cyrillon.  "It  rests 
with  you  ! " 

She  was  silent. 

"Have  you  heard  the  latest  news  from  Rome?"  he  asked 
after  a  pause. 

She  made  a  faint  sign  in  the  negative. 

Cyrillon  smiled. 

"The  Church  has  with  all  due  solemnity  anathematized 
your  picture  as  an  inspiration  of  the  Evil  One  !  But  it  is 
better  that  it  should  be  so  anathematized  than  that  it  should 
be  reported  as  not  your  own  work.  Between  two  lies,  the 
emissaries  of  the  Vatican  have  chosen  the  one  least  dangerous 
to  themselves." 

Angela  sighed  wearily. 
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"  You  do  not  care  ?  "  queried  Cyrillon.  "  Neither  anathema 
nor  he  has  any  effect  on  you  ?  " 

She  raised  her  left  hand  and  looked  dreamily  at  the  circlet 
of  rubies  on  it — Florian  Varillo's  betrothal  ring. 

"I  care  for  nothing,"  she  said  slowly.  "Nothing — now 
he  is  gone  !  " 

A  bitter  pang  shot  through  Cyrillon's  heart.  He  was  quite 
silent.     Presently  she  turned  her  eyes  wistfully  towards  him. 

"  Please  do  not  think  me  ungrateful  for  all  your  kindness  ! 
— but — ^I  cannot  forget !  " 

"  Dear  Donna  Sovrani,  may  I  speak  to  you  fully  and 
frankly — as  a  friend  ?     May  I  do  so  without  offence  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  and  saw  how  pale  he  was,  how  his  lips 
trembled,  and  the  consciousness  that  he  was  unhappy  moved 
her  to  a  faint  sense  of  compunction. 

"  Of  course  you  may  !  "  she  answered  gently.  "  I  know 
you  do  not  hate  me." 

"  Hate  you  ! "  Cyrillon  paused,  his  eyes  softening  with  a 
great  tenderness  as  they  rested  upon  her.  "  Who  could 
hate  you  ?  " 

"Florian  hated  me,"  she  said.  "Not  always, — no!  He 
loved  me  once !  Only  when  he  saw  my  picture,  then  his 
love  perished.  Ah,  my  Florian  !  Had  I  known,  I  would 
have  destroyed  all  my  work  rather  than  have  given  him  a 
moment's  pain  ! " 

"  And  would  that  have  been  right  ? "  asked  Cyrillon 
earnestly.  "  Would  not  such  an  act  have  been  one  of 
selfishness  rather  than  sacrifice?" 

A  faint  colour  crept  over  her  pale  cheeks. 

"Selfishness? " 

"Yes!  Your  love  for  him  was  quite  a  personal  matter, 
— but  your  work  is  a  message  to  the  world.  You  would 
have  sacrificed  the  world  for  his  sake,  even  though  he  had 
murdered  you  ! " 

"  I  would ! "  she  answered,  and  her  eyes  shone  like  stars 
as  she  spoke.  "The  world  is  nothing  to  me;  love  was 
everything  ! " 
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"That  is  your  way  of  argument,"  said  Cyrillon.  "But 
it  is  not  God's  way  ! " 

She  was  silent,  but  her  looks  questioned  him. 

"  Genius  like  yours,"  he  went  on,  "  is  not  given  to  you 
for  yourself  alone.  Vou  cannot  tamper  with  it,  or  play 
with  it,  for  the  sake  of  securing  a  little  more  temporal 
happiness  or  peace  for  yourself=  Genius  is  a  crown  of  thorns, 
— not  a  wreath  of  flowers  to  be  worn  at  a  feast  of  pleasure  ! 
You  wished  your  life  to  be  one  of  love, — God  has  chosen 
to  make  it  one  of  suffering.  You  say  the  world  is  nothing 
to  you,  —  then,  my  dear  friend,  God  insists  that  it  shall 
be  something  to  you !  Have  you  the  right — I  ask  you, 
have  you  the  right  to  turn  away  from  all  your  fellow  mortals 
and  say — *  No — because  I  have  been  disappointed  in  my 
hope  and  my  love,  then  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with 
life — I  will  turn  away  from  all  who  need  my  help — I  will 
throw  back  the  gifts  of  God  with  scorn  to  the  Giver,  and 
do  nothing,  simply  because  I  have  lost  what  I  myself  specially 
valued '  ?  " 

Her  eyes  fell  beneath  his  straight  clear  regard,  and  she 
moved  restlessly. 

"Ah  you  do  not  know — you  do  not  understand!"  she 
said.  "  I  am  not  thinking  of  myself — indeed  I  am  not ! 
But  I  feel  as  if  my  work — my  picture — had  killed  Florian  ! 
I  hate  myself! — I  hate  everything  I  have  ever  done,  or 
could  ever  possibly  do.  I  see  him  night  and  day  in  those 
horrible  flames  ! — Oh  God  !  those  cruel  flames  ! — he  seems 
to  reproach  me, — even  to  curse  me  for  his  death!" 

She  shuddered  and  turned  her  face  away.  Cyrillon 
ventured  to  take  her  hand. 

"That  is  not  like  you,  dear  friend!"  he  said,  his  rich 
voice  trembling  with  the  pity  he  felt  for  her.  "That  is 
not  like  your  brave  spirit !  You  look  only  at  one  aspect  of 
grief — you  see  the  darkness  of  the  cloud,  but  not  its  brighter 
side.  If  I  were  to  say  that  he  whom  you  loved  so  greatly 
has  perhaps  been  taken  to  save  him  from  even  a  worse 
fate,   you  would   be  angry  with  me.     You  loved  him — yes; 
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and  whatever  he  did  or  attempted  to  do,  even  to  your 
injury,  you  would  have  loved  him  still  had  he  lived  !  That 
is  the  angel  half  of  woman's  nature.  You  would  have  given 
him  your  fame  had  he  asked  you  for  it, — you  would  have 
pardoned  him  a  thousand  times  over  had  he  sought  your 
pardon, — you  would  have  worked  for  him  like  a  slave  and 
been  content  to  die  with  your  genius  unrecognized  if  that 
would  have  pleased  him.  Yes  I  know !  But  God  saw 
your  heart — and  his — and  with  God  alone  rests  the  balance 
of  justice.  You  must  not  set  yourself  in  opposition  to  the 
law ;  you, — such  a  harmonious  note  in  work  and  life, — must 
not  become  a  discord  !  " 

She  did  not  speak.  Her  hand  lay  passively  in  his,  and 
he  went  on. 

"  Death  is  not  the  end  of  life.  It  is  only  the  beginning 
of  a  new  school  of  experience.  Your  very  grief, — your 
present  inaction,  may  for  all  we  know,  be  injuring  the  soul 
of  the  man  whose  loss  you  mourn  ! " 

She  sighed. 

"  Do  you  think  that  possible ?  " 

"  I  do  think  it  very  possible,"  he  answered.  "  Natural 
sorrow  is  not  forbidden  to  us, — but  a  persistent  dwelling  on 
cureless  grief  is  a  trespass  against  the  law.  Moreover  you 
have  been  endowed  with  a  great  talent,  —  it  is  not  your 
own — it  is  lent  to  you  to  use  for  others,  and  you  have  no 
right  to  waste  it.  The  world  has  taken  your  work  with  joy, 
with  gratitude,  with  thanksgiving ;  will  you  say  that  you 
do  not  care  for  the  world? — that  you  will  do  nothing  more 
for  it?  Because  one  love — one  life,  has  been  taken  from 
you,  will  you  discard  all  love,  all  life?  Dear  friend,  that 
will  not  be  reasonable, — not  right,  nor  just,  nor  brave ! " 

A  wistful  longing  filled  her  eyes. 

"  I  wish  Manuel  were  here  !  "  she  said  plaintively.  "  He 
would  understand  ! " 

"  Manuel  is  with  Cardinal  Bonpre  in  London,"  replied 
Cyrillon.  "  I  heard  from  Aubrey  yesterday  that  they  are 
going   about   together   among    the   poor,   doing   good   every- 
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where.     Would  you  like  to  join  them?     Your  friend  Sylvia 
would  be  glad  to  have  you  stay  with  her,  I  am  sure." 

She  gave  a  hopeless  gesture. 

"  I  am  not  strong  enough  to  go "  she  began. 

"You  will  be  strong  when  you  determine  to  Vje,"  said 
Cyrillon.  ''  Your  frightened  soul  is  making  a  coward  of 
your  body  ! " 

She  started  and  drew  her  hand  away  from  his  gentle 
clasp. 

"You  are  harsh!"  she  said,  looking  at  him  straightly. 
"I  am  not  frightened — I  never  was  a  coward!" 

Something  of  the  old  steady  light  came  back  to  her  eyes, 
and  Cyrillon  inwardly  rejoiced  to  see  it. 

"  My  words  seem  rough,"  he  said,  "but  truly  they  are  not 
so.  I  repeat,  your  soul  is  frightened — yes  !^frightened  at  the 
close  approach  of  God  !  God  is  never  so  near  to  us  as  in  a 
great  sorrow;  and  when  we  feel  His  presence  almost  within 
sight  and  touch,  we  are  afraid.  But  we  must  not  give  way  to 
fear ;  we  must  not  grovel  in  the  dust  and  hide  ourselves  as  if 
we  were  ashamed  !  We  must  rise  up  and  grow  accustomed  to 
His  glory,  and  let  Him  lead  us  where  He  will ! " 

He  paused,  for  Angela  was  weeping.  The  sound  of  her 
.low  sobbing  smote  him  to  the  heart. 

"  Angela Angela  !  "  he  whispered,  more  to  himself  than 

to  her.     "  Have  I  hurt  you  so  much  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes  ! "  she  murmured  between  her  tears.     "  You  have 

hurt  me ! — but  you  are  right you  are  quite  right !     I  am 

selfish — weak — cowardly — ungrateful  too  ; — but  forgive  me, — 
have  patience  with  me ! — I  will  try — I  will  try  to  bear  it  all 
more  bravely — I  will  indeed  !  " 

He  rose  from  her  side  and  paced  the  room,  not  trusting 
himself  to  speak.  She  looked  at  him  anxiously  and 
endeavoured  to  control  her  sobs. 

"You  are  angry?" 

"Angry!"     He  came   back,  and  lifting  her  suddenly,  but 
gently   like   a   little   child,   he  placed   her  in  an  easy  sitting 
position,  leaning  cosily   among   her   pillows.     "Come!"    he 
38 
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said  smiling,  as  the  colour  flushed  her  cheeks  at  the  swiftness 
of  his  action — "Let  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  see  that  I  am 
something  of  a  doctor !  You  will  grow  weaker  and  weaker 
lying  down  all  day — I  want  to  make  you  strong  again  !  Will 
you  help  me?" 

He  looked  into  her  eyes,  and  her  own  fell  before  his 
earnest,  reverent,  but  undisguisedly  tender  glance. 

"I  will  try  to  do  what  you  wish,"  she  said.  "  If  I  fail,  you 
must  forgive  me but  I  will  honestly  try  ! " 

"  If  you  try,  you  will  succeed  " — said  Cyrillon,  and  bending 
down,  he  kissed  the  trembling  little  hands — "Ah  !  forgive  me  ! 

If  you  knew  how  dear  your  life  is to — - — to   many,  you 

would  not  waste  it  in  weeping  for  what  cannot  be  remedied  by 
all  your  tears  !  I  will  not  say  one  word  against  the  man  you 
loved — (or you  do  not  say  it,  and  you  are  the  most  injured; — • 
he  is  dead — let  him  rest ; — but  life  claims  you, — claims  me  for 
the  moment ; — our  fellow-men  and  women  claim  our  attention, 
our  work,  our  doing  for  the  best  and  greatest  while  we  can, — 
our  duty  is  to  them, — not  to  ourselves  !  Will  you  for  your 
father's  sake — for  the  world's  sake — if  I  dared  say,  for  my 
sake ! — will  you  throw  off  this  torpor  of  sorrow  ?  Only  you 
can  do  it, — only  you  yourself  can  command  the  forces  of 
your  own  soul  1  Be  Angela  once  more  ! — the  guiding  angel 
of  more  lives  than  you  know  of !  " 

His  voice  sank  to  a  pleading  whisper. 

"  I    will    try ! "    she    answered    in    a    low    voice "  I 

promise  ! " 

And  when  the  Princesse  D'Agramont  entered,  she  was 
surprised  and  overjoyed  to  find  her  patient  sitting  up  on  her 
couch  for  the  first  time  in  many  days,  talking  quietly  with  the 
Perseus  she  had  sent  to  rescue  this  poor  Andromeda  from  the 
jaws  of  a  brooding  Melancholia  which  might  have  ended  in 
madness  or  death.  With  her  presence  the  conversation  took 
a  lighter  tone — and  by-and-by  Angela  found  herself  listening 
with  some  interest  to  the  reading  of  her  father's  last  letter 
addressed  to  her  kind  hostess. 

"  Angela's  picture  is  gone  out  of  Rome  " — he  wrote — "  It 
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was  removed  from  the  studio  in  the  sight  of  an  enormous  crowd 
which  had  assembled  to  witness  its  departure.  The  Voce 
della  Verita  has  described  it  as  a  direct  inspiration  of  the 
devil,  and  suggests  the  burning-down  of  the  studio  in  which  it 
was  painted,  as  a  means  of  purifying  the  Sovrani  Palace  from 
the  taint  of  sulphur  and  brimstone.  La  Croix  demands  the 
excommunication  of  the  artist,  which  by  the  way  is  very 
likely  to  happen.  The  Osservatore  Romafio  wishes  that  the 
ship  specially  chartered  to  take  it  to  America,  may  sink  with 
all  on  board.  All  of  which  kind  and  charitable  wishes  on  the 
part  of  the  Vatican  press  have  so  augmented  the  fame  of  '  The 
Coming  of  Christ '  that  the  picture  could  hardly  be  got 
through  the  crush  of  people  craning  their  necks  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  it.  It  is  now  en  route  via  Bordeaux  for  London, 
where  it  is  to  be  exhibited  for  six  weeks.  As  soon  as  I  have 
finished  superintending  the  putting  by  of  a  few  home  treasures 
here,  I  shall  join  you  in  Paris,  when  I  hope  to  find  my  dear 
girl  nearly  restored  to  her  usual  self.  It  will  please  her  to 
know  that  her  friend  the  charming  Sylvie  is  well  and  ver)' 
hai)py.  She  was  married  for  the  second  time  before  a 
Registrar  in  London,  and  is  now,  as  she  proudly  writes,  '  well 
and  truly'  Mrs.  Aubrey  Leigh,  having  entirely  dropped  her 
title  in  favour  of  her  husband's  plainer,  but  to  her  more 
valuable  designation.  Of  course  spiteful  people  will  say  she 
ceased  to  be  Countess  Hermenstein  in  order  not  to  be 
recognised  too  soon  as  the  'renegade  from  the  Roman 
Church,'  but  that  sort  of  thing  is  to  be  expected.  Society 
never  gives  you  credit  for  honest  motives,  but  only  for 
dishonest  ones.  We  who  know  Sylvie,  also  know  what  her 
love  for  her  husband  is,  and  that  it  is  love  alone  which 
inspires  all  her  actions  in  regard  to  him.  Her  chief  anxiety  at 
present  seems  to  be  about  Angela's  health,  and  she  tells  me 
she  telegraphs  to  you  every  day  for  news " 

"Is  that  true?"  asked  Angela,  interrupting  the  reading 
of  her  father's  letter.  "  Does  Sylvie  in  all  her  happiness, 
actually  think  of  me  so  much  and  so  often  ? " 

"  Indeed  she   does ! "    replied   the   Princesse    D'Agramont. 
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"  Chere  enfant,  you  must  not  look  at  all  the  world  through  the 
cloud  of  one  sorrow  !  ^Ve  all  love  you  ! — we  are  all  anxious 
to  see  you  quite  yourself  again  !  " 

Angela's  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  they  rested  on  her  friend's 
kind  face,  a  face  usually  so  brilliant  in  its  animated  expression, 
but  now  saddened  and  worn  by  constant  watching  and  fatigue. 

"You  are  far  too  good  to  me,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice — 
"  And  I  am  most  unworthy  of  your  goodness." 

Loyse  D'Agramont  paid  no  heed  to  this  remark,  but  resumed 
reading  the  Prince  Sovrani's  epistle 

"  Let  me  see  !  .  .  .  Sylvie — yes  ! here  it  is  —  '  She  tele- 
graphs to  you  every  day  for  news,  which  is  apparently  the 
only  extravagance  she  is  guilty  of  just  now.  She  and  her 
husband  have  taken  rooms  in  some  very  poor  neighbourhood 
of  London,  and  are  beginning  work  in  real  earnest.  Our 
•good  Felix  and  his  cherished  foundling  have  been  with  them 
into  many  wretched  homes,  cheering  the  broken  -  hearted, 
comforting  the  sick,  and  assuring  all  those  who  doubt  it, 
that  there  is  a  God  in  spite  of  priestcraft, — and  I  have 
received  an  English  paper  which  announces  that  Mr. 
Aubrey  Leigh  will  give  one  of  his  famous  "  Addresses  to  the 
People "  on  the  last  day  of  the  year.  I  should  like  to  hear 
him,  though  my  very  slight  knowledge  of  English  would  be 
rather  against  me  in  the  comprehension  of  what  he  might 
say.  For  all  other  news  you  must  wait  till  we  meet.  Expect 
me  in  Paris  in  a  few  days,  and  ask  my  Angela  to  rouse 
herself  sufficiently  to  give  her  old  father  a  smile  of  welcome. 
My  compliments  to  "  Gys  Grandit,"  and  to  you  the  assurance 
of  my  devoted  homage.     Pietro  Sovrani.' " 

The  Princesse  folded  up  the  letter  and  looked  wistfully  at 
Angela. 

•'You  will  give  him  the  smile  of  welcome  he  asks  for,  will 
you  not,  little  one?"  she  asked.  "You  are  all  he  has  in  the 
world,  remember  ! " 

"  I  do  remember,"  murmured  Angela.     "  I  know  ! " 

"  Aubrey  and  his  wife  are  '  beginning  work  in  real  earnest ' !  " 
said  Cyrillon.     "And  how  much  their  work  will  mean  to  the 
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world !  More  than  the  world  can  at  present  imagine  or 
estimate  !  It  seems  to  be  a  settled  thing  that  the  value  of 
great  work  shall  never  be  recognised  during  the  worker's 
lifetime,  but  only  afterwards  —  when  he  or  she  who  was  so 
noble,  so  self-sacrificing,  or  so  far-seeing,  shall  have  passed 
beyond  the  reach  of  envy,  scorn  and  contumely,  into  other 
regions  of  existence  and  development.  The  finest  deeds 
are  done  without  acknowledgment  or  reward,  and  when  the 
hero  or  heroine  has  gone  beyond  recall,  the  whole  world 
stands  lamenting  its  blindness  for  not  having  known  or  loved 
them  better.  Donna  Sovrani  " — and  his  voice  softened — "  will 
also  soon  begin  again  to  work,  like  Aubrey  and  Sylvie,  '  in 
real  earnest.'     Will  she  not?" 

Angela  raised  her  eyes,  full   of  sadness,  yet  also  full  of 
light. 

"Yes,"  she  said.  "I  will!  I  will  work  my  grief  into  a 
glory  if  I  can  !  And  the  loss  of  world's  love  shall  teach  me 
to  love  God  more  !  " 

Loyse  D'Agramont  embraced  her. 

"That  is  my  Angela  !  "  she  said.  "  That  is  what  I  wanted 
you  to  feel to  know for  I  too  have  suffered  !  " 

"  I  know  you  have — and  I  should  have  remembered  it ! " 
said  Angela,  penitently.  "  But — I  have  been  frozen  with 
grief— —paralysed  in  brain  and  heart,  and  I  have  forgotten 
so  many  things  ! "  She  trembled  and  closed  her  eyes  for  a 
moment, — then  went  on — "Give  me  a  little  time  —  a  few 
more  days  ! — and  I  will  prove   that  I  am  not  ungrateful  for 

your  love "      She  hesitated,  and    then  turning,  gave  her 

hand  to  Cyrillon, "or  for  your  friendship." 

He  bent  over  the  little  hand  and  kissed  it  reverently,  and 
soon  afterwards  took  his  leave,  more  light  of  heart,  and  more 
hopeful  in  spirit,  than  he  had  been  for  many  days.  He  felt 
he  could  now  go  on  with  his  work,  part  of  which  was  the 
task  of  distributing  the  money  his  father  had  left  him, 
among  the  poor  of  Paris.  He  considered  that  to  leave 
money  to  the  poor  after  death  is  not  half  such  a  Christian 
act  as  to  give  it  while  alive.     Distributors,  secretaries,  lawyers,. 
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and  red-tapeism  come  in  with  the  disposal  of  wealth  after  we 
are  gone;  —  but  to  give  it  to  those  in  need  with  our  own 
hands — to  part  with  it  freely  and  to  deny  ourselves  some- 
thing in  order  to  give  it, — that  is  doing  what  Christ  asked 
us  to  do.  And  whether  we  are  blessed  or  cursed  by  those 
whom  we  seek  to  benefit,  none  can  take  away  from  us  the 
sweet  sense  of  peace  and  comfort  which  is  ours  to  enjoy, 
when  we  know  that  we  have  in  some  small  measure  tried  to 
serve  our  Divine  Master,  for  the  "  full  measure  "  of  content, 
"pressed  down  and  running  over"  which  He  has  promised 
to  those  who  "freely  give,"  has  never  yet  been  known  to  fail. 

And  Cyrillon  Vergniaud  was  given  this  happiness  of  the 
highest,  purest  kind,  as  with  the  aid  of  the  wondering  and 
reluctant  Monsieur  Andre  Petitot,  he  gave  poor  families 
comfort  for  life,  and  rescued  the  sick  and  the  sorrowful,  — 
and  all  he  reserved  to  himself  from  his  father's  fortune 
was  half  a  million  francs.  For  he  learned  that  most  of  the 
money  he  inherited  had  come  to  the  late  Abbe  through  large 
bequests  left  to  him  by  those  who  had  believed  in  him  as 
a  righteous  priest  of  spotless  reputation,  and  Cyrillon's  con- 
science would  not  allow  him  to  take  advantage  of  money 
thus  obtained,  as  he  sternly  told  himself,  "on  false  pretences." 

"  My  father  would  not  have  wished  me  to  keep  it  after  his 
public  confession,"  he  said.  "And  I  will  not  possess  more 
than  should  have  been  spared  in  common  justice  to  aid  my 
mother's  life  and  mine.  The  rest  shall  be  used  for  the 
reUef  of  those  in  need.  And  I  know, — if  I  told  Angela — 
she  would  not  wish  it  otherwise  !  " 

So  he  had  his  way.  And  while  his  prompt  help  and 
personal  supervision  of  the  distribution  of  his  wealth  brought 
happiness  to  hundreds  of  homes,  he  was  rewarded  by  seeing 
Angela  grow  stronger  every  day.  The  hue  of  health  came 
gradually  back  to  her  fair  cheeks,  —  her  eyes  once  more 
recovered  their  steadfast  brightness  and  beauty,  and  as  from 
time  to  time  he  visited  her  and  watched  her  with  all  the  secret 
passion  and  tenderness  he  felt,  his  heart  grew  strong  within 
him. 
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"  She  will  love  me  one  day  if  I  try  to  deserve  her  love," 
he  thought.  "She  will  love  me  as  she  has  never  loved  yet ! 
No  woman  can  understand  the  true  worth  of  love,  unless  her 
lover  loves  her  more  than  himself !  This  is  a  joy  my 
Angela  has  not  yet  been  given, — it  will  be  for  me  to  give  it 
to  her!" 


XXXVIII 

WITH  the  entry  of  Angela's  great  picture  "The  Coming 
of  Christ "  into  London,  where  it  became  at  once 
the  centre  of  admiration,  contention  and  general  discussion, 
one  of  the  most  singular  "religious"  marriage  ceremonies 
ever  known,  took  place  in  a  dreary  out-lying  district  of  the 
metropolis,  where  none  but  the  poorest  of  the  poor  dwell, 
working  from  dawn  till  night  for  the  merest  pittance  which 
scarcely  enables  them  to  pay  for  food  and  lodging.  It  was 
one  of  Aubrey  Leigh's  "centres,"  and  to  serve  his  needs  for  a 
church  he  had  purchased  a  large  wooden  structure  previously 
used  for  the  storing  of  damaged  mechanical  appliances,  such 
as  worn-out  locomotives,  old  railway  carriages,  and  every  kind 
of  lumber  that  could  possibly  accumulate  anywhere  in  a  dock 
or  an  engine  yard.  The  building  held  from  three  to  four 
thousand  people  closely  packed,  and  when  Leigh  had  secured 
it  for  his  own,  he  was  as  jubilant  over  his  possession  as  if  the 
whole  continent  of  Europe  had  subscribed  to  build  him  a 
cathedral.  He  had  the  roof  mended  and  made  rainproof, 
and  the  ground  planked  over  to  form  a  decent  flooring, — 
then  he  had  it  painted  inside  a  dark  oak  colour,  and  furnished 
it  with  rows  of  benches.  At  the  upper  end  a  raised  platform 
was  erected,  and  in  the  centre  of  that  platform  stood  a  simple 
Cross  of  roughly  carved  dark  wood,  some  twelve  or  fifteen 
feet  in  height.  There  was  no  other  adornment  in  the  building, 
— the  walls  remained  bare,  the  fioor  unmatted,  the  seats 
uncushioned.     No    subscriptions   were    asked    for    its    main- 
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tenance ;  no  collection  plate  was  ever  sent  round,  yet  in  this 
place,  whenever  Leigh  announced  a  coming  "  Address,"  so 
vast  a  crowd  assembled  that  it  was  impossible  to  find  room 
for  all  who  sought  admittance.  And  here,  one  cold  frosty 
Sunday  morning,  with  the  sun  shining  brightly  through  the 
little  panes  of  common  glass  which  had  been  inserted  to 
serve  as  windows,  he  walked  through  a  densely  packed  and 
expectant  throng  of  poor,  ill -clad,  work-worn,  yet  evidently 
earnest  and  reverent  men  and  women,  leading  his  fair  wife 
Sylvie,  clad  in  bridal  white,  by  the  hand,  up  to  the  platform, 
and  there  stood  facing  the  crowd.  He  was  followed  by 
Cardinal  Bonpre  and  — •  Manuel.  The  Cardinal  wore  no 
outward  sign  of  his  ecclesiastical  dignity, — he  was  simply 
attired  in  an  ordinary  priest's  surtout,  and  his  tall  dignified 
figure,  his  fine  thoughtful  face  and  his  reverend  age,  won  for 
him  silent  looks  of  admiration  and  respect  from  many  who 
knew  nothing  of  him  or  of  the  Church  to  which  he  belonged, 
but  simply  looked  upon  him  as  a  friend  of  their  idolized 
teacher,  Aubrey  Leigh.  Manuel  passed  through  the  crowd 
almost  unnoticed,  and  it  was  only  when  he  stood  near  the 
Cross,  looking  down  upon  the  upturned  thousands  of  faces, 
that  a  few  remarked  his  presence.  The  people  had  assembled 
in  full  force  on  this  occasion,  an  invitation  having  gone  forth 
in  Leigh's  name  asking  them  "to  be  witnesses  of  his  marriage,'^ 
and  the  excitement  was  intense,  as  Sylvie,  veiled  as  a  bride, 
obeyed  the  gentle  signal  of  her  husband,  and  took  her  seat 
on  the  platform  by  the  side  of  the  Cardinal  on  the  left  hand 
of  the  great  Cross,  against  which  Manuel  leaned  lightly  like 
a  child  who  is  not  conscious  of  observation,  but  who  simply 
takes  the  position  which  seems  to  him  most  natural.  And 
when  the  subdued  murmuring  of  the  crowd  had  died  into 
comparative  silence,  Aubrey,  advancing  a  little  in  front  of 
the  Cross,  spoke  in  clear  ringing  tones,  which  carried  music 
to  the  ears  and  conviction  to  the  heart. 

"  My  friends  !  I  have  asked  you  all  here  in  your  thousands, 
to  witness  the  most  sacred  act  of  my  human  life — my  marriage  I 
By  the  law  of  this  realm, — by  the  law  of  America,  the  country 
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of  my  birth, — that  marriage  is  already  completed  and  justified, 
— but  no  '  religious  '  ceremony  has  yet  been  performed  between 
myself  and  her  whom  I  am  proud  and  grateful  to  call  wife. 
To  my  mind  however,  a  'religious'  ceremony  is  necessary, 
and  I  have  chosen  to  hold  it  here, — with  you  who  have 
listened  to  me  in  this  place  many  and  many  a  time, — with 
you  as  witnesses  to  the  oath  of  fidelity  and  love  I  am  about 
to  take  in  the  presence  of  God !  There  is  no  clergyman 
present — no  one  to  my  knowledge  of  any  Church  denomina- 
tion except  a  Cardinal  of  the  Church  of  Rome  who  is  my 
guest  and  friend,  but  who  takes  no  part  in  the  proceedings. 
The  Cross  alone  stands  before  you  as  the  symbol  of  the 
Christian  faith, — and  what  I  swear  by  that  symbol  means  for 
mo  a  vow  that  shall  not  be  broken  either  in  this  world,  or  in 
the  world  to  come  1  I  need  scarcely  tell  you  that  this  is  not 
the  usual  meaning  of  marriage  in  our  England  of  to-day. 
There  is  much  blasphemy  in  the  world  ;  but  one  of  the  greatest 
blasphemies  of  the  age  is  the  degradation  of  the  sacrament  of 
matrimony, — the  bland  tolerance  with  which  an  ordained 
priest  of  Christ  presumes  to  invoke  the  blessing  of  God  upon 
a  marriage  between  persons  whom  he  knows  are  utterly 
unsuited  to  each  other  in  every  way,  who  are  not  drawn 
together  by  love,  but  only  by  worldly  considerations  of 
position  and  fortune.  I  have  seen  these  marriages  con- 
summated. I  have  seen  the  horrible  and  often  tragic  results 
of  such  unholy  union.  I  have  known  of  cases  where  a  man, 
recognised  as  a  social  blackguard  of  the  worst  type,  whose 
ways  of  life  are  too  odious  to  be  named,  has  been  accepted 
as  a  fitting  mate  for  a  young  innocent  girl  just  out  of  school, 
because  he  is  a  Lord  or  a  Duke  or  an  Earl.  Anything  for 
money  !  Anything  for  the  right  to  stand  up  and  crow  over 
your  neighbours  !  When  an  inexperienced  girl  or  woman  is 
united  for  life  to  a  loathsome  blackguard,  an  open  sensualist, 
a  creature  far  lower  than  the  beasts,  yet  possessed  of  millions, 
she  is  '  congratulated '  as  being  specially  to  be  envied,  when 
as  a  matter  of  strict  honesty,  it  would  be  better  if  she  were 
in  her  grave  !     The  prayers  and  invocations  pronounced  at 
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such  marriages  are  not  'religious,' — they  are  mere  profanity! 
The  priest  who  says  '  Those  whom  God  hath  joined  together 
let  no  man  put  asunder,'  over  such  immoral  wedlock,  is 
guilty  of  a  worse  sacrilege  than  if  he  trampled  on  the  bread 
and  wine  of  Christ's  Communion !  For  marriage  was  not 
intended  to  be  a  mere  union  of  bodies,— but  also  a  union  of 
souls.  It  is  the  most  sacred  bond  of  humanity.  From  the 
love  which  has  created  that  bond,  is  born  new  life, — life  which 
shall  be  good  or  evil,  according  to  the  spirit  in  which  husband 
and  wife  are  wedded.  'The  sins  of  the  fathers  shall  be 
visited  on  the  children,' — and  the  first  and  greatest  sin  is 
bodily  union  without  soul-love.  It  is  merely  a  form  of  animal 
desire, — and  from  animal  desire  alone  no  good  or  lofty  thing  can 
spring.  We  were  not  made  to  be  '  as  the  beasts  that  perish ' ; 
— though  materialists  and  sensualists  delight  in  asserting 
such  to  be  our  destiny,  in  order  to  have  ground  whereon  to 
practise  their  own  vices.  This  planet,  the  earth,  is  set  under 
our  dominion ;  the  beasts  are  ours  to  control, — they  do  not 
control  us.  Our  position  therefore  is  one  of  supremacy. 
Let  us  not  voluntarily  fall  from  that  position  to  one  even 
lower  than  the  level  of  beasts  !  The  bull,  the  goat,  the  pig, 
are  moved  by  animal  desire  alone  to  perpetuate  their  kind — 
but  we, — we  have  a  grander  mission  to  accomplish  than  theirs 
— we  in  our  union  are  not  only  responsible  for  the  Body  of 
the  next  generation  to  come,  but  for  the  brain,  the  heart,  the 
mind,  and  above  all  the  Soul !  If  we  wed  in  sin,  our  children 
must  be  born  in  sin.  If  we  make  our  marriages  for  worldly 
advantage,  vanity,  blind  desire,  or  personal  convenience,  our 
children  will  be  moulded  on  those  passions,  and  grow  up  to 
be  curses  to  the  world  they  live  in.  Love, — and  love  only  of 
the  purest,  truest,  and  highest  kind,  must  be  the  foundation 
of  the  Marriage  Sacrament, — love  that  is  prepared  to  endure 
all  the  changes  of  fate  and  fortune — love  that  is  happy  in 
working  and  suffering  for  the  thing  beloved — love  that  counts 
nothing  a  hardship, — neither  sickness,  nor  sorrow,  nor  poverty, 
provided  it  can  keep  its  faith  unbroken  !  " 

He  paused — there  was  a  slight  stir  among  the  audience,  but 
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otherwise  not  a  sound.  Sylvie  sat  quiet,  a  graceful,  nymph- 
like figure,  veiled  in  her  cloudy  white  —  Cardinal  Bonpre's 
mild  blue  eyes  raised  to  the  speaker's  face,  were  full  of  rapt 
attention — and  Manuel,  still  leaning  against  the  great  Cross 
seemed  absorbed  in  dreamy  and  beautiful  thoughts  of  his  own. 
"  I  should  like,"  went  on  Aubrey  with  increasing  warmth 
and  passion,  "to  tell  you  what  I  mean  by  'faith  unbroken.' 
It  is  the  highest  form  of  love, — the  only  firm  rock  of  friend- 
ship. It  leaves  no  room  for  suspicion,  —  no  place  for 
argument — no  cause  for  contradiction.  It  is  the  true  meaning 
of  the  wedding-ring.  Apart  from  marriage  altogether,  it  is  the 
only  principle  that  can  finally  civilize  and  elevate  man.  So 
long  as  we  doubt  God  and  mistrust  our  fellows,  so  long  must 
corruption  sway  business,  and  wars  move  nations.  The  man 
who  gives  us  cause  to  suspect  his  honesty, — the  man  who 
forces  us  to  realize  the  existence  of  treachery,  is  a  worse 
murderer  than  he  who  stabs  us  bodily  to  death ;  for  he  has 
tainted  our  soul ;  he  has  pushed  us  back  many  steps  on  our 
journey  Godward,  and  has  made  us  wonder  and  question 
whether  in  truth  a  God  can  exist  who  tolerates  in  His  universe 
a  living  lie !  It  is  only  when  we  have  to  contemplate  a 
broken  faith  that  we  doubt  God  !  For  a  broken  faith  is  an 
abnormal  prodigy  in  the  natural  scheme  of  the  universe— a 
discord  in  the  eternal  music  of  the  stars  !  There  are  no 
treacheries,  no  falsifying  of  accounts,  in  the  Divine  order  of 
the  Law.  The  sun  does  not  fail  to  rise  each  morning, 
whether  clouds  obscure  the  sky  or  not, — the  moon  appears 
at  her  stated  seasons  and  performs  her  silver-footed  pilgrimage 
faithfully  to  time  —  the  stars  move  with  precision  in  their 
courses, — and  so  true  are  they  to  their  ordainment,  that  we 
are  able  to  predict  the  manner  in  which  they  will  group  them- 
selves and  shine,  years  after  we  have  passed  away.  In  the 
world  of  Nature  the  leaves  bud,  and  the  birds  nest  at  the 
coming  of  Spring ;  the  roses  bloom  in  Summer — the  harvest 
is  gathered  in  Autumn, — the  whole  marvellous  system  moves 
like  a  grand  timepiece  whose  hands  are  never  awry,  whose 
chimes   never   fail   to   ring  the  exact  hour,  —  and   in  all  the 
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splendour  of  God's  gifts  to  us  there  is  no  such  darkness  as  a 
broken  faith  !  Only  we, — we,  the  creatures  He  has  endowed 
with  '  His  own  image,' — Free-will, — break  our  faith  with  Him 
and  with  each  other.  And  so  we  come  to  mischief,  inasmuch 
as  broken  faith  is  no  part  of  God's  Intention.  And  when  two 
persons,  man  and  woman,  swear  to  be  true  to  each  other 
before  God,  so  long  as  life  shall  last,  and  afterwards  break  that 
vow,  confusion  and  chaos  result  from  their  perjury, — and  all 
the  pestilential  furies  attending  on  a  wrong  deed  whip  them  to 
their  graves  !  In  these  times  of  ours,  when  wars  and  rumours 
of  wars  shake  the  lethargic  souls  of  too-exultant  politicians 
and  statesmen  with  anxiety  for  themselves  if  not  for  their 
country,  we  hear  every  day  of  men  and  women  breaking  their 
marriage  vows  as  lightly  as  though  God  were  not  existent, — we 
read  of  princes  whose  low  amours  are  a  disgrace  to  the  world 
—  of  dukes  and  earls  who  tolerate  the  unchastity  of  their 
wives  in  order  that  they  themselves  may  have  the  more 
freedom, — of  men  of  title  and  position  who  will  even  sell  their 
wives  privately  to  their  friends  in  order  to  secure  some  much- 
needed  cash  or  social  advantage, — and  while  our  law  is  busy 
night  and  day  covering  up  '  aristocratic '  crimes  from  publicity, 
and  showing  forth  the  far  smaller  sins  of  hard-working  poverty, 
God's  law  is  at  work  in  a  totally  different  way.  The  human 
judge  may  excuse  a  king's  vices, — but  before  God  there  are 
neither  kings  nor  commoners,  and  punishment  falls  where  it 
is  due  !  Christ  taught  us  that  the  greatest  crime  is  treachery ; 
for  of  Judas  He  said  '  it  were  better  for  that  man  that  he  had 
never  been  born,'  and  for  the  traitor  and  perjurer  death  is  not 
the  end,  but  the  beginning,  of  evils.  Against  the  man  who 
accepts  the  life  of  a  woman  given  to  him  in  trust  and  love, 
and  then  betrays  that  life  to  misery,  all  Nature  arrays  itself  in 
opposition  and  disaster.  We,  as  observers  of  the  great  Play 
of  human  existence,  may  not  at  once  see,  among  the  numerous 
shifting  scenes,  where  the  evil-doer  is  punished,  or  the  good 
man  rewarded,— but  wait  till  the  end  ! — till  the  drop-curtain 
falls — and  we  shall  see  that  there  is  no  mistake  in  God's  plan 
^no  loophole  left  for  breaking  faith  even  with  a  child, — no 
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*  permit'  existing  anywhere  to  destroy  the  Hfe  of  the  soul  by 
so  much  as  one  false  or  cruel  word  !  It  is  with  a  deep  sense 
of  the  exact  balance  of  God's  justice,  that  I  stand  before  you 
to-day,  my  friends,  and  ask  you  without  any  accepted  ritual 
or  ceremonial  to  hear  my  vows  of  marriage.  She  to  whom  I 
pledge  my  word  and  life,  is  one  who  in  the  world's  eyes  is 
accounted  great,  because  rich  in  this  world's  goods, — but  her 
wealth  has  no  attraction  for  me,  and  for  my  own  self  I  would 
rather  she  had  been  poor.  Nevertheless,  were  she  even 
greater  than  she  is, — a  crowned  queen  with  many  kingdoms 
under  her  control,  and  I  but  the  poorest  of  her  servants, 
nothing  could  undo  the  love  we  have  for  each  other, — nothing 
could  keep  our  lives  asunder  !  Love  and  love  only  is  our  bond 
of  union — sympathy  of  mind  and  heart  and  spirit;  wealth  and 
rank  would  have  been  but  causes  of  division  between  us  if 
love  had  not  been  greater  !  The  world  will  tell  you  differently 
— the  world  will  say  that  I  have  married  for  money — but  you 
who  know  me  better  than  the  world,  will  feel  by  my  very  words 
addressed  to  you  to-day  that  my  marriage  is  a  true  marriage, 
in  which  no  grosser  element  than  love  can  enter.  My  wife's 
wealth  remains  her  own  —  settled  upon  her  absolutely  and 
always  ;  and  I  am  personally  as  poor  as  when  I  first  came  among 
you  and  proved  to  you  that  hard  work  was  my  familiar  friend. 
But  I  am  rich  in  the  possession  of  the  helpmate  God  has  given 
me,  and  with  the  utmost  gratitude  and  humility  I  ask  you  to 
bear  witness  to  the  fact  that  this  day  before  you  and  in  the 
presence  of  the  symbol  of  the  Christian  faith,  I  take  my  oath 
to  be  true  to  her  and  only  her  while  life  shall  last ! " 

Here  going  to  where  Sylvie  stood,  he  took  her  by  the  hand, 
and  led  her  to  the  front  of  the  platform.  Then  he  turned 
again  to  his  eager  and  expectant  audience. 

"  In  your  presence,  my  friends,  and  in  the  presence  of  God 
and  before  the  Cross,  I  take  Sylvie  Hermenstein  to  be  my 
wedded  wife !  I  swear  to  devote  myself  to  her  body  and 
soul, — to  cherish  her  first  and  last  of  all  human  creatures, — 
to  be  true  to  her  in  thought,  word  and  deed, — to  care  for  her 
in  sickness  as  in  health,  in  age  as  in  youth, — to  honour  her 
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as  my  chiefest  good, — and  to  die  faithful  to  her  in  this  world, 
— hoping  by  the  mercy  of  God  to  complete  a  more  perfect 
union  with  her  in  the  world  to  come  !  In  the  name  of  Christ, 
Amen  !  " 

And  then  Sylvie  threw  back  her  veil  and  turned  her 
enchanting  face  upon  the  crowd,  —  a  face  fairer  than  ever, 
irradiated  by  the  love  and  truth  of  her  soul, — and  the  people 
gazed  and  wondered,  and  wondering,  held  their  breath  as  her 
clear  accents  rang  through  the  silence. 

"  In  your  presence,  and  in  the  presence  of  God  and  before 
the  Cross,  I  take  Aubrey  Leigh  to  be  my  wedded  husband ! 
I  swear  to  devote  myself  to  him  body  and  soul, — to  cherish  him 
first  and  last  of  all  human  creatures, — to  be  true  to  him  in 
thought,  word  and  deed, — to  care  for  him  in  sickness  as  in 
health,  in  age  as  in  youth, — to  honour  him  as  my  chiefest 
good, — and  to  die  faithful  to  him  in  this  world, — praying  God 
in  His  mercy  to  complete  a  more  perfect  union  with  him  in 
the  world  to  come.     In  the  name  of  Christ,  Amen  ! " 

Then  Aubrey,  taking  his  wife's  hand,  placed  for  the  first 
time  on  her  finger  the  golden  wedding-ring. 

"In  the  presence  of  you  all,  before  God,  I  place  this  ring 
upon  my  wife's  hand  as  a  symbol  of  unbreaking  faith  and 
loyalty  !  I  pledge  my  life  to  hers  ;  and  promise  to  defend  her 
from  all  evil,  to  shelter  her,  to  work  for  her,  and  to  guard  her 
with  such  tenderness  as  shall  not  fail !  I  swear  my  faith ;  and 
may  God  forsake  me  if  I  break  my  vow  !  " 

And  Sylvie  without  hesitation,  responded  in  her  sweet  clear 
voice. 

"  In  the  presence  of  you  all,  before  God,  I  take  this  ring 
and  wear  it  as  a  symbol  of  my  husband's  trust  in  me,  and  a 
token  of  his  love !  I  pledge  my  life  to  his ;  and  promise  to 
uphold  the  honour  of  his  name, — to  obey  him  in  every  just 
and  rightful  wish,-^to  defend  his  actions, — to  guard  his  home 
in  peace  and  good  report, — and  to  surround  him  with  such 
tenderness  as  shall  not  fail !  I  swear  my  faith ;  and  may  God 
forsake  me  if  I  break  my  vow  ! " 

There  followed  a  deep  and  almost  breathless  silence.    Then 


tup:  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  607 

Aubrey  spoke   once    more,  standing  before   the   throng   with 
Sylvie  by  his  side  and  her  hand  clasped  in  his. 

"  I  thank  you  all,  my  friends !  Strange  and  unlike  all 
marriage  ceremonies  as  ours  is  to-day,  I  feel  that  it  is  a  sacred 
and  a  binding  one  !  Your  thousands  of  eyes  and  ears  have 
heard  and  seen  us  swear  our  marriage  vows — your  thousands 
of  hearts  and  minds  have  understood  the  spirit  in  which  we 
accept  this  solemn  sacrament !  I  will  ask  you  before  we  go, 
to  kneel  down  with  us  and  repeat  'The  Prayer  of  Heart- 
searching  '  which  I  have  said  with  you  so  often,  and  to  then 
quietly  disperse." 

In  one  moment  the  vast  crowd  was  kneeling,  and  Cardinal 
Bonpr^'s  aged  eyes  filled  with  tears  of  emotion  as  he  saw  all 
these  human  beings,  moved  by  one  great  wave  of  sympathy, 
prostrate  themselves  before  the  simple  Cross  where  the  wedded 
lovers  knelt  also,  and  where  Manuel  alone  stood,  like  one  who 
is  too  sure  of  God  to  need  the  help  of  prayer. 

And  Aubrey,  thrilled  to  the  heart  by  the  consciousness 
that  all  the  members  of  that  huge  congregation  were  with 
him  in  his  ideal  dream  of  Christian  Union,  offered  up  this 
su[)plication — 

"  All-powerful  God  !  Most  loving  and  beneficent  Creator 
of  the  Universe  !  We  Thy  creatures,  who  partake  with  Thee 
the  endowment  of  immortality,  now  beseech  Thee  to  look 
upon  us  here,  kneeling  in  adoration  before  Thee  !  Search  our 
hearts  and  souls  with  the  light  of  Thy  revealing  Holy  Spirit, 
and  see  if  in  any  of  us  there  is  concealed  an  unworthy  thought, 
or  doubt,  or  distrust,  or  scorn  of  Thy  unfailing  goodness  !  We 
ask  Thee  to  discover  our  sins  and  imperfections  to  ourselves, 
and  so  instruct  us  as  to  what  is  displeasing  to  Thee,  that  we 
may  remedy  these  wilful  blots  upon  Thy  fair  intention.  Give 
us  the  force  and  fervour,  the  wisdom  and  truth,  to  find  and 
follow  the  way  Thou  would st  have  us  go, — and  if  our  strength 
should  fail,  constrain  us,  oh  God,  to  come  to  Thee,  whether 
we  learn  by  sorrow  or  joy,  by  punishment  or  pity ; — constrain 
us,  so  that  we  may  find  Thee,  whatever  else  we  lose  !  Let  the 
great   searchlight    of  Thy  truth   be    turned    upon    the   secret 
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motives  of  our  hearts  and  minds,  and  if  there  be  one  of  us 
in  whom  such  motives  be  found  false,  impure,  cruel  or 
cowardly,  then  let  Thy  just  wrath  fall  upon  the  misguided 
creature  of  Thy  love,  and  teach  him  or  her,  obedience  and 
repentance !  We  pray  that  Thou  wilt  punish  us,  oh  God, 
when  we  have  sinned,  that  we  may  know  wherein  we  have 
offended  our  dear  Father ; —  and  equally,  when  we  have  sought 
to  serve  Thee  faithfully,  may  we  receive  Thy  blessing  !  Make 
us  one  with  Thee  in  Thy  perfect  plan  of  good ;  teach  us  how 
to  work  Thy  will  in  the  fulfilment  of  peace  and  joy ;  make  our 
lives  of  use  to  this  world,  and  our  deaths  gain  to  the  next,  and 
let  the  glory  of  Thy  love  encompass  us,  guide  us,  and  defend 
us  now  and  forever,  through  Christ  our  Lord,  Amen." 

After  he  had  ceased,  there  was  a  deep  silence  for  many 
minutes,  then  all  the  people  as  if  moved  by  one  impulse,  rose 
from  their  knees,  and  standing,  sang  the  following  stanzas, 
which  Aubrey  had  taught  them  when  he  first  began  to  preach 
among  them  his  ideals  of  love  and  labour. 

^  If  thou'rt  a  Christian  in  deed  and  thought, 
Loving  thy  neighbour  as  Jesus  taught, — 
Living  all  days  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
And  not  one  only  out  of  seven, — 
Sharing  thy  wealth  with  the  suffering  poor. 
Helping  all  sorrow  that  Hope  can  cure, — 
Making  religion  a  truth  in  the  heart, 
And  not  a  cloak  to  be  worn  in  the  mart, 
Or  in  high  cathedrals  and  chapels  and  fanes, 
Where  priests  are  traders  and  count  the  gains, — 

All  God's  angels  will  say,   "Well  done!" 

Whenever  thy  mortal  race  is  run. 
White  and  forgiven, 
Thou'lt  enter  heaven, 

And  pass,  unchallenged,  the  Golden  Gate, 

Where  welcoming  spirits  watch  and  wait 

To  hail  thy  coming  with  sweet  accord 

To  the  Holy  City  of  God  the  Lord  ! 

If  Peace  is  thy  prompter,  and  Love  is  thy  guide. 
And  white-robed  Charity  walks  by  th.y  side,— 

^By  the  late  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  609 

If  thou  idlest  the  truth  without  oath  to  bind, 
Doing  thy  duly  to  ;dl  mankind,— 
Raising  the  lowly,  cheering  the  sad, 
Finding  some  goodness  e'en  in  the  hati, 
And  owning  with  sadness  if  badness  there  be, 
There  might  have  been  badness  in  thine  and  in  thee, 
If  Conscience  the  warder  that  keeps  thee  whole 
Had  uttered  no  voice  to  thy  slumbering  soul, — 

All  God's  angels  will  say,   "Well  done  !" 

Whenever  thy  mortal  race  is  run. 
White  and  forgiven, 
Thou'lt  enter  heaven. 

And  pass,  unchallenged,  the  Golden  Gate, 

Where  w'elcoming  spirits  watch  and  wail 

To  hail  thy  coming  with  sweet  accord 

To  the  Holy  City  of  God  the  Lord  1 

If  thou  art  humble,  and  wilt  not  scorn, 

However  wretched,  a  brother  forlorn, — 

If  thy  purse  is  open  to  misery's  call, 

And  the  God  thou  lovest  is  God  of  all, 

Whatever  their  colour,  clime  or  creed. 

Blood  of  thy  blood,  in  their  sorest  need, — 

If  every  cause  that  is  good  and  true, 

And  needs  assistance  to  dare  and  do, 

Thou  helpest  on  through  good  and  ill, 

With  trust  in  Heaven,  and  God's  good  will, — 

All  God's  angels  will  say,   "  W^ell  done!" 

Whenever  thy  mortal  race  is  run. 
White  and  forgiven, 
Thou'lt  enter  heaven, 

And  pass,  unchallenged,  the  Golden  Gale, 

Where  welcoming  spirits  watch  and  wait 

To  hail  thy  coming  with  sweet  accord 

To  the  Holy  City  of  God  the  Lord  ! 

The  effect  of  the  last  eight-hne  chorus  sung  by  thousands 
of  voices,  was  marvellous.  Such  a  spirit  of  exaltation  pervaded 
the  music  that  the  common  wooden  shed-like  building  in 
which  these  followers  of  one  earnest  man  asserted  their  faith 
in  God  rather  than  in  a  Church,  seemed  to  take  upon  itself 
all  the  architectural  beauty  of  a  temple  costing  millions  of 
money.     When  the  singing   ceased,  Aubrey  raised  his  hand, 
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and  while  his  audience  yet  remained  standing,  pronounced  the 
blessing. 

"  God  be  with  you  all,  my  friends  ! — in  your  hearts  and  lives 
and  daily  conduct !  .  May  none  of  you  here  present  shadow 
His  brightness  by  one  dark  deed  or  thought  of  evil !  I  will 
ask  you  to  pray  that  God  may  be  with  me  too,  and  with  my 
beloved  wife,  the  future  partner  of  all  my  work,  my  joys  and 
sorrows,  that  we  may  in  our  union  make  our  lives  useful 
to  you  and  to  all  others  who  seek  our  help  or  care.  God's 
blessing  be  upon  us  all  in  the  name  of  Christ  our  Saviour  !  " 
And  with  one  accord  the  people  answered  "  Amen  ! " 
Then  this  brief  service  over,  they  began  to  disperse. 
Without  any  scramble  or  rush,  but  in  perfect  order  and  with 
quiet  and  reverent  demeanour,  they  left  their  seats  and  began 
to  make  their  way  out.  None  of  them  were  seen  gossiping 
together,  or  smiling  or  nodding  over  each  other's  shoulders  as 
is  very  often  the  case  when  a  congregation  disperses  from  a 
fashionable  church.  For  these  people  in  their  worship  of  the 
Creator  found  something  reverent,  something  earnest,  some- 
thing true,  valuable  and  necessary  to  daily  living,  —  and 
though  there  were  two  peaceful-looking  constables  stationed 
at  the  door  of  egress,  their  services  were  not  required  to  either 
keep  order  or  compel  any  of  those  thousands  of  poor  to 
"  move  on."  They  kept  order  for  themselves,  and  were  too 
busy  with  practical  life  and  thought,  to  hang  about  or  gossip 
on  the  way  to  their  various  homes.  Several  members  of  the 
congregation  on  hearing  that  their  friend  Leigh  was  going 
to  take  his  marriage  vows  before  them  all,  had  provided 
themselves  with  flowers,  and  these  managed  to  pass  in  front 
of  the  platform  where,  simply  and  without  ostentation,  they 
handed  up  their  little  bouquets  and  clusters  of  such  blossoms 
as  they  had  been  able  to  obtain  and  afford  in  winter, — violets 
especially,  and  white  chrysanthemums,  and  one  or  two  rare 
roses.  These  floral  offerings  meant  much  sacrifice  on  the 
part  of  those  who  gave  them, — and  the  tears  filled  Sylvie's 
eyes  as  she  noted  the  eagerness  with  which  poor  women  with 
worn   sad  faces,    and    hands    wrinkled  and   brown    with   toil, 
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handed  up  their  little  posies  for  her  to  take  from  them,  or  laid 
them  with  a  touching  humility  at  her  feet.  What  a  wonderful 
wedding  hers  was,  she  thought ! — far  removed  from  all  the 
world  of  fashion,  without  any  of  the  hypocritical  congratulations 
of  "society"  friends, — without  the  sickening,  foolish  waste, 
expense  and  artificiality,  which  nowadays  makes  a  marriage 
a  mere  millinery  parade.  She  had  spoken  her  vows  before 
thousands  whom  her  husband  had  helped  and  rescued  from 
heathenism  and  misery,  and  all  their  good  wishes  and  prayers 
for  her  happiness  were  wedding  gifts  such  as  no  money  could 
purchase.  With  a  heart  full  of  emotion  and  gratitude  she 
watched  the  crowd  break  up  and  disajjpear,  till  when  the 
last  few  were  passing  out  of  the  building,  she  said  to  her 
husband — 

"  Let  us  leave  the  flowers  they  have  given  me  here,  Aubrey, 
— here,  just  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross  where  you  have  so  often 
spoken  to  them.  I  shall  feel  they  will  bring  me  a 
blessing ! " 

"  It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  sweetheart ! '"'  he  answered 
tenderly, — "  and  I  must  thank  you  for  having  entered  so  readily 
into  the  spirit  of  this  strange  marriage  before  my  poor  friends, 
Sylvie, — for  it  must  have  seemed  very  strange  to  you  ! — and 
yet  believe  me, — no  more  binding  one  was  ever  consummated  !  " 
He  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it, — then  turned  to  Cardinal 
Bonprc",  who  had  risen  and  was  gazing  round  the  bare  common 
building  with  dreamy  eyes  of  wistful  wonderment. 

"  I  thank  you  too,  my  dear  friend !  You  have  learned 
something  of  my  work  since  we  came  to  London,  and  I  think 
you  understand  thoroughly  the  true  sanctity  and  force  of  my 
marriage  ?  " 

"  I  do  ! — I  do  understand  it ! "  said  the  Cardinal  slowly. 
"  And  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  that  all  marriage  vows  could  be 

so  solemnly  and  truly  taken  !     But  my  heart  aches my  heart 

aches  for  the  world  !  These  thousands  you  have  helped  and 
taught  are  but  a  few, — and  they  were  as  you  have  told  me,  little 
better  than  heathen  when  you  came  amongst  them  to  tell 
them   the  true   meaning   of    Christ's    message — what   of  the 
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millions  more  waiting  to  know  what  the  Church  is  failing  to 
teach?  What  have  the  priests  of  the  Lord  been  doing  for 
nearly  two  thousand  years,  that  there  should  still  be  doubters 
of  God ! " 

Over  his  face  swept  a  shadow  of  deep  pain,  and  at  that 
moment  Manuel  left  the  Cross  where  he  had  been  leaning 
and  came  up  and  stood  beside  him.  The  Cardinal  looked 
at  his  waif  wistfully. 

"  What  did  you  think  of  this  service,  my  child  ? " 

"  I  thought  that  the  Master  of  all  these  His  servants  could 
not  be  very  far  away  !  "  answered  Manuel  softly, — "  And  that  if 
He  came  suddenly,  He  would  find  none  sleeping  !  " 

"  May  it  prove  so  ! "  said  Aubrey  fervently.  *'  But  we  own 
ourselves  to  be  unprofitable  servants  at  best, — we  can  only 
try  to  fulfil  our  Lord's  commands  as  nearly  to  the  letter  as 
possible, — and  we  often  fail; — but  we  do  honestly  make  the 
effort.  Shall  we  go  now,  my  lord  Cardinal?  You  look 
fatigued." 

Bonpre  sighed  heavily.  "  My  spirit  is  broken,  my  son  ! "  he 
answered.  "  I  dare  not  think  of  what  will  happen — what  is 
beginning  to  happen  for  the  Christian  world  !  I  shall  not  live 
to  see  it ;  but  I  have  sinned,  in  passing  my  days  in  too  much 
peace.  Dwelling  for  many  years  away  in  my  far-off  diocese,  I 
have  forgotten  the  hurrying  rush  of  life.  I  should  have  been 
more  active  long  ago, — and  I  fear  I  shall  have  but  a  poor 
account  to  give  of  my  stewardship  when  I  am  called  to  render 
it  up.  This  is  what  troubles  both  my  heart  and  my 
conscience  ! " 

"  Dear  friend,  you  have  no  cause  for  trouble  ! "  said  Sylvie 
earnestly.  "Among  all  the  servants  of  our  Master  surely 
you  are  one  of  the  most  faithful ! " 

"  One  of  the  most  faithful, — and  therefore  considered  one  of 
the  most  faithless  !"  said  Manuel.  "Come,  let  us  go  now, — 
and  leave  these  bridal  flowers  where  the  bride  wishes  them  to 
be, — at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  as  a  symbol  of  her  husband's 
service  !     Let  us  go, — the  Cardinal  has  need  of  rest." 

They  returned  to  their  respective  homes, — Aubrey  and  his 
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wife  to  a  little  tenement  house  they  had  taken  for  a  few  weeks 
in  the  district  in  order  that  Sylvie  might  be  able  to  see  and 
to  study  for  herself  the  sad  and  bitter  lives  of  those  who  from 
birth  to  death  are  deprived  of  all  the  natural  joys  of  haj^py 
and  wholesome  existence, — whose  children  are  born  and  bred 
up  in  crime, — where  girls  are  depraved  and  ruined  before  they 
are  in  their  teens, — and  where  nothing  of  God  is  ever  taught 
beyond  that  He  is  a  Being  who  punishes  the  wicked  and 
rewards  the  good, — and  where  in  the  general  apathy  of  utter 
wretchedness,  people  decide  that  unless  there  is  something 
given  them  in  this  world  to  be  good  for,  they  would  rather 
be  bad  like  the  rest  of  the  folks  they  see  about  them.  The 
Cardinal  and  Manuel  dwelt  in  rooms  not  very  far  away,  and 
every  day  and  every  hour  almost  was  occupied  by  them  in 
going  among  these  poor,  helpless,  hopeless  ones  of  the  world, 
bringing  them  comfort  and  aid  and  sympathy.  Wherever 
Manuel  went,  there  brightness  followed ;  the  sick  were  healed, 
the  starving  were  fed,  the  lonely  and  desolate  were  strengthened 
and  encouraged,  and  the  people  who  knew  no  more  of  the 
Cardinal  than  that  "  he  was  a  priest  of  some  sort  or  other," 
began  to  watch  eagerly  for  the  appearance  of  the  Cardinal's 
foundling,  "the  child  that  seemed  to  love  them,"  as  they 
described  him, — and  to  long  for  even  a  passing  glimpse 
of  the  fair  face,  the  steadfast  blue  eyes,  the  tender  smile,  of 
one  before  whom  all  rough  words  were  silenced — all  weeping 
stilled. 

Baton  this  night  of  all — the  night  of  Sylvie's  "religious" 
marriage,  the  Cardinal  was  stricken  by  a  heavy  blow.  He  had 
expected  some  misfortune,  but  had  not  realized  that  it  would 
be  quite  so  heavy  as  it  proved.  The  sum  and  substance  of 
his  trouble  was  contained  in  a  "  confidential "  letter  from 
Monsignor  Moretti,  and  was  worded  as  follows — 

"  My  lord  Cardinal, — It  has  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
Holy  Father  that  you  have  not  only  left  Rome  without  signi- 
fying the  intention  of  your  departure  to  the  Vatican  as  custom 
and  courtesy  should  have  compelled  you  to  do,  but  that  instead 
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of  returning  to  your  rightful  diocese,  you  have  travelled  to 
London,  and  are  there  engaged  in  working  with  the  socialist 
and  heretic  Aubrey  Leigh,  who  is  spreading  pernicious  doctrine 
among  the  already  distracted  and  discordant  of  the  poorer 
classes.  This  fact  has  to  be  coupled  with  the  grave  offence 
committed  against  the  Holy  Father  by  the  street-foundling  to 
whom  you  accord  your  favour  and  protection,  and  whose  origin 
you  are  unable  to  account  for;  and  the  two  things  taken 
together,  constitute  a  serious  breach  of  conduct  on  the  part 
of  so  eminent  a  dignitary  of  the  Church  as  yourself,  and 
compel  the  Holy  Father  most  unwillingly  and  sorrowfully  to 
enquire  whether  he  is  justified  in  retaining  among  his  servants 
of  the  Holy  See  one  who  so  openly  betrays  its  counsels  and 
commands.  It  is  also  a  matter  of  the  deepest  distress  to  the 
Holy  Father,  that  a  picture  painted  by  your  niece  Donna 
Angela  Sovrani  and  entitled  'The  Coming  of  Christ,'  in 
which  the  Church  itself  is  depicted  as  under  the  displeasure 
of  our  Lord,  should  be  permitted  to  contaminate  the  minds 
of  the  nations  by  public  exhibition.  Through  the  Vatican 
press,  the  supreme  Pontiff  has  placed  his  ban  against  this  most 
infamous  picture,  and  all  that  the  true  servants  of  the  Church 
can  do  to  check  its  pernicious  influence,  will  be  done.  But  it 
cannot  be  forgotten  that  Your  Eminence  is  closely  connected 
with  all  these  regrettable  events,  and  as  we  have  no  actual 
proof  of  the  authenticity  of  the  miracle  you  are  alleged  to  have 
performed  at  Rouen,  the  Holy  Father  is  reluctantly  compelled 
to  leave  that  open  to  doubt.  The  Archbishop  of  Rouen  very 
strenuously  denies  the  honesty  of  the  mother  of  the  child 
supposed  to  be  healed  by  you,  and  states  that  she  has  not 
attended  Mass  or  availed  herself  of  any  of  the  Sacraments  for 
many  years.  We  are  willing  to  admit  that  Your  Eminence 
may  personally  have  been  unsuspectingly  made  party  to  a 
fraud, — but  this  does  not  free  you  from  the  other  charges, 
(notably  that  of  exonerating  the  late  Abbe  Vergniaud,)  of  which 
you  stand  arraigned.  Remembering,  however,  the  high  repute 
enjoyed  by  Your  Eminence  throughout  your  career,  and  taking 
into  kindly  consideration  your  increasing  age  and  failing  health, 
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the  Holy  Father  commissions  me  to  say  that  all  these  grievous 
backslidings  on  your  part  shall  be  freely  pardoned  if  you  will, 
— Firstly, — Repudiate  all  connection  with  your  niece,  Angela 
Sovrani,  and  hold  no  further  communication  with  her  or  her 
father  Prince  Sovrani, — Secondly, — that  you  will  break  off 
your  acquaintance  with  the  socialist  Aubrey  Leigh  and  his 
companion  Sylvia  Hermenstein,  the  renegade  from  the  Church 
of  her  fathers, — and  Thirdly, — that  you  will  sever  yourself  at 
once  and  forever  from  the  boy  you  have  taken  under  your 
protection.  This  last  clause  is  the  most  important  in  the 
opinion  of  His  Holiness.  These  three  things  being  done, 
you  will  be  permitted  to  return  to  your  diocese,  and  pursue 
the  usual  round  of  your  duties  there  to  the  end.  Failing  to 
fulfil  the  Holy  Father's  commands,  the  alternative  is  that  you 
be  deprived  of  your  Cardinal's  hat  and  your  diocese  together. 

"  It  is  with  considerable  pain  that  I  undertake  the  transcrib- 
ing of  the  commands  of  the  Holy  Father,  and  I  much  desired 
Monsignor  Gherardi  to  follow  you  to  London  and  lay  these 
matters  before  you  privately,  with  all  the  personal  kindness 
which  his  friendship  for  you  makes  possible,  but  I  regret  to 
say,  and  you  will  no  doubt  regret  to  learn,  that  he  has  been 
smitten  with  dangerous  illness  and  fever,  which  for  the  time 
being  prevents  his  attention  to  duty.  Trusting  to  hear  from 
you  with  all  possible  speed  that  Your  Eminence  is  in  readiness 
to  obey  the  Holy  Father's  paternal  wish  and  high  command. 
I  am, 

Your  Eminence's  obedient  servant  in  Christ, 
Lorenzo  Moretti." 

The  Cardinal  read  this  letter  through  once — twice — then  ihe 
paper  dropped  from  his  hands. 

"  My  God,  my  God  1  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  me  ! "  he 
murmured.  "What  have  I  done  in  these  few  months! 
What  must  I  do  ! " 

A  light  touch  on  his  arm  roused  him.  Manuel  confronted 
him. 

"  Why  are  you  sorrowful,  dear  friend  ?    Have  you  sad  news  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  my  child  !  Sad  news  indeed  !  I  am  commanded  by 
the  Pope  to  give  up  all  I  have  in  the  world  !  If  it  were  to 
give  to  my  Master  Christ  I  would  give  it  gladly, — but  to  the 
Church — I  cannot !  " 

"  What  does  the  Pope  ask  you  to  resign  ?  "  said  Manuel. 

"  My  niece  Angela  and  all  her  love  for  me  ! — my  friendship 
with  this  brave  man  Aubrey  Leigh  who  works  among  the  out- 
cast and  the  poor, but  more  than  all  this, — he  asks  me 

to  give  You  up — you  !     My  child,  I  cannot  !  " 

He  stretched  his  thin  withered  hands  out  to  the  slight 
boyish  figure  in  front  of  him. 

"  I  cannot !  I  am  an  old  man,  near — very  near — to  the 
grave — and  I  love  you  !  I  need  you  ! — without  you  the  world 
is  dark  !  I  found  you  all  alone — I  have  cared  for  you  and 
guarded  you  and  served  you — I  cannot  let  you  go  ! "  The 
tears  filled  his  eyes  and  rolled  down  his  worn  cheeks.  "I 
cannot  lose  my  last  comfort ! "  he  repeated  feebly.  "  I  cannot 
let  You  go  !  " 

Silently  the  boy  gave  his  hands  into  the  old  man's  fervent 
clasp,  and  as  Bonpre  bent  his  head  upon  them  a  sense  of 
peace  stole  over  him, — a  great  and  solemn  calm.  Looking 
up  he  saw  Manuel  earnestly  regarding  him  with  eyes  full  of 
tenderness  and  light,  and  a  smile  upon  his  lips. 

"  Be  of  good  courage,  dear  friend  !  "  he  said.  "  The  time 
of  trial  is  hard,  but  it  will  soon  be  over.  You  must  needs 
part  from  Angela  !— but  remember  she  has  great  work  still  to 
do,  and  she  is  not  left  without  love  !  You  must  also  part  from 
Aubrey  and  his  wife — but  they- too  are  given  high  tasks  to 
fulfil  for  God's  glory — and, — they  have  each  other  !  Yes  ! — 
you  must  part  with  all  these  things,  dear  friend — they  are  not 
yours  to  retain  ; — and  if  you  would  keep  your  place  in  this 
world,  you  must  part  with  Me  !  " 

"  Never  !  "  cried  Bonpre,  moved  to  sudden  passion.  "  I 
cannot  !     To  me  the  world  without  you  would  be  empty  ! " 

As  he  spoke  these  words  a  sudden  memory  rang  in  his  brain 
like  a  chime  from  some  far-distant  tower  echoing  over  a  width 
of  barren  land.     "  For  me  the  world  is  empty  !  "  had  been  the 
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words  spoken  by  Manuel  when  lie  had  first  found  him  leaning 
against  the  locked  Cathedral  door  in  Rouen.  And  with  this 
memory  came  another, — the  vision  he  had  seen  of  the  end 
of  the  world,  and  the  words  he  had  heard  spoken  by  some 
mysterious  voice  in  his  sleep, — "The  light  shineth  in  darkness 
and  the  darkness  comprehendeth  it  not !  "  And  still  he  looked 
pleadingly,  earnestly,  almost  fearingly,  into  the  face  of  his 
foundling. 

"  We  must  speak  of  this  again,"  said  Manuel  then,  gently. 
"  But  to-night,  for  at  least  some  hours,  you  must  rest !  Have 
patience  with  your  own  thoughts,  dear  friend  !  To  part  with 
earthly  loves  is  a  sorrow  that  must  always  be ; — Angela  is 
young  and  you  are  old  ! — she  has  her  task  to  do,  and  yours 
is  nearly  finished  !  You  must  part  with  Aubrey  Leigh, — you 
cannot  help  him, — his  work  is  planned, — his  ways  ordained. 
Thus,  you  have  no  one  to  command  your  life  save  the  Church, 
— and  it  seems  that  you  must  choose  between  the  Church  and 
me !  To  keep  Me,  you  must  forego  the  Church  !  To  keep 
the  Church  you  must  say  farewell  to  Me  !  But  think  no  more 
of  it  just  now sleep  and  rest leave  all  to  God  ! " 

I'he  Cardinal  still  looked  at  him  earnestly. 

"  You  will  not  leave  me  ?  You  will  not,  for  a  thought  of 
saving  me  from  my  difficulties,  go  from  me?  If  I  sleep  I 
shall  find  you  when  I  wake  ?  " 

"  I  will  never  leave  you  till  you  bid  me  go ! "  answered 
Manuel.  "And  if  I  am  taken  far  from  hence  you  shall  go 
with  me  !  Rest,  dear  friend — rest,  true  servant  of  Cod  !  Rest 
without  thought — without  care — till  I  call  you  !  " 


XXXIX 

THE  night  darkened  steadily  down  over  London, — a  chill 
dreary  night  of  heavy  fog,  half  melting  into  rain. 
Cardinal  Bonpre,  though  left  to  himself,  did  not  rest  at  once 
as  Manuel  had   so   tenderly  bidden  him   to  do,  but  moved 
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by  an  impulse  stronger  than  any  worldly  discretion  or  consider- 
ation, sat  down  and  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Supreme  Pontiff, — a 
letter  every  word  of  which  came  straight  from  his  honest 
heart,  and  which  he  addressed  to  the  Head  of  his  Church 
directly  and  personally,  without  seeking  the  interposition  of 
Lorenzo  Moretti.  And  thus  he  wrote,  in  obedience  to  the 
dictate  of  his  own  soul — 

"  Most  Holy  Father  ! — I  have  this  day  received  through 
Monsignor  Moretti  the  text  of  certain  commands  laid  by 
Your  Holiness  upon  me  to  fulfil  if  I  would  still  serve  the 
Church,  as  I  have  in  all  truth  and  devotion  served  it  for  so 
many  years.  These  commands  are  difficult  to  realise,  and  still 
more  difficult  to  obey, — I  would  rather  believe  that  Your 
Holiness  has  issued  them  in  brief  anger,  than  that  they  are 
the  result  of  a  reasonable  conviction,  or  condition  of  your 
own  heart  and  intellect.  In  no  way  can  I  admit  that  my 
conduct  has  been  of  a  nature  to  give  offence  to  you  or 
to  the  Holy  See,  for  I  have  only  in  all  things  sought 
to  obey  the  teaching  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  upon  whose 
memory  our  faith  is  founded.  Your  Holiness  desires  me, 
first,  to  cease  every  communication  with  the  only  relatives  left 
to  me  on  earth, — my  brother-in-law  Pietro  Sovrani  and  his 
daughter,  the  only  child  of  my  dead  sister,  my  niece  Angela. 
You  demand  the  severance  of  these  bonds  of  nature,  because 
my  niece  has  produced  a  work  of  art,  for  which  she  alone 
is  responsible.  I  venture  most  humbly  to  submit  to  Your 
Holiness  that  this  can  scarcely  be  called  true  Christian  justice 
to  me, — for,  whereas  on  the  one  side  I  cannot  be  made 
answerable  for  the  thoughts  or  the  work  of  a  separately 
responsible  individual,  on  the  other  hand  I  should  surely  not 
be  prohibited  from  exercising  my  influence,  if  necessary,  on 
the  future  career  of  those  related  to  me  by  blood  as  well  as 
endeared  to  me  by  duty  and  affection.  My  niece  has  suffered 
more  cruelly  than  most  women ;  and  it  is  entirely  owing  to 
her  refusal  to  speak,  that  the  memory  of  Florian  Varillo,  her 
late  affianced  husband;,  is  not  openly  branded  as  that  of  a 
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criminal,  instead  of  being  as  now,  merely  under  the  shadow  of 
suspicion,  for  we  know  that  he  was  her  assassin, — all  Rome 
feels  the  truth, — and  yet  being  dead,  his  name  is  left  open  to 
the  benefit  of  a  doubt  because  she  who  was  so  nearly  slain 
by  him  she  loved,  forgives  and  is  silent.  I  submit  to  Your 
Holiness  that  this  forgiveness  and  silence  symbolise  true 
Christianity  on  the  part  of  the  poor  child  who  has  fallen 
under  your  displeasure, — and  that  as  the  Christian  Creed  goes, 
your  pity  and  consideration  for  her  should  somewhat  soften 
the  ban  you  have  set  against  her  on  account  of  the  work  she 
has  given  to  the  world.  As  a  servant  of  Holy  Church  I  deeply 
deplore  the  subject  of  that  work,  while  fully  admitting  its 
merit  as  a  great  conception  of  art, — but  even  on  this  point  I 
would  most  humbly  point  out  to  Your  Holiness  that  genius 
is  not  always  under  the  control  of  its  possessor.  For  being 
a  fire  cf  most  searching  and  persuasive  quality  it  does  so 
command  the  soul,  and  through  the  soul  the  brain  and  hand, 
that  oftentimes  it  would  appear  as  if  the  actual  creator  of  a 
great  work  is  the  last  unit  to  be  considered  in  the  scheme, 
and  that  it  has  been  carried  out  by  some  force  altogether 
beyond  and  above  humanity.  Therefore,  speaking  with  all 
humility  and  sorrow,  it  may  chance  that  Angela  Sovrani's 
picture  '  The  Coming  of  Christ '  may  contain  a  required  lesson 
to  us  of  the  Church,  as  well  as  to  certain  sections  of  certain 
people,  and  that  as  all  genius  comes  from  God,  it  would  be 
well  to  enquire  earnestly  whether  we  do  not  perhaps  in  these 
days  need  some  hint  or  warning  of  the  kind  to  recall  us  from 
ways  of  error,  ere  we  wander  too  far.  But,  having  laid  this 
matter  straightly  before  Your  Holiness,  I  am  nevertheless  willing 
to  accede  to  your  desire,  and  see  my  young  niece  and  her 
father  no  more.  For  truly  there  is  very  little  chance  of  my  so 
doing,  as  my  age  and  health  will  scarcely  permit  me  to  travel 
far  from  my  diocese  again,  if  indeed  I  ever  return  to  it.  The 
same  statement  will  apply  with  greater  force  to  the  friendship 
I  have  lately  formed  with  him  whom  you  call  'heretic,' — 
Aubrey  I^eigh.  Your  Holiness  is  mistaken  in  thinking  that  I 
am  assisting  him  in  his  work  among  the  poor  and  desolate  of 
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London — though  I  would  it  had  been  possible  for  me  to  do 
so !  For  I  have  seen  such  misery,  such  godlessness,  such 
despair,  such  self-destruction  in  this  great  English  city,  the 
admitted  centre  of  civilization,  that  I  would  give  my  whole  life 
twice,  ay,  three  times  over  again  to  be  able  to  relieve  it  in 
ever  so  small  a  degree  !  The  priests  of  our  Church  and  of  all 
Churches  are  here, — they  preach,  but  do  very  little  in  the  way 
of  practice, — and  few  like  Aubrey  Leigh  sacrifice  their  personal 
entity,  their  daily  life,  their  sleep,  their  very  thoughts,  to  help 
the  suffering  of  their  fellow-men.  Holy  Father,  the  people 
whom  Aubrey  Leigh  works  for,  never  believed  in  a  God  at 
all  till  this  man  came  among  them.  Yet  there  are  religious 
centres  here,  and  teachers ; — Sunday  after  Sunday,  the  message 
of  the  Gospel  is  pronounced  to  inattentive  ears  and  callous 
souls,  and  yet  all  have  remained  in  darkest  atheism,  in  hopeless 
misery,  till  their  earnest,  patient,  sympathising,  tender  brother, 
the  so-called  '  atheist,'  came  to  persuade  them  out  of  darkness 
into  light,  and  made  the  burdens  of  their  living  lighter  to  bear. 
And  will  you  not  admit  him  as  a  Christian  ?  Surely  he  must 
be ;  for  as  our  Lord  Himself  declares,  '  Not  every  man  that 
shall  say  unto  Me  Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter  into  the  kingdom  of 
heaven,  but  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  My  Father  which  is  in 
heaven.'  And  of  a  certainty,  the  will  of  the  Father  is  that  the 
lost  should  be  found,  the  perishing  saved,  the  despairing 
comforted, — and  all  these  things  Aubrey  Leigh  has  done,  and 
is  yet  doing.  But  I  do  not  work  with  him — I  am  here  to  look 
on — and  looking  on,  to  regret  my  lost  youth  ! 

"Touching  the  miracle  attributed  to  me  at  Rouen,  I  have 
gone  over  this  ground  so  often  with  Your  Holiness,  both  by 
letter  and  personally  while  in  Rome,  that  it  seems  but  foolish 
to  repeat  the  story  of  my  complete  innocence  in  the  matter. 
I  prayed  for  the  crippled  child,  and  laid  my  hands  upon  him 
in  blessing.  From  that  day  I  never  saw  him — never  have 
seen  him  again.  I  can  bear  no  witness  to  his  recovery, — your 
news  came  from  persons  at  Rouen,  and  not  from  me.  I  am 
as  unconscious  of  having  healed  the  child  as  I  am  innocent  of 
having   any   part   in   the  disappearance  of  the  man   Claude 
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Cazeau.  The  whole  thing  is  as  complete  a  mystery  to  me  as 
it  is  to  Your  Holiness  or  to  any  of  those  who  have  heard  the 
story.  I  fully  and  freely  admit,  as  I  have  always  fully  and 
freely  admitted,  that  I  condoned  and  forgave  the  sin  of  the 
Abbe  Vergniaud,  and  this,  not  only  because  the  man  was 
dying,  but  because  we  are  strictly  commanded  to  forgive  those 
who  truly  repent.  And  on  this  point,  I  cannot,  even  to  you. 
Most  Holy  Father,  admit  that  I  have  been  wrong. 

"And  now  coming  to  the  last  part  of  Your  Holiness' 
expressed  desire,  wherein  you  ask  me  to  part  from  the  boy  I 
rescued, — the  child  Manuel,  who  is  all  alone  in  the  world, — I 
cannot  acknowledge  it  to  be  a  Christian  act  to  desert  anyone 
whom  we  have  once  befriended.  The  boy  is  young,  and  far 
too  gentle  to  fight  the  world,  or  to  meet  with  such  love  and 
consideration  as  his  youth  and  simplicity  deserve.  I  will  not 
disguise,  however,  from  Your  Holiness  that  I  have  been  often 
much  troubled  in  mind  regarding  his  companionship  with  me, 
— for  foolish  as  you  may  judge  my  words,  I  feel  that  there  is 
something  in  him  not  altogether  of  earth, — that  he  speaks  at 
times  as  a  wise  prophet  might  speak, — or  as  an  Angel,  sent  to 
warn  the  world  of  swiftly-coming  disaster  !  Of  the  strangely 
daring  spirit  in  which  he  addressed  himself  to  Your  Holiness 
at  the  Vatican  it  is  not  for  me  to  discourse — I  cannot  explain 
it  or  condone  it,  for  I  was  overcome  with  amazement  and  fear, 
and  realized  the  position  no  more  than  did  Your  Holiness  at 
the  time,  or  than  did  those  of  your  confidants  immediately 
around  us.     It  was  indeed  a  matter  that  went  beyond  us  all. 

"But  the  chief  end  of  this  letter  is  arrived  at  —  Your 
HoUness  asks  me  to  part  with  this  boy.  AVith  the  deepest 
regret  at  the  rupture  you  threaten  to  cause  between  myself 
and  Holy  Church  if  I  disobey  this  command,  I  must  still 
utterly  refuse  to  do  so.  So  long  as  the  child  looks  upon 
me  as  a  friend,  so  long  will  I  be  one  to  him.  So  long 
as  he  will  accept  the  shelter  of  my  roof,  so  long  shall  he 
receive  it.  I  would  rather  break  with  a  dozen  Churches, 
a  dozen  forms  of  Creed,  than  be  untrue  to  a  child  who 
trusts  me  !     That  is  my  answer   to   Your   Holiness,  and  in 
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giving  it  I  add  the  sincere  expression  of  my  sorrow  to  cause 
you  displeasure  or  pain.  But  I  venture  to  pray  you,  Holy 
Father,  to  pause  and  consider  deeply  before  you  eject  me 
from  the  Church  for  so  simple  and  plain  a  matter.  Let  me  as 
one  who  is  nearing  the  grave  in  company  with  yourself — as 
one  who  with  yourself  must  soon  stand  on  that  dark  brink  of 
the  Eternal  from  which  we  see  the  Light  beyond  —  let  me 
most  humbly  yet  most  earnestly  point  out  to  you  the  far  more 
serious  things  than  my  offence,  which  are  threatening  Rome 
to-day.  The  people  of  all  lands  are  wandering  away  from 
faith,  and  wars  and  terrors  are  encompassing  the  land.  The 
lust  of  gold  and  pride  of  life  are  now  the  chief  objects  of  man's 
existence  and  desire,  and  there  was  hardly  ever  a  time  in 
history  when  utter  indifference  to  the  laws  of  God  was  more 
openly  exhibited  than  it  is  just  now.  The  sin  of  unbelief 
and  all  the  evils  attendant  on  that  sin  are  steadily  increasing, 
and  the  Church  seems  powerless  to  stop  the  approaching 
disaster.  Is  it,  that  knowing  herself  to  be  weak,  she  does 
not  make  the  attempt  to  be  strong  ?  If  this  is  so,  she  must 
fall,  and  not  all  the  getting-in  of  gold  will  help  her !  But 
you,  Holy  Father — you  might  arrest  all  this  trouble  if  you 
would  !  If  you  would  change  the  doctrines  of  Superstition 
for  those  of  Science — if  you  would  purify  our  beautiful  Creed 
from  pagan  observances  and  incredible  idolatries  —  if  you 
would  raise  the  Church  of  Rome  like  a  pure  white  Cross 
above  the  blackening  strife,  you  might  save  the  sinking  ship 
of  faith  even  now !  So  little  is  needed ! — simplicity  instead 
of  ostentation — voluntary  poverty  instead  of  countless  riches, 
spiritual  power  instead  of  the  perpetual  cry  for  temporal  power, 
— the  doctrine  of  Christ  instead  of  the  doctrine  of  Church 
Councils — and  the  glad  welcoming  and  incorporation  of  every 
true,  beautiful,  wise  and  wonderful  discovery  of  the  age  into 
the  symbolic  teaching  of  our  Creed.  Holy  Father,  if  this  is  not 
done,  then  things  old  must  disappear  to  make  room  for  things 
new, — and  a  new  Church  of  Christ  must  rise  from  the  ashes 
of  Rome!  We  cannot  but  call  to  mind  the  words  of  St.  John, 
'  Repe7it  and  do  the  first  works,  or  else  I  will  come  quickly 
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and  remove  thy  candlestick  from  its  place.'  ^  Do  the  first 
works.''  Holy  Father,  those  first  works,  as  exemplified  in 
Christ  Himself,  were  love,  charity,  pity  and  pardon  for  all 
men  !  With  all  my  heart  I  beseech  Your  Holiness  to  let 
these  virtues  simplify  and  sustain  our  Church, — and  so  raise 
it  a  burning  and  shining  light  of  loving-kindness  and  universal 
tolerance, — so  shall  it  be  the  true  city  set  on  a  hill  which 
shall  draw  all  men  to  its  shelter !  But  if  unjust  judgment, 
intolerance,  cruelty  and  fanaticism,  should  again  be  allowed, 
as  once  before  in  history,  to  blot  its  fairness  and  blight  its 
reputation,  then  there  is  not  much  time  left  to  it, — inasmuch 
as  there  is  a  force  in  the  world  to-day  likely  to  prove  too  strong 
for  many  of  us, — a  mighty  combat  for  Truth,  in  which  con- 
flicting creeds  will  fight  their  questions  out  together  with 
terrible  passion  and  insistence,  bringing  many  souls  to  grief 
and  pitiful  disaster.  You,  Holy  Father,  can  arrest  all  this  by 
making  the  Church  of  Rome,  Christian  rather  than  Pagan — 
by  removing  every  touch  of  idolatry,  every  recollection  of 
paid  prayers,  and  by  teaching  a  lofty,  pure  and  practical  faith 
such  as  our  Redeemer  desired  for  us,  so  that  it  may  be  a 
refuge  in  the  storm,  a  haven  wherein  all  the  world  shall 
find  peace.  This  is  for  you  and  for  those  who  come  after 
you  to  do, — I,  Felix  Bonpre,  shall  not  be  here  to  see  the 
change  so  wrought,  for  I  shall  have  gone  from  hence  to 
answer  for  my  poor  stewardship, — God  grant  I  may  not  be 
found  altogether  wanting  in  intention,  though  I  may  have 
been  inadequate  in  deed !  And  so  with  my  earnest  prayer 
for  your  health  and  long  continuance  of  life  I  bid  you 
farewell,  asking  you  nothing  for  myself  at  all  but  a  reason- 
able judgment, — unprejudiced  and  calm  and  Christlike, — 
which  will  in  good  time  persuade  you  that  it  would  be 
but  a  cruelty  to  carry  out  your  indignation  against  me  by 
depriving  me  of  that  diocese  where  all  my  people  know 
and  love  me, — simply  because  I  have  befriended  a  child, 
and  because  having  once  befriended  him  I  refuse  to  desert 
him.  But  if  your  mind  should  remain  absolutely  fixed  to 
carry  out  your  intentions  I  can  only  bow  my  head  to  your 
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will  and  submit  to  the  stroke  of  destiny,  feeling  it  to  be 
my  jMaster's  wish  that  I  should  suffer  something  for  His 
sake  ;  and  knowing  from  His  words  that  if  I  '  offend  one 
of  these  little  ones,'  such  as  this  friendless  boy,  '  it  were 
better  for  me  that  a  millstone  were  hung  about  my  neck  and 
I  myself  drowned  in  the  depths  of  the  sea  ! '  Between  the 
Church  doctrine  and  Christ's  own  gospel,  I  choose  the 
gospel ;  between  Rome's  discipline  and  Christ's  command 
I  choose  Christ's  command,— and  shall  be  content  to  be 
glad  or  sorrowful,  fortunate  or  poor,  as  equally  to  live  or 
die  as  my  Master,  and  your  Master,  shall  bid.  For  we  all  are 
nothing  but  His  creatures,  bound  to  serve  Him ;  and  where 
we  serve  Him  not  there  must  be  evil  worse  than  death. 

"  So  in  all  humbleness,  still  awaiting  a  more    reasonable 
decision  at  your  hands,  I  am,  Most  Holy  Father, 

Your  faithful  servant  and  brother  in  Christ, 
Felix  Bonpre." 

This  letter  finished,  signed  and  sealed,  the  Cardinal 
addressed  it,  and  enclosed  it  under  cover  to  one  of  the 
secretaries  at  the  Vatican  who  he  knew  might  be  trusted 
to  deliver  it  personally  into  the  Supreme  Pontiff's  own 
hands.  Then  stretching  out  his  arms  wearily  he  closed 
his  eyes  for  a  moment  with  a  sigh  of  mingled  relief  and 
fatigue.  The  night  was  very  cold,  and  though  there  had 
been  a  fire  in  the  room  all  day,  it  had  died  down  in  the 
grate,  and  there  were  only  a  few  little  dull  embers  now 
glowing  at  the  last  bar.  The  chill  of  the  air  was  deepening, 
and  a  shiver  ran  through  the  spare,  fragile  form  of  the 
venerable  prelate  as  he  rose  at  last  from  his  chair  and 
prepared  to  take  his  rest.  His  sleeping-room  was  a  very 
small  one,  adjoining  that  in  which  he  now  stood,  and  as 
he  glanced  at  his  watch  and  saw  that  time  had  gone  on 
so  rapidly  that  it  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock,  he  decided  that 
he  would  only  lie  down  for  two  or  three  hours. 

"  For  there  is  much  to  do  yet,"  he  mused.  "  This  one 
letter  to  the  Pope  will  not  suffice.     I  must  write  to  Angela, — 


THE  MASTER-CHRISTIAN  625 

to  say  farewell  lo  her,  poor  child ! — and  give  her  once  more 

my  blessing and  then  I  must  prepare  the  way  at  home — 

for  myself,  and  also  for  Manuel." 

He  sighed  again  as  the  vision  of  his  own  house  in  the 
peaceful  old-world  French  town  far  away,  floated  before  his 
mental  sight, — almost  he  heard  the  sweet  chiming  of  the 
bells  in  his  own  Cathedral  tower;  which,  like  a  pyramid  of 
delicate  lace-work,  always  seemed  held  up  in  the  air  by  some 
invisible  agency  to  let  the  shafts  of  sunlight  glimmer  through, 
— once  more  he  saw  the  great  roses  in  his  garden,  pink 
and  white  and  cream  and  yellow,  clambering  over  the 
walls  and  up  to  the  very  roof  of  his  picturesque  and  peaceful 
home — the  white  doves  nesting  in  the  warm  sun — the  ripe 
apples  hanging  on  the  gnarled  boughs,  the  simple  peasantry 
walking  up  his  garden  paths,  coming  to  him  with  their  httle 
histories  of  pain  and  disappointment  and  sorrow,  which  were 
as  great  to  them  as  any  of  the  wider  miseries  of  sufferers  more 
beset  with  anguish  than  themselves.  He  thought  of  it  all 
sorrowfully  and  tenderly, — his  habit  was  ever  to  think  of  others 
rather  than  himself, — and  he  wondered  sadly,  as  he  considered 
all  the  bitterness  and  hardships  of  the  poor  human  creatures 
who  are  forced  into  life  on  this  planet, — why  life  should  be 
made  so  cruel  and  hard  for  them,— why  sudden  and  unpre- 
pared death  should  snap  the  ties  of  tenderest  love  —  why 
cruelty  and  treachery  should  blight  the  hopes  of  the  faithful 
and  the  trusting — why  human  beings  should  always  be  more 
ready  to  destroy  each  other  than  to  help  each  other — wh\-,  to 
sum  all  up,  so  merciful  and  divine  a  Being  as  Christ  came  at 
all  into  this  world  if  it  were  not  to  make  the  world  happier 
and  bring  it  nearer  to  heaven  ! 

"  The  ways  of  the  Infinite  Ordainment  are  dark  and  difficult 
to  understand,"  he  said.  "And  I  deserve  punishment  for 
daring  to  enquire  into  wisely-hidden  mysteries  !  But,  God 
knows  it  is  not  for  myself  that  I  would  pierce  the  veil ! 
Nothing  that  concerns  myself  at  all  matters, — I  am  a  straw  on 
the  wind, — a  leaf  on  the  storm  —  and  whatever  God's  law 
provides  for  me,  that  I  accept,  and  understand  to  be  best. 
40 
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But  for  many  millions  of  sad  souls  it  is  not  so — and  their 
way  is  hard !  If  they  could  fully  understand  the  purpose  of 
existence  they  would  be  happier — but  they  cannot — and  we  of 
the  Church  are  too  blind  ourselves  to  help  them,  for  if  a  little 
chink  of  light  be  opened  to  us,  we  obstinately  refuse  to  see  ! " 

He  went  to  his  sleeping-room  and  threw  himself  down  on 
his  bed  dressed  as  he  was,  too  fatigued  in  body  and  mind  to 
do  more  than  utter  his  brief  usual  prayer,  "  If  this  should  be 
the  sleep  of  death,  Lord  Jesus  receive  my  soul !  "  And  as  he 
closed  his  eyes  he  heard  the  rain  drop  on  the  roof  in  heavy 
slow  drops  that  sounded  like  the  dull  ticking  of  a  monstrous 
clock  piecing  away  the  time ; — and  then  he  slept,  deeply  and 
dreamlessly, — the  calm  and  unconscious  and  refreshing  slumber 
of  a  child. 

How  long  he  slept  he  did  not  know,  but  he  was  wakened 
suddenly  by  a  touch  and  a  voice  he  knew  and  loved,  calling 
him.  He  sprang  up  with  almost  the  alacrity  of  youth,  and 
saw  Manuel  standing  beside  him. 

'•  Did  you  call  me,  my  child  ?  " 

"Yes,  dear  friend  !  "  And  Manuel  smiled  upon  him  with  a 
look  that  conveyed  the  brightness  of  perfect  love  straight  from 
the  glance  into  the  soul.  "  I  need  you  for  myself  alone 
to-night !     Come  out  with  me  ! " 

The  Cardinal  gazed  at  him  in  wonder  that  was  half  a  fear. 

"  Come  out  with  me  !  " 

Those  had  been  the  words  the  boy  had  used  to  the  Pope, 
the  Head  of  the  Church,  when  he  had  dared  to  speak  his 
thoughts  openly  before  that  chiefest  man  of  all  in  Rome  ! 

"  Come  out  with  me  !  " 

"Now,  in  the  darkness  and  the  rain?"  asked  the  Cardinal 
wonderingly.     "  You  wish  it  ?     Then  I  will  come  !  " 

Manuel  said  nothing  further,  but  simply  turned  and  led  the 
way.  They  passed  out  of  the  little  tenement  house  they 
inhabited  into  the  dark  cold  street, — and  the  door  closed  with 
a  loud  bang  behind  them,  shut  to  by  the  angry  wind.  The 
rain  began  to  fall  more  heavily,  and  the  small  slight  figure  of 
the  waif  and  stray  he  had  befriended  seemed  to  the  Cardinal 
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to  look  more  lonely  and  piteous  than  ever  in  the  driving  fog 
and  darkness. 

"  Whither  would  you  go,  my  child  ?  "  he  asked  gently.  "  Vou 
will  suffer  from  the  cold  and  storm " 

"And  you?"  said  Manuel.  "Will  you  not  also  suffer? 
But  you  never  think  of  yourself  at  all ! — and  it  is  because  you 
do  not  think  of  yourself  that  I  know  you  will  come  with  me 
to-night ! — even  through  a  thousand  storms  ! — through  all 
danger  and  darkness  and  pain  and  trouble, — you  will  come 
with  me  !  You  have  been  my  friend  for  many  days — you  will 
not  leave  me  now  ?  " 

"  Neither  now  nor  at  any  time  1 "  answered  Bonpr^  firmly  and 
tenderly.  "  I  will  go  with  you  where  you  will !  Is  it  to  some 
sad  home  you  are  taking  me  ? — some  stricken  soul  to  whom 
we  may  give  comfort  ?  " 

Manuel  answered  not, — but  merely  waved  liis  small  hand 
beckoningly,  and  passed  along  up  the  street  through  the 
drifting  rain,  lightly  and  aerially  as  though  he  were  a  spirit, — 
and  the  Cardinal  possessed  by  some  strange  emotion  that  gave 
swiftness  to  his  movements  and  strength  to  his  will,  followed. 
They  met  scarcely  a  soul.  One  or  two  forlorn  wayfarers 
crossed  their  path — a  girl  in  rags, — then  a  man  half-drunk  and 
reeling  foolishly  from  side  to  side.  Manuel  paused,  looking  at 
them. 

"Poor  sad  souls!"  he  said.  "If  we  could  see  all  the 
history  of  their  lives  we  should  pity  them,  and  not 
condemn !  " 

"Who  is  it  that  condemns?"  murmured  Bonpr^  gently. 

"  No  one  save  Man  ! "  responded  Manuel.  "  God  condemns 
nothing — because  in  everything  there  is  a  portion  of  Himself. 
And  when  man  presumes  to  condemn  and  persecute  his 
fellow-men,  he  is  guilty  of  likewise  condemning  and  persecuting 
his  Maker,  and  outraging  that  Maker  in  his  own  perverted 
soul ! " 

The  boy's  voice  rang  out  solemn  and  clear, — and  the  heavy 
fog  drifting  densely  through  the  street,  seemed  to  the  Cardinal's 
keenly  awakened  and  perturbed  senses  as  though  it  brightened 
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into  a  golden  vapour  round  that  childish  figure,  and  illumined 
it  with  a  radiation  of  concealed  light.  But  having  thus  spoken, 
Manuel  turned  and  went  on  once  more, — and  faithfully,  in 
a  mental  ravishment  which  to  himself  was  inexplicable,  the 
venerable  Felix  followed.  And  presently  they  came  to  the 
plain  and  uncomely  wooden  edifice  where  Aubrey  Leigh  and 
his  bride  had  plighted  their  vows  that  morning.  The  door  was 
open — Aubrey  would  always  have  it  so,  lest  any  poor  suffering 
creature  might  need  a  moment's  rest,  and  resting  thankfully, 
might  see  the  Cross  and  perchance  find  help  in  prayer. 

"Do  you  remember,"  said  Manuel  then,  "when  you  found 
me  outside  the  great  Cathedral,  how  the  doors  were  barred 
against  me  ?     This  door  is  always  open  1 " 

He  entered  the  building,  and  the  Cardinal  followed, 
wondering  and  deeply  agitated.  It  should  have  been  dark 
within,  but  instead  of  darkness,  a  soft  light  pervaded  it  from 
end  to  end, — a  warm  and  delicate  radiance,  coloured  with  a  rose 
glory  as  of  sunset — and  Bonpr^  seeing  this  stopped,  seized  with 
a  sudden  fear.  He  looked  about  him — on  either  side  the  huge 
unadorned  barn-like  place  was  empty, — he  and  Manuel  stood 
alone  together  as  it  were  in  the  cold  vast  void.  Before  teem 
towered  the  Cross  on  its  raised  platform, — and  below  that  Cross 
was  the  sloping  footway  leading  to  it,  where  lay  many  of  the 
buds  and  leaves  and  blossoms  of  Sylvie's  bridal  flowers  given 
to  her  by  the  poor ;  and  yet — in  this  empty  desolate  shed  there 
was  a  sense  of  warmth  and  consolation,  and  the  light  that 
illumined  it  was  as  the  light  of  Heaven  !  Trembling  in  every 
limb,  the  Cardinal  turned  to  his  companion — words  were  on 
his  lips,  but  they  faltered  and  refused  to  be  spoken  aloud. 
And  Manuel  gently  touching  him  said — 

"  Follow  me  ! " 

Straight  up  through  the  centre  of  this  place,  hallowed  by 
the  prayers  of  the  poor  and  the  broken-tsarted,  the  light 
child-figure  moved,  the  old  man  following,— till  at  the  footway 
leading  to  the  Cross  he  paused. 

"  Here  will  we  pray  together  !  "  he  said, — and  as  he  spoke  a 
smile  lighted  his  eyes  and  rested  on  his  lips — a  smile  which 
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gave  his  fair  face  the  aspect  of  a  rapt  Angel  of  wisdom  and 
beauty.  "  Here  will  we  ask  the  Father  which  is  in  Heaven — 
the  Father  of  all  worlds — whether  we  shall  part  now,  one  from 
the  other,  or  still  remain — together  ! " 

As  he  spoke,  a  rush  of  music  filled  the  air, — and  the 
Cardinal  sank  feebly  on  his  knees,  overcome  by  a  great  wave 
of  awe  and  terror  which  engulfed  his  soul — for  it  was  the 
same  divine,  far-reaching,  penetrative  music  which  had  once 
before  enthralled  his  ears  in  the  Cathedral  at  Rouen  !  Kneel- 
ing he  clasped  his  worn  hands,  and  in  all  the  dizziness  and 
confusion  of  his  brain,  raised  his  eyes  for  help  to  the  great 
Cross,  bare  of  all  beauty,  save  for  the  flowers  of  Sylvie's 
strange  bridal  that  lay  at  its  foot.  And  as  he  looked  he  saw 
a  marvellous  Vision  1 — a  Dream  of  Angels,  standing  on  either 
side  of  that  symbol  of  salvation  ! — of  Angels  tall  and  white  and 
beautiful,  whose  towering  pinions  glowed  with  the  radiant  light 
of  a  thousand  mornings  !  Amazed  and  awe-stricken  at  this 
great  sight,  he  uttered  a  faint  cry  and  turned  to  his  child 
companion. 

"  Manuel ! " 

"  I  am  here,"  answered  the  clear  young  voice.  "  Be  not 
afraid ! " 

And  now  the  music  of  the  unseen  choir  of  sound  seemed 
to  grow  deeper  and  fuller  and  grander, — and  Felix  Bonpr^, 
caught  u]),  as  it  were,  out  of  all  earthly  surroundings,  and 
only  made  conscious  of  the  growing  ascendency  of  Spirit 
over  Matter,  saw  the  bare  building  around  him  beginning  to 
wondrously  change  its  aspect !  Slowly, — as  though  a  wind 
should  bend  straight  trees  into  an  arching  round,  the  plain 
walls  took  on  themselves  the  form  of  perfect  architectural 
beauty,  —  like  swaying  stems  of  flowers  or  intertwisted 
branches,  the  lines  formed  symmetrically,  and  through  the 
shadowy  sculptured  semblance  came  the  gleam  of  "a  light 
that  never  was  on  sea  or  land,"  —  the  dazzling  light  of 
thousands  of  shining  wings  ! — of  thousands  of  lustrous  watchful 
eyes  ! — of  thousands  of  dazzling  faces,  that  shone  like  stars  or 
were    fair  as   flowers !      The    Vision   grew    more    and    more 
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beautiful — more  and  more  full  of  light — and  through  veils  of 

golden  vapour,   great    branching  lilies  seemed    to   grow  and 

blossom    out,    filling    the    air   with    perfume ;    and    in   their 

flowering    beauty    perfected     the     airy    semblance     of    this 

wondrous    Place   of  Prayer   built    by   spiritual   hands  —  and 

like  a  far-off  echo   of  sweetness  falling  from  unseen  heights 

there   came   a  musical   whisper    of  the   chorus   sung   by  the 

poor — 

"  All  God's  angels  will  say,   'Well  done  ! 
WTienever  thy  mortal  race  is  run. 

White  and  for<^iven, 

Thou'lt  enter  heaven, 
^nd  pass,  unchallenged,  the  Golden  Gate, 
Where  welcoming  spirits  watch  and  wait 
To  hail  thy  coming  with  sweet  accord 
To  the  Holy  City  of  God  the  Lord  !" 

A  convulsive  trembling  seized  the  Cardinal's  mortal  frame, 
— but  the  soul  within  him  was  strong  and  invincible.  With 
hands  outstretched  he  turned  to  Manuel, — and  lo  ! — the  boy 
was  moving  away  from  him — moving  slowly,  but  resolutely  up 
towards  the  Cross !  Breathless,  speechless,  the  aged  Felix 
watched  him  with  straining  uplifted  eyes, — and  as  he  watched, 
saw  his  garments  grow  white  and  glistening,  and  a  great  light 
began  to  shine  about  him — till  reaching  the  foot  of  the  Cross 
He  turned, — and  then — He  was  no  more  a  child !  All  the 
glory  of  the  "Vision  Beautiful"  shone  full  upon  the  dying 
body  and  escaping  soul  of  Christ's  faithful  servant ! — the  Divine 
Head  crowned  with  thorns — the  Divine  arms  stretched  out 
against  the  beams  of  the  great  Cross — the  Divine  look  of  love 
and  welcome  ! — and  with  a  loud  cry  of  ecstasy  Felix  Bonpre 
extended  his  trembling  hands. 

"  Master  !  Master ! "  he  murmured.  "  Did  not  my  heart 
burn  within  me  when  Thou  didst  talk  with  me  by  the 
way ! " 

Yearning  towards  that  INIystic  Glory  he  clasped  his  hands, 
and  in  the  splendour  of  the  dream,  and  through  the  pulsations 
of  the  solemn  music  he  heard  a  Voice — the  Voice  of  his  child 
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companion  Manuel,  but  a  Voice  grown  full  of  Divine  authority 
while  yet  possessing  all  human  tenderness. 

"  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant !  Because  thou 
hast  been  faithful  over  a  few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler 
over  many  things  !     Enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord  !  " 

And  at  that  Voice — and  in  the  inexplicable  beauty  of  that 
Look  of  Love,  Felix  Bonpr^,  "Prince  of  the  Roman  Church," 
whose  faithfulness  Rome  called  in  question,  gave  up  his  mortal 
life, — and  with  a  trembling  sigh  of  death  and  delight  inter- 
mingled, fell  face  forward  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  where  the 
radiance  of  his  Master's  presence  shone  like  the  Sun  in 
Heaven  !  And  as  he  passed  from  death  to  life,  the  Vision 
faded — the  light  grew  dim, — the  arches  of  the  heavenly  temple 
not  made  with  hands  melted  away  and  rolled  up  like  clouds  of 
the  night  dispersing  into  space — the  last  dazzling  Angel  face, 

the  last   branch  of  Heavenly  flowers — vanished and   the 

music  of  the  spheres  died  into  silence !  And  when  the 
morning  sun  shone  through  the  narrow  windows  of  that  Place 
of  Prayer  dedicated  only  to  the  Poor,  its  wintry  beams  encircled 
the  peaceful  form  of  the  dead  Cardinal  with  a  pale  halo  of 
gold, — and  when  they  came  and  found  him  there,  and  turned 
his  face  to  the  light — it  was  as  the  face  of  a  glorified  saint, 
whom  God  had  greatly  loved  ! 

*  -■:  'h  -.r  *  *  * 


And  of  the  "Cardinal's  foundling" — what  of  Him?  Many 
wondered  and  sought  to  trace  Him,  but  no  one  ever  heard 
where  He  had  gone.  Now, — when  the  Cardinal  himself  has 
been  laid  to  rest  in  the  shadow  of  his  own  Cathedral  spires — 
and  the  roses  which  he  loved  so  well  are  growing  into  a  crimson 
and  white  canopy  over  his  quiet  grave,  there  are  those  who 
wonder  who  that  lonely  Child-Wanderer  was,  and  whether  He 
ever  will  return  ?  Some  say  He  has  never  disappeared, — but 
that  in  some  form  or  manifestation  of  wisdom,  He  is  evtr 
with   us,  watching   to   see   whether  His  work  is  well  or  ill 
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done,— whether  His  flocks  are  fed,  or  led  astray  to  be  devoured 
by  wolves — whether  His  straight  and  simple  commands  are  ful- 
filled or  disobeyed.  And  the  days  grow  dark  and  threatening 
— and  life  is  more  and  more  beset  with  difficulty  and  disaster — 
and  the  world  is  moving  more  and  more  swiftly  on  to  its 
predestined  end  —  and  the  Churches  are  as  stagnant  pools, 
from  whence  Death  is  far  more  often  born  than  Life. 

And  may  we  not  ask  ourselves  often  in  these  days  the 
question, — 

"When  the  Son  of  Man  cometh,  think  ye  He  shall  find 
faith  on  earth?" 


THE    END 


APPENDIX 

RELICS  OF  PAGANISM  IN  CHRISTIANITY 
AS  APPROVED  BY  ENGLISH  BISHOPS 

THE  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  on  being  questioned 
as  to  certain  Roman  observances  carried  on  at  St.  Bar- 
tholomew's, Dover,  admitted,  "There  may  be  irregularities," 
but  added  "they  do  not  appear  to  be  of  any  importance." 
One  of  these  "unimportant  irregularities  "  was  the  introduction 
of  the  Confessional. 

The  Archbishop  of  York_  considers  the  use  of  incense, 
which  is  a  relic  of  paganism,  "a  most  beautiful  and  signifi- 
cant symbol  of  Divine  Service" — and  though  the  services 
at  Christ  Church,  Doncaster,  are  known  to  be  but  a  very 
slightly  modified  form  of  the  Romish  ritual.  His  Grace  has 
not  seen  fit  to  interfere.  The  parish  church  of  Hensall-cum- 
Heck,  in  the  Archbishop's  diocese,  is  entirely  Roman  Catholic, 
and  the  Vicar,  Mr.  E.  H.  Bryan,  might  from  his  practices, 
be  a  priest  of  Rome  endeavouring  by  secret  methods  to 
"convert"  his  parish  to  the  Holy  See. 

The  Bishop  ok  London  sanctions  the  use  of  incense 
and  permits  Children's  Masses  and  hymns  to  the  Virgin. 

The  Bishop  of  Bristot,  writes  to  the  Vicar  of  All  Saints, 
Clifton — "  Invite  your  parishioners  most  cordially  to  come 
to  confession ;  it  will  be  such  a  help  to  them.  Only  re- 
member you  must  not  compel  them  to  come,  but  invite 
them." 
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The  Bishop  of  Chester  advises  the  Rev.  W.  C.  Reid, 
Vicar  of  Coppenhall,  to  use  incense  preceding  the  service 
of  Holy  Communion. 

The  Bishop  of  Chichester  ignores  the  fact  that  at 
St.  Bartholomew's,  Brighton,  seven  hundred  confessions  were 
heard  before  Christmas  1898,  and  that  ten  thousand  were 
heard  in  that  parish  last  year. 

The  Bishop  of  Lincoln  preached  at  "  High  Mass "  at 
St.  Mary  Magdalene,  Paddington,  on  Jan.  7,  1S99.  The 
only  difference  in  the  service  on  this  occasion  from  that  of 
the  Roman  Church  was  the  use  of  the  English  language 
instead  of  Latin. 

The  Bishop  of  Oxford,  on  being  appealed  to  by 
parishioners  on  Jan.  11,  1900,  attending  at  the  Church 
of  St.  John,  Cowley,  Oxford,  and  asked  to  suppress  the 
Romish  practices  carried  on  there,  which  were  totally  out 
of  keeping  with  the  simplicity  of  true  Christian  worship, 
gave  them  no  redress. 

The  Bishop  of  St.  Albans,  charged  in  the  House  of 
Lords  with  favouring  practices  not  lawful  in  the  Church  of 
England,  declined  to  answer.  On  this  point  the  Daily 
Telegraph  wrote — "  Does  the  Bishop  of  St.  Albans  under- 
stand that  he  is  responsible  to  the  State  as  well  as  to  his 
own  conscience?  Has  he  any  inkling  of  the  notorious  fact 
that  the  proper  administration  of  a  diocese  is  not  a  private 
or  a  personal  matter,  but  an  onerous  public  task,  for  which 
he  is  rightly  held  accountable  ?  " 
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Messrs.     Methuen's 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 


Travel,  Adventure  and  Topography 

THE  INDIAN  BORDERLAND  :  Being  a  Personal  Record 
of  Twenty  Years.  By  Sir  T.  H.  HOLDICH,  K.C.I.E.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Zvo.  \^s.  net. 
This  book  is  a  personal  record  of  the  author's  connection  with  those  military  and 
political  expeditions  which,  during  the  last  twenty  years,  have  led  to  the  con- 
solidation of  our  present  position  in  the  North-West  frontier  of  India.  It  is 
chiefly  a  personal  history  of  trans-frontier  surveys  and  boundary  demarcations, 
commencing  with  Penjdeh  and  ending  with  the  Pamirs,  Chitral,  and  Tirah  ;  but 
it  also  contains  an  account  of  some  of  the  minor  frontier  expeditions  which  have 
taken  us,  as  pioneers,  into  hitherto  unmapped  districts,  and  have  given  us  an 
accurate  topographical  and  ethnographical  knowledge  of  the  trans-Indus  frontier 
from  Karachi  to  Kafirstan. 

MODERN  ABYSSYNIA.    By  A.  B.  Wylde.    With  a  Map  and 
a  Portrait.     Demy  Svo.     i$s.  net. 
An  important,  comprehensive,  and  interesting  account  of  Abyssinia  by  a  traveller 
who  knows  the  country  intimately,  and  has  had  the  privilege  of  the  friendship  of 
King  Menelik. 

THROUGH  ASIA.  By  SVEN  Hedin.  With  300  Illustrations 
from  Photographs  and  Sketches  by  the  Author,  and  3  Maps.  Second 
and  cheaper  Edition  in  16  Fortnightly  Parts  at  is.  each  net ;  or  in 
two  volumes.  Royal  Svo.  20s.  net. 
An  extract  from  a  review  of  this  great  book,  which  T/ie  Times  has  called  '  one  of  the 
best  books  of  the  century,'  will  be  found  on  p.  i8.  The  present  form  of  issue  places 
it  within  the  reach  of  buyers  of  moderate  means. 

Revised  by  Co7nj)ianding  Officers. 
THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  BOER  WAR.    By  F.  H.  E.  CUN- 

LIFFE,  Fellow  of  All  Souls'  College,  Oxford.  With  many  Illustrations, 
Plans,  and  Portraits.  Vol.  I.  Quarto.  145.  Also  in  Fortnightly 
Parts.     \s.  each. 

The  first  volume  of  this  important  work  is  nearly  ready.  When  complete,  this  book 
will  give  an  elaborate  and  connected  account  of  the  military  operations  in  South 
Africa  from  the  declaration  to  the  end  of  the  present  war. 

Such  a  work,  relating  in  a  lively,  accurate,  and  intelligible  manner  the  events  of  a 
war  which  is  stirring  the  British  people  as  no  events  have  stirred  them  since  the 
Indian  Mutiny,  is  certain  to  meet  a  cordial  reception.  It  must  remain  for  some 
years  the  standard  History  of  the  War.  Messrs.  Methuen  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  secure  the  co-operation  of  many  commanding  officers  in  the  revision 
of  the  various  chapters. 

The  History  is  finely  illustrated. 

A  PRISONER  OF  WAR.  By  COLONEL  A.  ScHiEL.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 
This  remarkable  book  contains  the  experiences  of  a  well-known  foreign  officer  of 
the  Boer  Army — from  1896  to  1900 — both  as  a  Boer  officer  and  as  a  prisoner  in  British 
hands.  Colonel  Schiel,  who  was  captured  at  Elandslaagte,  was  a  confidential 
military  adviser  of  the  Transvaal  Government,  and  his  story  is  likely  to  cause  some 
sensation. 
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THE  SIEGE  OF  MAFEKING.  By  ANGUS  Hamilton.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
This  is  a  vivid,  accurate,  and  humorous  narrative  of  the  great  siege  by  the  well- 
known  Correspondent  of  the  Times.  Mr.  Hamilton  is  not  only  an  admirable 
writer,  but  an  excellent  fighter,  and  he  took  an  active  part  in  the  defenceofthe  town. 
His  narrative  of  the  siege  is  acknowledged  to  be  far  superior  to  any  other  account. 


Poetry 


WRIT' IN  BARRACKS.   By  Edgar  Wallace.   Cr.Svo.   ss.ed. 

Mr.  Edgar  Wallace,  .t  member  of  the  Royal  Army  Medical  Corps,  is  a  follower  of 
Mr._  Kipling,  and  his  ballads  of  soldier  life  and  sufferings  are  well-known  in  South 
Africa.  They  are  spirited,  pathetic,  and  true,  and  at  the  present  time  they  should 
enjoy  a  considerable  popularity. 

History  and  Biography 

THE  LETTERS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS.  Edited  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  Sidney  Colvin.  Fourth  Edition.  Two  volumes.  Croivn 
8vo.  12S. 
This  is  a  completely  new  edition  of  the  famous  Letters  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson, 
published  in  i8gg. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  By  his  son  J.  G. 
MiLLAis.  With  over  300  Illustrations,  of  which  9  are  in  Photo- 
gravure. Cheaper  Edition,  Revised.  Two  volumes.  Royal  %vo. 
20s.  net. 

THE  WALKERS  OF  SOUTHGATE  :  Being  the  Chronicles  of 
a  Cricketing  Family.  By  W.  A.  Bettesworth.  Illustrated.  Deniy 
Svo.     I  $s. 

A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to 
THE  Present  Day.    Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L., 
LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at  University  College.     Fully  Illus- 
trated.    In  Six  Volumes.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 
Vol.  VI.  Egypt  under  the  Saracens.     By  Stanley  Lane- 
Poole. 

Illustrated  and   Gift   Books 

THE  LIVELY  CITY  OF  LIGG.  By  Gellett  Burgess.  With 
53  Illustrations,  8  of  which  are  coloured.     Small  i^to.     6s. 

GOOP  BABIES.  By  Gellett  Burgess.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Small  a,to.     6s. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  By  Charles  Lamr  With  ^o 
Illustrations  by  A.  Garth  Jones,  and  an  Introduction  by  E.  V. 
Lucas.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 
This  is  probably  the  most  beautiful  edition  of  Lamb's  Essays  that  has  ever  been 
published.  The  illustrations  display  the  most  remarkable  sympathy,  insight,  and 
skill,  and  the  introduction  is  by  a  critic  whose  knowledge  of  Lamb  is  unrivalled. 


4        Messrs.  Methuen's  Announcements 
the  early  poems  of  alfred  lord  tennyson. 

Edited,  with  Notes  and  an  Introduction  by  J.  Churton  Collins, 
M.  A.     With  lo  Illustrations  in  Photogravure  by  W.  E.  F.  Britten. 
Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 
This  beautiful  edition  contains  ten  charming  sketches  by  Mr.  Britten,  reproduced  in 
the  highest  style  of  Photogravure. 

NURSERY    RHYMES.      With    many   Coloured    Pictures  by 
F.D.Bedford.     Super  Royal  %vo.     2s.  6d. 
'An  excellent  selection  of  the  best  known  rhymes,  with  beautifully  coloured  pictures 
exquisitely  printed.' — Pail  Jilall  Gazette. 


Theology 


THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  RELIGION  IN  ENGLAND.     By 

Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D.     Dewy  8w.     los,  dd. 

^Handbooks  of  Theology. 
A  complete  history  and  description  of  the  various  philosophies  of  religion  which  have 
been  formulated  during  the  last  few  centuries  in  England  and  America. 

ST.  PAUL'S  SECOND  AND  THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THE 
CORINTHIANS.  With  Introduction,  Dissertations,  and  Notes  by 
James  Houghton  Kennedy,  D.D.,  Assistant  Lecturer  in  Divinity 
in  the  University  of  Dublin.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.  By  F.  S.  Granger,  M.A., 
Litt.D.  Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Professor  Granger  abandons  the  conventional  method  of  psychology  by  which  the 
individual  is  taken  alone,  and  instead, he  regards  him  as  sharing  in  and  contribut- 
ing to  the  catholic  tradition.  Hence  the  book  deals  not  only  with  the  average 
religious  life,  but  also  with  the  less  familiar  experiences  of  the  mystic,  the  vision- 
ary, and  the  symbolist.  These  experiences  furnish  a  clue  to  poetic  creation  in  its 
various  kinds,  and  further,  to  the  miracles  which  occur  during  times  of  religious 
enthusiasm. 

REVELATIONS  OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  By  the  Lady  Julian 
of  Norwich.  Edited  by  G.  H.  Warrack.  Crozvtt  Svo.  6s. 
A  partially  modernised  version,  from  the  MS.  in  the  British  Museum  of  a  book  which 
Dr.  Dalgaims  terms  'Oneof  the  most  remarkable  books  of  the  Middle  Ages.'  Mr. 
Inge  in  his  Hampton  Lectures  on  Christian  Mysticism  calls  it  'The  beautiful  but 
little  known  Revelations.' 

Zhc  Xibracg  of  2)evotton 

Poll  Svo.     Cloth  25. ;    leather  2s.  6d.  net, 
NEIV  VOLUMES. 

A  GUIDE  TO  ETERNITY.     By  Cardinal  Bona.     Edited 

with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  J.  W.  Stanbridge,  B.  D.,  late 

Fellow  of  St.  John's  College,  O.xford. 
THE  PSALMS  OF  DAVID.     With  an  Introduction  and  Notes 

by  B.  W.  Randolph,  D.D.,  Principal  of  the  Theological  College, 

Ely. 
A  devotional  and  practical  edition  of  the  Prayer  Book  version  of  the  Psalms. 

LYRA  APOSTOLICA.  With  an  Introduction  by  Canon  ScOTT 
Holland,  and  Notes  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 
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Belles   Lettres 

XLbc  Xittlc  Oui&es 

Foii  Svo.     Cloth,  3J.  ;  leather,  3J.  dJ.  net. 
NEW  VOLUMES. 

WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.  By  G.  E.  Troutbeck.  Illustrated 
by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SUSSEX.     By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

Xittlc  JBlograpbics 

Fcap.  %vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  2s,  6d.;  leather,  35.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  will  publish  shortly  the  first  two  volumes  of  a  new 
series  bearing  the  above  title.  Each  book  will  contain  the  biography  of  a 
character  famous  in  war,  art,  literature  or  science,  and  will  be  written  by 
an  acknowledged  expert.  The  hooks  will  be  charmingly  produced  and 
will  be  well  illustrated.     They  will  make  delightful  gift  books. 

THE  LIFE  OF  SAVONAROLA.  By  E.  L.  HORSBURGH,  M.A., 
With  Portraits  and  Illustrations. 

THE  LIFE  OF  DANTE  ALIGHIERI.  By  Paget  Toynbee. 
With  10  Illustrations. 

^be  TKIlorl^s  of  Sbaftcspcarc 

General  Editor,  Edward  Dowden,  Litt.D. 

New  volumes  uniform  with  Professor  Dowden's  Hamlet. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden,  Litt.D. 
Demy  Svo.     ^s.  6d, 

KING  LEAR.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Craig.     Demy  Zvo.     3^.  6ci. 

/lftetbuen'6  StanDarD  Hlbrarg 

MEMOIRS  OF  MY  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS.  By  Edward 
Gibbon.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  G.  Birkbeck 
Hill,  LL.D.     Crown  %vo.     6s, 

THE  LETTERS  OF  LORD  CHESTERFIELD  TO  HIS 
SON.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  C.  SlRACHEYand 
A.  Caltiirop.     Two  volumes.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 
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With  Introductions  by  George  Gissing,  Notes  by  F.  G.  Kitton, 

and  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo.     Each  Volume^  cloth  y.  net,  leather  i,s.  6d.  net. 

The  first  volumes  are  : 

THE   PICKWICK   PAPERS.      With   Illustrations   by   E.    II.    New. 
Two  Volumes.  \Ready 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.      With  Illustrations  by   R.   J.  Williams. 
Two  Volumes. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.      With  Illustrations  by  Beatrice  Ai.cock.      Two 

Volumes. 

OLIVER  TWIST.     With  Illustrations  by  E.   II.  New.     One  Volume. 

^be  Xlttle  Ulbrarg 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Pott  %vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  \s.  6d.  net.  ;  leather  2s.  6d.  net. 

NEW  VOLUMES. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 

Edited  by  J.  C.  Collins,  M.A. 
MAUD.    By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.    Edited  by  Elizabeth 

Wordsworth. 
A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  LYRICS.     With  Notes. 
PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE.    By  Jane  Austen.    Edited  by 

E.  V.  Lucas.     Two  Volumes. 
PENDENNIS.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray.    Edited  by  S.  Gwynn. 

Three  volumes. 
EOTHEN.     By  A.  W.  Kinglake.     With  an    Introduction  and 

Notes. 

LAVENGRO.    By  George  Borrow.    Edited  by  F.  Hindes 
Groome.     2  Volumes, 

CRANFORD.      By  Mrs.  Gaskell.     Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.     Translated  by  H.  F.   Cary. 

Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee. 
JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN.     By  Mrs.  Craik.     Edited 

by  Annie  Matheson.     Two  volumes. 
A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  SCOTTISH  VERSE.    Arranged  and 

Edited  by  T.  F.  Henderson. 
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General  Literature 

DARTMOOR:  A  Descriptive  and  Historical  Sketch.  By  S. 
Baking  Gould.  With  Plans  and  Numerous  Illustrations.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

This  book  attempts  to  give  to  the  visitor  a  dcscrijitive  history  of  the  antiquities  and 
natural  features  of  this  district.  It  is  profusely  illustrated  from  paintin^js  and  from 
photographs.  Plans  are  also  j^iven  of  the  chief  antiquities.  The  book  is  uniform 
with  the  author's  well-known  Book  of  the  West. 

THE     BRITISH     GARDENER     AND     AMATEUR.       By 
W.  Williamson.     Illustrated.     Demy  8vo.     los.  6d. 
A  complete  handbook  of  horticulture  by  a  well-known  expert. 

THE   RUBAIYAT   OF   OMAR   KHAYYAM.     Translated  by 

Edward  FitzGerald,  with  a  Commentary  by  II.  M.  BATSON,and 
a  Biography  of  Omar  by  E.  D.  Ross,  M.A.     6^. 

This  edition  of  the  famous  book,  the  text  of  which  is  printed  by  permission  of  Messrs. 
Macmillan,  is  the  most  complete  in  existence.  It  contains  FitzGerald's  last  text, 
and  a  very  full  commentary  on  each  stanza.  Professor  Ross,  who  is  an  admirable 
Persian  scholar,  contributes  a  biography,  containing  many  new,  valuable,  and 
interesting  facts. 

Scientific  and  Educational 

THE  CAPTIVI  OF  PLAUTUS.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
Textual  Notes,  and  a  Commentary,  by  W.  M.  LiNDSAY,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.     Demy  Svo.     los.  6d.  net. 
For  this  edition  all  the  important  MSS.  have  been  re-collated.      An  appendix  deals 
with  the  accentual  clement  in  early  Latin  verse.     The  Commentary  is  very  full. 

THE  CONSTRUCTION  OF  LARGE  INDUCTION  COILS. 
By  A.  T.  IIare,  M.A.     With  numerous  Diagrams.     Dcmy%vo.    6s. 

LACE-MAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS,  PAST  AND 
TRESENT.  By  C.  C.  Channer  and  M.  E.  Roberts.  With  i6 
full-page  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

AGRICULTURAL  ZOOLOGY,  By  Dr.  J.  Ritzema  Bos. 
Translated  by  J.  R.  Ainsworth  Davis,  M.A.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  Eleanor  A.  Ormerod,  F.E.S.  With  155  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,     y.  6d, 

A  SOUTH  AFRICAN  ARITHMETIC.     By   Henry   Hill, 
B.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Worcester  School,  Cape  Colony.     Crown 
Svo.     3J-.  6d. 
This  book  has  been  specially  written  for  use  in  South  African  schools. 

A  GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  READER.  By  S.  Bally,  M.A. 
Crown  Svo,     2s.  {Methuen's  Commercial  Series, 


8         Messrs.  Methuen's  Announcements 


Fiction 

THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN.  By  Marie  Corelli.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

QUISANTE.    By  Anthony  Hope.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

A  MASTER  OF  CRAFT.  By  W.  W.  Jacobs,  Author  of 
'  Many  Cargoes.'     Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  By  Lucas  Malet,  Author 
'  The  Wages  of  Sin. '     Crown  ^vo.     6s. 

CUNNING  MURRELL.  By  Arthur  Morrison,  Author  of 
'  A  Child  of  the  Jago,'  etc.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

FOR  BRITAIN'S  SOLDIERS  :  Stories  for  the  War  Fund.  By 
Rudyard  Kipling  and  Others.  Edited  by  C.  J.  Cutcliffe 
Hyne.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

A  volume  of  stories,  the  proceeds  of  which  will  be  given  to  the  War  Fund. 
Among  the  contributors  are  : — Rudyard  Kipling,  Sir  \V.  Besant,  S.  R.  Crockett, 
A.  E.  W.  Mason,  Max  Pemberton,  H.  G.  Wells,  C.  J.  C.  Hyne,  Mrs.  Croker. 

THE  FOOTSTEPS  OF  A  THRONE.    By  Max  Pemberton. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  By  Eden  Phillpotts,  Author 
of  '  The  Children  of  the  Mist.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  SOFT  SIDE.  By  Henry  James,  Author  of 'What  Maisie 
Knew.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

TONGUES  OF  CONSCIENCE.  By  R.  S.  HiCHENS,  Author 
of  '  Flames.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  LONDON.  By  Dorothea  Gerard, 
Author  of  '  Lady  Baby. '     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

WOUNDS  IN  THE  RAIN  :  War  Stories.  By  Stephen  Crane, 
Author  of  '  The  Red  Badge  of  Courage, '     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

WINIFRED.  By  S.  Baring  Gould,  Author  of  'Mehalah.' 
With  8  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  STRONG  ARM.  By  Robert  Barr,  Author  of  'The 
Countess  Tekla.'     Illustrated.      Crown  8vo,     6s, 

THE  SEEN  AND  THE   UNSEEN.     By  Richard  Marsh. 

Author  of  '  The  Beetle.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
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SERVANTS  OF  SIN.     By  J.  Bloundelle  Burton,  Author 
'The  Clash  of  Arms. '     Crown  ^vo.     6s. 

A  NEW  NOVEL.    By  Stephen  Crane,  Author  of 'The  Red 
Badge  of  Courage. '     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

PATH  AND  GOAL.    By  Ada  Cambridge.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

ELMSLIE'S  DRAG  NET.     By  E.  H.  Strain.    Crown  Zvo.   6s. 

A  FOREST  OFFICER.     By  Mrs.  Penny.     CrownSvo.     3s.  6d. 

A  story  of  jungle  life  in  India. 

FITZJAMES.    By  Lilian  Street.    CrownSvo.    3s. 6d. 

TLbc  IRovelist 

A  monthly  scries  of  novels  by  popular  authors  at  Sixpence.  Each 
Number  is  as  long  as  the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel.  Numbers  L  to 
XIL  are  now  ready  : — 

XIIL  THE  POMP  OF  THE  LAVILETTES.    Gilbert  Parkkr. 

[My 

XIV.  A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Anthony  Hopk. 

[AMgusL 
XV.  THE  CARISSIMA.  Lucas  Malet. 

[Se/ifetnder. 
XVL  THE  LADY'S  WALK.  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

[Oaoder. 
XVn.  DERRICK  VAUGHAN.  Edna  Lyall. 

[November. 

/IDetbuen'5  Sij:peuni^  %ibmv^ 

A  New  Series  of  Copyright  Books. 

I.  THE  MATABELE  CAMPAIGN.    Maj. -General  Baden  Powell. 

XL  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH.  Do. 

HI.  MY  DANISH  SWEETHEART.       W.  Clark  Russell. 

[July. 
IV.  IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.     S.  Baring  Gould. 

[August. 
V.  PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS.         B.  M.  Croker. 

[August. 
VL  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.     Robert  Barr. 

[September. 
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Poetry 


Rudyard Kipling.  BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS.  By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
68/A  Thousand.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
Leather,  bs.  net. 

'Mr.  Kipling's  verse  is  strong,  vivid,  full 
of  character.  .  .  .  Unmistakeable  genius 
rings  in  every  line.' — Tijiies. 

'  The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they 
palpitate  with  emotion.  We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears  ;  the  metres  throb  , 
in  our  pulses,  the  cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not 
poetry,  what  is  ?  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Rudyard  Kipling.  THE  SEVEN 
SEAS.  By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
57/A  Thousa7id.  Cr.  Zvo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     6i.     Leather,  6j.  7iet. 

'  The  Empire  has  found  a  singer  ;  it  is  no 
depreciation  of  the  songs  to  say  that 
statesmen  may  have,  one  way  or  other, 
to  take  account  of  them.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 

'Animated  through  and  through  with  in- 
dubitable genius.'— Z?azV>  Telegraph. 

"Q."    POEMS  AND  BALLADS.     By 

"Q."     Crown  Zvo.     ■^s.  6d. 


"Q."  GREEN  BAYS:  Verses  and 
Parodies.  By"Q."  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

E.  Mackay.  A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA. 
By  Eric  Mackay.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.     5J. 


H.   Ibsen.     BRAND. 
Henrik     Ibsen. 
William  Wilson. 
Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 


A  Drama  by 
Translated  by 
Third  Edition, 


A.  D.  Godley.    LYRA  FRIVOLA.    By 

A.    D.    Godley,   M.A.,    Fellow    of 

Magdalen  College,    Oxford.     Third 

Edition.     Pott  8vo.    2S.  6d. 

'  Combines  a  pretty  wit  with  remarkably 

neat  versification.  .  .  .  Every  one  will 

wish  there  was  more  of  it.' — Times. 

A.  D.  Godley.  VERSES  TO  ORDER. 
By  A.  D.  Godley.  Crown  8vo. 
2s.  6d.  net. 

'  A   capital   specimen    of    light   academic 
poetry.' — St.  Jatnes's  Gazette. 

J.  G.  Cordery.  THE  ODYSSEY  OF 
HOMER.  A  Translation  by  J.  G. 
Cordery.     Crown  8vo.    7J.  dd. 
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Belles  Lettres,  Anthologies,  etc. 


R.  L.  Stevenson.      VAILIMA    LET-  i 
TERb.    By  RoiiEKT  Louis  Steven- 
son.    With  an   Etched   Portrait   by 
William  Strang.    Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     Biickrayn.     6s. 

'  A  fascinating  book.'  —.Standard. 

'Unique  in  Literature.'— Z?a//y  Chronicle. 

G.Wyndham.  THEPOEMSOFWIL- 
LLA.M    SHAKESPEARE.       Edited 
with   an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
George  Wyndham,   M.P.      Demy 
Sw.     Buckram,  gilt  top.     \os.  bd. 
This  edition  contains  the  '  Venus,' '  Lucrece, 
and   Sonnets,  and   is  prefaced   with  an 
elaborate  introduction  of  over  140  pp. 
'We  have  no  hesitation  in  describing  Mr. 
George   Wyndham's    introduction  #s   a 
masterly  piece  of  criticism,  and  .ill  who 
love  our  Elizabethan  literature  will  find  a 
very  garden  of  delight  in  \u'— Spectator. 

W.  E.  Henley.     ENGLISH  LYRICS. 

Selected    and     Edited    by    W.     E. 

Henley.      Crown    %vo.      Gilt   top. 

35.  6</. 

'  It  is  a  body  of  choice  and  lovely  poetry.'— 

Birmingham  Gazette. 

Henley  and  Whibley.  A  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  PROSE.  Collected  by 
W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles 
Whibley.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     6j. 

H.  C.  Beeching.     LYRA  SACRA  :  An 

Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse.     Edited 

by  H.  C.   Beeching,  M.A.     Crown 

Zvo.     Buckram.     6^. 

'A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a 

lofty  standard  of  excellence." — Times. 

"Q."  THE  GOLDEN  POMP.  A  Pro- 
cession of  English  Lyrics.  Arranged 
by  A.  T.  QuiLLER  CouCH.  Crown 
8z/(7.     Buckram..     6s. 

W.  B.  Yeats.    AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 

IRISH  VERSE.     Edited  by  W.  B. 

Yeats.       Revised     and     Enlarged 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     35.  6d. 

'An  attractive  and    catholic    selection.'— 

Times. 

G.  W.  Steevens.  MONOLOGUES  OF 
THE  DEAD.  By  G.  W.  Steevens. 
Fjolscdp  Zvo,  3^.  6d. 


W.    M.    Dixon.       A     PRIMER     OF 
TENNYSON.      By  W.  M.   DiXON, 
M.A.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  6d. 
'Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism. 
The  bibliography  is  a  hoon.'— .Speaker. 

W.    A.    Craiffie.     A    PRIMER    OF 
BURNS.       By    W.     A.    Craigie. 
Crown  8vo.     2S.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the 
poet.' — Times. 

L.  Magnus.   A  PRIMER  OF  WORDS- 
WORTH.     By  Laurie    Magnus. 
Crown  Z'JO.    2S.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  contribution  to  Wordsworthian 
literature.' — Literature. 

Sterne.  THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS 
OF  TRISTRAM  SHANDY.  By 
Lawrence  Sterne.  With  an  In- 
troduction by  Charles  Whibley, 
and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.     ys. 

Congreve.  THE  COMEDIES  OF 
WILLIAM  CONGREVE.  With  an 
Introduction  by  G.  S.  Street,  and 
a  Portrait.     2  vols.     js. 

Morier.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 
HAJJI  BABA  OF  ISPAHAN.  By 
Tames  Morier.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  E.  G.  Browne,  M.A.  and  a 
Portrait.     2  vols.     7s. 

Walton.  THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE, 
WOTTON,  HOOKER,  HERBERT 
AND  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak 
Walton.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Por- 
trait,    y.  6d. 

Johnson.  THE  LIVES  OF  THE 
ENGLISH  POETS.  By  Samuel 
Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  J.  H.  Millar,  and  a  Por- 
trait.    3  vols.  los.  6d. 

Burns.  THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT 
BURNS.  Edited  by  Andrew  Lang 
and  W.  A.  Craigie.  With  Portrait. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Zvo,  gilt  top. 
6s. 
'Among  editions  in  one  volume,  this  will 
take  the  place  of  authority.' — Times. 
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F.  Langbridge.  BALLADS  OF  THE 
BRAVE;  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enter- 
prise, Courage,  and  Constancy. 
Edited   by    Rev.    F.    Langbridge. 


Second  Edition.     Cr.   8vo.      y.  6d. 
School  Edition.     2S.  6d. 
'The  book  is  full   of   splendid  things.' — 

IVortd. 


Ihctbncn'6  StanOarD  Xibrarv? 

COMMEDIA      DI  1      WOOD.     Edited  by  C.  G.  CRUMP, 


Dante.       LA 

DANTE  ALIGHIERI.    The  Italian 
Text    edited   by   Paget  Toynbee, 
M.A.      Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  A    carefully-revised     text,    printed     with 
beautiful  clearness.' — Clasgovj  Herald. 

Gibbon.      THE      DECLINE     AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.     A  New  Edi- 
tion, Edited  with  Notes,  Appendices, 
and  Maps,  by  J,  B.  Bury,  LL.D., 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,    Dublin. 
hi  Seven  Volumes.    Demy  Zvo.     Gilt 
top.    Zs.  6d.  each.    Also  Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
each. 
'The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  anew 
edition  of  Gibbon's  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro- 
fessor Bury  is  the  right  man  to  under- 
take this  task.     His  learning  is  amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.     The  book 
is  issued   in   a   handy   form,    and  at  a 
moderate    price,   and    it   is    admirably 
printed.' — Times. 
'  At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition 
of  Gibbon.    .   .    .   The  best   edition  the 
nineteenth    century    could    produce. — 
Manchester  Guardian. 
'  .\  great  piece  of  editing.' — Academy. 
'The  greatest  of  English,   perhaps  of  all, 
historians  has  never   been  presented  to 
the   public   in   a   more   convenient  and 
attractive  form.     No  higher  praise  can 
be  bestowed  upon  Professor  Bury  than 
to  say,  as  may  be  said  with  truth,  that 
he  is  worthy  of  being  ranked  with  Guizot 
and  IMilraan.' — Daily  News. 

G.  Crump.     THE   HISTORY  OF 
THE   LIFE   OF  THOMAS   ELL- 


C. 


M.A.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 

This  edition  is  the  only  one  which  contains 
the  complete  book  as  originally  pub- 
lished. It  contains  a  long  Introduction 
and  many  Footnotes. 

' ' '  The  History  of  Thomas  Ell  wood  "  holds  a 
high  place  among  the  masterpieces  of 
autobiography,  and  we  know  few  books 
that  better  deserve  reprinting.  More- 
over, Mr.  C.  G.  Crump's  new  edition  is 
accurate  and  convenient,  and  we  com- 
mend it  ungrudgingly  to  all  those  who 
love  sound  and  vigorous  English.' 
m  —Daily  Mail. 

Tennyson.  THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF 
ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON, 
Edited,  with  Notes  and  an  Introduc- 
tion by  J.  Churton  Collins,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

.\n  elaborate  edition  of  the  celebrated 
volume  which  was  published  in  its 
final  and  definitive  form  in  1853.  This 
edition  contains  a  long  Introduction  and 
copious  Notes,  textual  and  explanatory. 
It  also  contains  in  an  Appendix  all 
the  Poems  which  Tennyson  afterwards 
omitted. 

'Mr.  Collins  is  almost  an  ideal  editor  of 
Tennyson.  His  qualities  as  a  critic  are 
an  exact  and  accurate  scholarship,  and 
a  literary  judgment,  which  has  been 
trained  and  polished  by  the  closest  study 
of  classics  both  ancient  and  modern. 
Mr.  Collins'  introduction  is  a  thoroughly 
sound  and  sane  appreciation  of  the 
merits  and  demerits  of  Tennyson.' — 
Literature. 


Zbc  morf^s  of  Sbakespeare 

General  Editor,  Edward  Dowden,  Litt.  D. 

Messrs.  Methoen  have  in  preparation  an  Edition  of  Shakespeare  in 
single  Plays.  Each  play  will  be  edited  with  a  full  Introduction,  Textual 
Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

The  first  volume  is  : 
HAMLET.        Edited     by     EDWARD 


Dowden.     Demy  8vo. 

'  An    admirable    edition. 


3^.  6d. 

.  .  A    comely 


volume,  admirably  printed  and  produced, 
and   containing  all   that    a  student    of 
"  Hamlet "  need  require." — Speaker. 
'  Fully  up  to  the  level  of  recent  scholarship, 
both  Eniilibh  and  G  eimVin.— Acadefity. 
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XLbe  H-lovelB  of  Cbarlcs  Dickens 

Crown  Svo.     Each  Volutne,  cloth  3^.  iict ;  Icatlie^-  d,s.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  have  in  preparation  an  editionof  those  novels  of  Charles 
Dickens  which  have  now  passed  out  of  copyright.  Mr.  George  Gissing, 
whose  critical  study  of  Dickens  is  both  sympathetic  and  acute,  has  written  an 
Introduction  to  each  of  the  books,  and  a  very  attractive  feature  of  this  edition 
will  be  the  illustrations  of  the  old  hcjuses,  inns,  and  buillings,  which  Dickens 
described,  and  which  have  now  in  many  instances  disappeared  under  the 
touch  of  modern  civilisation.  Another  valuable  feature  will  be  a  series  of 
topographical  and  general  notes  to  each  book  by  Mr.  F.  G.  Kitton.  The  books 
will  be  produced  with  the  greatest  care  as  to  printing,  paper  and  binding. 

The  first  volumes  are  : 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.    With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  Nkw,    Two  Volumes. 
'As  pleasant  a  copy  as  any  one  could  desire.     The  notes  add  much  to  the  value  of  tlie 
edition,  and  Rlr.  New's  illustrations  are  also  historical.     The  volumes  promise  well 
for  the  success  of  the  edition.' — Scotsman. 

Zbc  %itnc  Xlbrarg 

'  The  volumes  are  compact  in  size,  printed  on  thin  hut  good  paper  in  clear  type, 
prettily  and  at  the  same  time  strongly  bound,  and  altogether  good  to  look  upon  and 
handle.' — Outlook. 

Pott  %vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  \s.  bd.  net,  leather  2s.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  intend  to  produce  a  series  of  small  books  under  the 
above  title,  containing  some  of  the  famous  books  in  English  and  other 
literatures,  in  the  domains  of  fiction,  poetry,  and  belles  lettres.  The  series 
will  also  contain  several  volumes  of  selections  in  prose  and  verse. 

The  books  will  be  edited  with  the  most  sympathetic  and  scholarly  care. 
Each  one  will  contain  an  Introduction  which  will  give  ( l )  a  short  biography  of 
the  author,  (2)  a  critical  estimate  of  the  book.  Where  they  are  necessary, 
short  notes  will  be  added  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

Each  book  will  have  a  portrait  or  frontispiece  in  photogravure,  and  the 
volumes  will  be  produced  with  great  care  in  a  style  uniform  with  tliat  of  '  The 
Library  of  Devotion.' 

The  first  volumes  are  : 

VANITY  FAIR.  By  W.  M.  Th.ACK- 
ERAY,  With  an  Introduction  by  S. 
GvvYNN.  Illustrated  by  G.  P. 
JACOMB  Hoou.     Three  Volumes. 

'  Delightful     little     volumes.' — Publishers' 
Circular. 


IN  MEMORIAM.  By  Alfred,  Lord 
Tennyson.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  H.  C.  Beech- 
ING,  M.A. 

'  An  exquisite  little  volume,  which  will  be 
gladly  welcomed." — Gtasgc.v  Herald. 
I 
THE  PRINCESS.     By  Alfred,  Lord  |     'The  introduction,  analysis,  and  notes  by 
Tennyson.     Edited  by  Elizabeth  \        the  Rev.  H.  C.  Beeching  are  all  of  the 


Wordsworth.     Illustrated  by  W. 
E.  F.  Britten. 
'Just  what   a  pocket  edition   should    be. 
iMiss  Wordsworth  contributes  an  accept- 
able introduction,  as  well  as  notes  whicli 
one  is  equally  glad  to  get.'— Guardian. 


sound   literary  quality  that    was  to  be 
e.\pected.' — Guardian. 

'  The   footnotes   are   scholarly,  interesting, 
and  not  super-abundant.' — Standard. 

'  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  a  more  attractive 
edition.' — Si.  James's  Gazette. 
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Zbc  Xittlc  6ulDes 

Foit  8vo,  cloth  3J-.  ;  leather,  y.  6d.  net. 


OXFORD   AND    ITS    COLLEGES. 
By  J.   Wells,   M.A.,    Fellow    and 
Tutor  of  Wadham  College.      Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New.  Third  Edition. 
'An  admirable  and  accurate  little  treatise, 

attractively  illustrated.' — World. 
'Aluminous  and  tasteful  little  volume.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 

CAMBRIDGE      AND      ITS      COL- 
LEGES.   By  A.  Hamilton  Thomp- 
son.    Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
'  It  is  brightly  written  and  learned,  and  is 
just  such  a  book  as  a  cultured  visitor 
needs.' — Scotsman. 


SHAKESPEARE'S  COUNTRY.  By 
B.  C.  Windle,  F.R.S.,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New.  Second  Edition. 

'  Mr.  Windle  is  thoroughly  conversant  with 
his  subject,  and  the  work  is  exceedingly 
well  done.  The  drawings,  by  Mr. 
Edmund  H.  New,  add  much  to  the 
attractiveness  of  the  volume.' — Scots- 
man. 

'  One  of  the  most  charming  guide  books. 
Both  for  the  library  and  as  a  travelling 
companion  the  book  is  equally  choice 
and  serviceable." — Academy. 

'  A  guide  book  of  the  best  kind,  which 
takes  rank  as  literature.' — Guardian. 


Illustrated  and  Gift  Books 


PMl     May.        THE     PHIL     MAY 
ALBUM.     4to.     6s. 
'  There   is  a    laugh    in    each    drawing.' — 
Standard. 

A.   H.  Milne.     ULYSSES  ;    OR,    DE 
ROUGEMONT   OF   TROY.      De- 
scribed and  depicted  byA.H.  Milne. 
Small  quarto,     y.  6d. 
'  Clever,  droll,  smart.' — Guardian. 

Edmund  Selous.    TOMMY  SMITH'S 

ANIMALS.     By  Edmund  Selous. 

Illustrated  by  G.  W.  Ord.  Fcap.  ivo. 

■2S.  6d. 

A   little   book   designed  to  teach  children 

respect  and  reverence  for  animals. 
'A  quaint,  fascinating  little  book:  a  nur- 
sery classic' — AiheniFum. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    THE  CROCK  OF 
GOLD.      Fairy   Stories   told   by  S. 
Baring  Gould.     Crown  Bvo.    6s. 
'  Twelve  delightful  fairy  tales.' — Punch. 

M.  L.  Gwynn.    A  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 

Arranged    and    Edited     by    M.    L. 

GWYNN.     Demy  8vo.     12S.  6d. 

This    is   a    birthday-book    of    exceptional 

dignity,   and    the    extracts    have    been 

chosen  with  particular  care. 

John  Bunyan.  THE  PILGRIM'S 
PROGRESS.  By  John  Bunyan. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  H. 


Firth,  M.A.  With  39  Illustrations 
by  R.  Anning  Bell.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
'The  best  "  Pilgrim's  Progress.'" — 

Educational  Times. 

F.  D.  Bedford.  NURSERY  RHYMES. 
With  many  Coloured  Pictures  by  F. 
D.  Bedford.    Super  Royal  8vo.    55. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF 
FAIRY  TALES  retold  by  S.  Baring 
Gould.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  Initial  Letters  by  Arthur 
J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
Buckram.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH 
FAIRY  TALES.  Collected  and 
edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D. 
Bedford.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
Buckram.  6s. 
'A  charming  volume.' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF 
NURSERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  Edited  by  S.  Baring 
Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the  Bir- 
mingham Art  School.  Buckram,  gilt 
top.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  A  BOOK  OF 
CHRISTMAS  VERSE.  Edited  by 
H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  and  Illus- 
trated by  Walter  Cka.ne.  Cr.  8vo, 
gilt  top.     3^.  6d, 
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Flinders  Petrie,  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT,  FROM  THE  Earliest  Times 
TO  THE  Present  Day.  Edited  by 
W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L., 
LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at 
U  niversity  College.  Fully  Illustrated. 
In  Six  Volumes.     Cr.  8vo.     6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to 
XVlTH  Dynasty.  W.  M.  F. 
Petrie.     Fourth  Edition. 

Vol.     II.     The     XVIIth    and 

XVIIIth  Dynasties.     W.  M. 

F.  Petrie.     Third  Edition. 
Vol.   IV.  The    Egypt    of   the 

Ptolemies.    J.  P.  Mahaffy. 
Vol.  V.    Roman  Egypt.     J.  G. 

Milne. 
'  A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific 
precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr.  | 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  pro-  1 
mote  sound    and    accurate    study,  and 
supply  a  vacant  place   in  the  English 
literature  of  Egyptology.'— riww. 

ninders  Petrie.     RELIGION  AND 
CONSCIENCE      IN      ANCIENT 
EGYPT.       By    W.    M.   Flinders 
Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.     Fully  Illus- 
trated.    Crown  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 
'The  lectures  will  afford  a  fund  of  valuable 
information    for    students    of    ancient 
elhics.'— Manchester  Guardian. 

ninders     Petrie.        SYRIA     AND 

EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL   EL 

AMARNA  TABLETS.     By  W.  M. 

Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 

Crown  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

'  A  marvellous  record.     The  addition  made 

to  our  knowledge  is   nothing   short   of 

amazing.' — Times. 

-flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  TALES. 

Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie. 

Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis.    In 

Two  Volumes.     Cr.  8vo.    3^.  6d.  each. 

'  Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine 

aad  Egypt.' — Daily  News. 


ninders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  DECO- 
RATIVE ART.  By  W.  M.  Flin- 
ders Petrie.  With  120  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

'  In  these  lectures  he  displays  rare  skill  in 
elucidating  the  development  of  decora- 
tive art  in  Egypt.' — Times. 

C.  ■W.  Oman.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
ART  OF  WAR.  Vol.  11.  :  The 
Middle  Ages,  from  the  Fourth  to  the 
Fourteenth  Century.  By  C.  W. 
Oman,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.   Illustrated.    Demy8vo.    21s. 

'  The  whole  art  of  war  in  its  historic  evolu- 
tion has  never  been  treated  on  such  an 
ample  and  comprehensive  scale,  and  we 
question  if  any  recent  contribution  to 
the  e.xact  history  of  the  world  has  pos- 
sessed more  enduring  value.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  THE  C^SARS.  With  nume- 
rous Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gems, 
Cameos,  etc.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.     Royal  8vo.     15^. 

'A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a 
subject  of  undying  interest.  The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author 
has  made  of  the  existing  portraits  of 
the  Caesars  and  the  admirable  critical 
subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with 
this  line  of  research.  It  is  brilliantly 
written,  and  the  illustrations  are  sup- 
plied on  a  scale  of  profuse  magnificence.' 
— Daily  Chronicle. 

F.  W.  Maitland.  CANON  LAW  IN 
ENGLAND.  By  F.  W.  Maitland, 
LL.D.,  Downing  Professor  of  the 
Laws  of  England  in  the  University 
of  Cambridge.     Royal  Zvo.     ys.  6d. 

'  Professor  Maitland  has  put  students  of 
English  law  under  a  fresh  debt.  J'hese 
essays  are  landmarks  in  the  study  of  the 
history  of  Canon  Law.' — Times. 
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H.  de  B.  Gibbins.  INDUSTRY  IN 
ENGLAND  :  HISTORICAL  OUT- 
LINES. By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.  With  5  Maps.  .S'^- 
cond  Edition.     Demy  8vo.     jos.  6d. 

H.  E,  Egerton.  A  HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY. 
By  H.  E.  Egerton,  M.A.  Demy 
Svo.     I2S.  6d. 

'  It  is  a  good  book,  distinguished  by  accu- 
racy in  detail,  clear  arrangement  of  facts, 
and  a  broad  grasp  of  principles.'— 
Manchester  Guardian. 

Albert  Sorel.  THE  EASTERN 
QUESTION  IN  THE  EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  By  Albert 
Sorel.  Translated  by  F.  C.  Bram- 
WELL,  M.A.     Cr.  8w.     35.  6d. 

C.  H.  Grinling.     A    HISTORY   OF 
THE  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAIL- 
WAY,   1845-95.     By  C.    H.    Grin- 
ling.  With  Illustrations.    DemyZvo. 
xos.  6d. 
'  Mr.  Grinling  has  done  for  a  Railway  what 
Macaulay  did  for   English   History.' — 
The  Engineer. 

W.  Sterry.  ANNALS  OF  ETON 
COLLEGE.  By  W.  Sterry,  M.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo.     ys.  6d. 

'  A  treasury  of  quaint  and  interesting  read- 
ing. _  Mr._  .Sterry  has  by  his  skill  and 
vivacity  given  these  records  new  life.' — 
Acade)/iy. 

G.W.Fisber.  ANNALS  OF  SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL.  By  G.  W. 
Fisher,  M.A.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8vo.     10s.  6d. 

'This     careful,      erudite      book.' — Daily 

Chronicle. 
'  A  book  of  which  Old  Salopians  are  sure 

to  be  proud.' — Globe. 

J.  Sargeaunt  ANNALS  OF  WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL.  By  J.  Sar- 
GEAUNT,  M.A.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     js.  6d. 


A.  Clark.  THE  COLLEGES  OF 
OXFORD:  Their  History  and  their 
Traditions.  Edited  by  A.  Clark, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Lincoln  College. 
8vo.     I2S.  6d. 

'  A  work  which  will  be  appealed  to  for 
many  years  as  the  standard  book.' — 
A  tiienaum. 


T.M.Taylor.  A  CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND  POLITICAL  HISTORY  OF 
ROME.  By  T.  M.  Taylor,  M.A., 
Fellow  of  Gonville  and  Caius  College, 
Cambridge.     Crown  8vo.     js.  6d. 

'  We  fully  recognise  the  value  of  this  care- 
fully written  work,  and  admire  especially 
the  fairness  and  sobriety  of  his  judgment 
and  the  human  interest  with  which  he 
has  inspired  a  subject  which  in  some 
hands  becomes  a  mere  series  of  cold 
abstractions.  It  is  a  work  that  will  be 
stimulating  to  the  student  of  Roman 
history.' — Athericeum, 

J.  WeUs.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
ROME.  By  J.  Wells,  M.A.. 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  Coll. , 
Oxford.  Third  Edition.  With  3 
Maps.     Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

This  book  Is  Intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.  It 
contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 

'  An  original  work  WTitten  on  an  original 
plan,  and  with  uncommon  freshness  and 
vigour. ' — Speaker. 

0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HLSTORY 
OF  MEDI^V.^L  IT.\LY,  a.d. 
1250-1530.  By  Oscar  Browning, 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  King's  College, 
Cambridge,  /n  Two  Folumes.  Cr. 
8vo.     55.  each. 

Vol.  I.   1250-1409.— Guelphs  and 

Ghibellines. 

Vol.   II.   1409-1530.— The  .'^ge  of 
the  Condottieri. 

O'Grady.  THE  STORY  OF  IRE- 
LAND. By  Standish  O'Grady, 
Author  of '  Finn  and  his  Companions. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  bd. 
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Edited  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A. 


ZACHARIAII  OF  MITYLENE. 
Translated  into  English  by  F.  J. 
Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  E.  W. 
Brooks,    Demy  Sz'o.     12s.  6d.  net. 

EVAGRIUS.      Edited    by    Professor 


L^ON  Parmentier  and  M.  Bidez, 
Demy  8vo.     zos,  6d.  net. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  PSELLUS. 
By  C.  Sathas.  Demy  Zvo.  ly. 
net. 


Biography 


R.  L.  Stevenson.  THE  LETTERS 
OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN- 
.SON  TO  HIS  FAMILY  AND 
FRIENDS.  Selected  and  Edited, 
with  Notes  and  Introductions,  by 
Sidney  Colvim.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  8vo,  2  vols. ,  255.  net. 

'  Irresistible  in  their  raciness,  theirvariety, 
their  animation  ...  of  extraordinary 
fascination.  A  delightful  inheritance, 
the  truest  record  of  a  "richly  com- 
pounded spirit  "  that  the  literature  of 
our  time  has  preserved.' — Times. 

'There  are  few  books  so  interesting,  so 
moving,  and  so  valuable  as  this  collec- 
tion of  letters.  One  can  only  commend 
people  to  read  and  re-read  the  Ijook.  The 
volumes  are  beautiful,  and  Mr.  Colvin's 
part  of  the  work  could  not  have  been 
better  done,  his  introduction  is  a  master- 
piece.'— Spectator. 

J.  G.  Millais.  THE  LIFE  AND 
LETTERS  OF  SIR  JOHN 
EVERETT  MILLAIS,  President  of 
the  Royal  Academy.  By  his  Son, 
J.  G.  Millais.  With  319  Illus- 
trations, of  which  9  are  in  Photo- 
gravure. Second  Edition.  2  vols, 
Royal  Zvo,  $2S.  net. 

'  The  illustrations  make  the  book  delightful 
to  handle  or  to  read.     The  eye  lingers 
lovingly  upon  the  beautiful  pictures.' —  | 
Standard.  \ 

'  This  charming  book  is  a  gold  mine  of  good 
things.' — Daily  N^e^vs. 

A 


'  This  splendid  work.'— fFij^W. 

'  Of  such  absorbing  interest  is  it,  of  such 
completeness  in  scope  and  beauty. 
Special  tribute  must  be  paid  to  the 
extraordinary  completeness  of  the  illus- 
trations. ' — Grapliic. 

S.   Baxing  Gould.    THE    LIFE    OF 
NAPOLEON    BONAPARTE.      By 
S.  Baring  Gould.    With  over  450 
Illustrations    in    the    Te.xt    and     12 
Photogravure  Plates.     Large  qnarto. 
Gilt  top.     i6s. 
'The  main  feature  of  this  gorgeous  volume 
is  its  great  wealth   of  beautiful    photo- 
gravures    and     finely  -  executed     wood 
engravings,     constituting     a     complete 
pictorial    chronicle    of    Napoleon    I.'s 
personal  history  from  the  days  of  his  early 
childhood  at  Ajaccio  to  the  date  of  his 
second  interment.' — Daily  Telegraph, 

P.  H.  Colomb.  MEMOIRS  OF  AD- 
MIRAL SIR  A.  COOPER  KEY. 
By  Admiral  P.  H.  Colomb.  With 
a  Portrait.     Demy  Zvo,     \(is. 

Morris  Fuller.  THE  LIFE  AND 
WRITINGS  OF  JOHN  DAVEN- 
ANT,  D.D,  (1571-1641),  Bishop  of 
Salisbury.  By  Morris  Fuller, 
B.  D.     Deiny  Zvo.     \os.  6d. 

J.  M.  Rigg.  ST.  ANSELM  OF 
CANTERBURY:  A  Chapter  in 
THE  History  ok  Religion,  By 
J.  M.  RiGG.     Demy  Zvo.     -js.  6d. 
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F.  W.  Joyce.  THE  LIFE  OF 
SIR  FREDERICK  GORE  OUSE- 
LEY.    By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.A.  ^s.  6d. 

W.  G.  CollingT^ood.  THE  LIFE  OF 
JOHN  RUSKIN.  By  W.  G. 
COLLINGWOOD,  M.A.  With  Por- 
traits, and  13  Drawings  by  Mr. 
Ruskin.  Second  Edition.  2  vols. 
8vo.  32J.  Cheap  Edition.  Crown 
?,vo.     6s. 

C.  Waldstein.  JOHN  RUSKIN,  By 
Charles  Waldstein,  M.A.  With 
a  Photogravure  Portrait,  PostZvo.  5^. 

A.  M.  F.  Darmesteter,  THE  LIFE 
OF      ERNEST      RENAN.        By 


Madame     Darmesteter.      With 
Portrait.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

W.  H.  Button.     THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 

THOMAS     MORE.       By    W.     H. 

HUTTON,     M.A.       With     Portraits. 

Secofid  Edition.     Cr,  8vo.     ^s. 

'  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  high  rank 
among  our  biographies.  It  is  excellently, 
even  lovingly,  written.' — Scotsman. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  VICAR  OF 
MORWENSTOW:  A  Biography. 
By  S.  Baring  Gould,  M.A.  A 
new  and  Revised  Edition.  With 
Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     y.  6d. 

A  completely  new  edition  of  the  well  known 
biography  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 
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SvenHedin.    THROUGH  ASIA.   By 

SvEN  Hedin,  Gold  Medallist  of  the 

Royal  Geographical  Society.     With 

300     Illustrations      from     Sketches 

and    Photographs    by    the    Author, 

and  Maps.  2  vols.  Royal  8vo.  20s.  net. 

'One  of  the  greatest  books  of  the  kind 
issued  during  the  century.  It  is  im- 
possible to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
richness  of  the  contents  of  this  book, 
nor  of  its  abounding  attractions  as  a  story 
of  travel  unsurpassed  in  geographical 
and  human  interest.  Much  of  it  is  a 
revelation.  Altogether  the  work  is  one 
which  in  solidity,  novelty,  and  interest 
must  take  a  first  rank  among  publica- 
tions of  its  class.' — Times. 

F.  H.  Skrine  and  E.  D.  Ross.     THE 

HEART  OF  ASIA.  By  F.  H. 
Skrine  and  E.  D.  Ross.  With 
Maps  and  many  Illustrations  by 
VerestchAGIN.  Large  Crown  Zvo. 
\os.  6d.  net. 
'  This  volume  will  form  a  landmark  in  our 


knowledge  of  Central  Asia.  .  .  .  Illumin- 
ating and  convincing.' — Times. 

R.  E.  Peary.     NORTHWARD  OVER 
THE  GREAT  ICE.  By  R.E.  Peary, 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geogra- 
phical Society.     With  over  800  Illus- 
trations.   2.  vols.    Royal  8vo.    32^.  net. 
'  His  book  will  take  its  place  among  the  per- 
manent literature  of  Arctic  exploration." 
—  Times. 

E.  A.  FitzGerald.  THE  HIGHEST 
ANDES.  By  E.  A.  FitzGerald. 
With  2  Maps,  51  Illustrations,  13  of 
which  are  in  Photogravure,  and  a 
Panorama.  Royal  8vo,  30J.  ?iet. 
Also  a  Small  Edition  on  Hand-made 
Paper,   hmited    to    50  Copies,    4/1?, 

'  The  record  of  the  first  ascent  of  the  highest 
mountain  yet  conquered  by  mortal  man. 
A  volume  which  will  continue  to  be  the 
classic  book  of  travel  on  this  region  of 
the  Andes.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
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F.  W.  Christian.     THE  CAROLINE 

ISLANDS.  By  ]•'.  \V.  Christian. 
With  many  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d.  7ut. 

'A  real  contribution  to  our  knowledge  of 
the  peoples  antl  islands  of  Micronesia, 
as  well  as  fascinating  as  a  narrative  of 
travels  and  adventure,' — Scotsman. 

H.  H.  Johnston.  BRITISH  CEN- 
TRAL AFRICA.  I',y  Sir  H.  H. 
Johnston,  K.C.B.  With  nearly 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations,  and  Six 
Maps.  Second  Edition.  Crown  ^to. 
j8s.  net. 

'  A  fascinating  book,  written  with  equal 
.skill  and  charm — the  work  at  once  of  a 
literary  artist  and  of  a  man  of  action 
who  is  singularly  wise,  brave,  and  ex- 
perienced. It  abounds  in  admirable 
sketches. ' —  IVestminsier  Gazette. 

L.  Decle.  THREE  YEARS  IN 
S.WAGE  AFRICA.  By  Lionel 
Decle.  With  100  Illustrations  and 
5  Maps.  Second  Edition.  DemyZvo. 
10s.  6d.  net. 

'  Its  bright  pages  give  a  better  general 
survey  of  Africa  from  the  Cape  to  the 
Equator  than  any  single  volume  that 
has  yet  been  published.' — Times. 

A.  Hiilme  Beaman.  TWENTY 
YEARS  IN  THE  NEAR  EAST. 
By  A.  HuLME  Be.^man.  Demy 
8vo.     With  Portrait.     10^.  6d. 

Henri  of  Orleans.  FROM  TONKIN 
TO  INDIA.  By  Prince  Henri  of 
Orleans.  Translated  by  Hamley 
Bent,  M.A.  With  100  Illustrations 
and  a  Map.     Cr.  ^to,  gilt  top.     25s. 

S.  L.  Hinde.  THE  FALL  OF  THE 
CONGO  ARABS.  By  S.  L.  Hinde. 
With  Plans,  etc.    Demy  8z'o.    12s.  6d. 

A.  St.  H.  Gibbons.  EXPLORATION 
AND  HUNTING  IN  CENTRAL 
AFRICA.  By  Major  A.  St.  H. 
Gibbons.  \Vith  full-page  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  Whymi'EK,  and  Maps. 
Demy  8vo.     i$s. 


Fraser.  ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  AWHEEL.  By  John  Fosti.r 
Eraser.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  A  classic  of  cycling,  graphic  and  witty.'— 
Yorkshire  Post. 

R.  L.  Jefferson.  A  NEW  RIDE  TO 
KHIVA.  By  R.  L.  Jefferson. 
Illustrated.     Croiun  8vo,  6s. 

The  account  of  an  adventurous  ride  on  a 
bicycle  through  Russia  and  the  deserts 
of  Asia  to  Khiva. 

'  An  exceptionally  fascinating  book  of 
travel.  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


J.  K.  Trotter.  THE  NIGER 
.SOURCES.  By  Colonel  J.  K. 
Trotter,  R.A.  With  a  Map  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     y. 

Michael  Davitt.  LIFE  AND  PRO- 
GRESS IN  AUSTRALASIA.  By 
Michael  Davitt,  M.P.  500  pp. 
With  2  Maps.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 


W.  J.  GaUoway.  ADVANCED  AUS- 
TRALIA. By  William  J.  Gal- 
loway, M.  P.     Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

'  This  Is  an  unusally  thorough  and  informa- 
tive little  work.' — Morning;'  Post. 

W.  Crooke.  THE  NORTH- 
WESTERN PROVINCES  OF 
INDIA :  Their  Ethnology  and 
Administration.  By  W.  Crooke. 
With  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo.     los.  6d. 

A.  Boisragon.  THE  BENIN  MAS- 
SACRE. By  Captain  Boisragon. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

'  If  the  story  had  been  written  four  hundred 
years  ago  it  would  be  read  to-day  as  an 
English  classic' — Scotsman. 

H.  S.  Cowper.  THE  HILL  OF  THE 
GRACES:  or,  the  Great  Stone 
Temples  of  Tripoli.  By  H.  S. 
Cowper,  F.S.A.  With  Maps,  Plans, 
and75  Illustrations.  DemySvo.  ios.6d. 
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W.  B.  Worsfold.    SOUTH  AFRICA. 

By  W.  B.  Worsfold,  M.A.     With 

a  Map.  Second  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

'  A   monumental   work  compressed  into  a 

very  moderate  compass.' — World. 

Katherine  and  Gilbert  Macquoid.  IN 
PARIS.  By  Katiiickine  and  Gil- 
bert Macquoid.  Illustrated  by 
Thomas  R.  Macquoid,  R.I.  With 
2  maps.  Crown  8vo.  is. 
'  A  useful  little  Ruide,  judiciously  supplied 
with  information.' — At/tenc^uw. 


A.  H.  Keane.  THE  BOER  STATES: 
A  History  and  Description  of  the 
Transvaal  and  the  Orange  Free  State. 
By  A.  H.  Keane,  M.A.  With 
Map.     Crozvji  Zvo.     6s. 


'  A  work  of  clear  aims  and  thorough  execu- 
tion.'— Academy. 

'  A  compact  and  very  trustworthy  account 
of  the  Boers  and  their  surroundings.' 

— Morning  Post. 


Naval  and  Military 


G.   S.   Robertson.     CIIITRAL:   The 

Story   of    a    Minor    Siege.     By    Sir 

G.  S.  Robertson,  K. C.S.I.     With 

numeroits  Illustrations,  Map  and  Plans. 

Second  Edition.    Detny  Svo.    ios,6d. 

'  It  is  difficult  to  imagine  the  kind  of  person 

who  could  read  thisbrilliant  book  without 

emotion.     The  story  remains  immortal — 

a  testimony  imperishable.     We  are  face 

to  face  with  a  great  book.' — Illustrated 

London  Ne:vs. 

'  A  book  which  the  Elizabethans  would  have 

thought  wonderful.  More  thrilling,  more 

piquant,   and    more    human    than    any 

novel.' — Newcastle  Chronicle. 

'As  fascinating  as  Sir  Walter  Scott's  best 

fiction.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

R.  S.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  DOWN- 
FALL OF  PREMPEH.  A  Diary  of 
Life  in  Ashanti,  1895.  By  Maj.-Gen. 
Baden-Powell.  With  21  Illustra- 
tions and  a  Map.  Clieaper  Edition. 
Large  Croivn  8vo.     6s. 

R.  S.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  MATA- 
BELE  CAMPAIGN,  1896.  By  Maj.- 
Gen.  Baden-Powell.  With  nearly 
100  Illustrations.  Cheaper  Edition. 
Large  Crown  8vo.     6s. 

J.  B.  Atkins.  THE  RELIEF  OF 
LADYSMITH.  By  John  Black 
Atkins.  With  16  Plans  and  Illus- 
trations. Second  Edition.  Croivn 
8vo.  6s. 
This  book  contains  a  full  narrative  by  an 
eye-witness  of  General  Buller's  attempts, 


and  of  his  final  success.  The  story  is  of 
absorbing  interest,  and  is  the  only  com- 
plete account  which  has  appeared. 

'  The  mantle  of  Archibald  Forbes  and  G. 
W.  Steevens  has  assuredly  fallen  upon 
Mr.  Atkins,  who  unites  a  singularly 
graphic  style  toan  equa  ly  rare  faculty 
of  vision.  In  his  pages -we  realise  the 
meaning  of  a  modern  campaign  with  the 
greatest  sense_  of  actuality.  His  pages 
are  written  with  a  sustained  charm  of 
diction  and  ease  of  manner  that  are  no 
less  remarkable  than  the  sincerity  and 
vigour  of  the  matter  which  they  set 
before  us.' — World. 

'  Mr.  Atkins  has  a  genius  for  the  painting 
of  war  which  entitles  him  already  to  be 
ranked  with  Forbes  and  Steevens,  and 
encourages  us  to  hope  that  he  may  one 
day  rise  to  the  level  of  Napier  and 
Kinglake. '—/'«//  Ulall  Gazette. 

'  It  is  the  record  told  with  insight  and 
sympathy  of  a  great  conflict.  It  is  as 
readable  as  a  novel,  and  it  bears  the 
imprint  of  truth.' — Morttittg  Leader. 

H.  W.  Nevinson.  LADYSMITH  :  The 
Diary  of  a  Siege.  By  H.  W.  Nevin- 
son. With  16  Illustrations  and  a 
Plan.     Cro7un  8vo.     6s. 

This_  book  contains  a  complete  diary  of  the 
Siegeof  Ladysmith,  and  is  a  most  vivid 
and  picturesque  narrative. 

'  There  is  no  exaggeration  here,  no  strain- 
ing after  effect.  Cut  there  is  the  truest 
realism,  the  impression  of  things  as  they 
are  seen,  set  forth  in  well-chosen  words 
and  well-balanced  phrases,  with  a  mea- 
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sured  self-restraint  that  marks  the  true 
artist.  Mr.  Nevinson  is  to  be  congratu- 
lated on  the  excellent  work  that  he  has 
done.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'  Of  the  many  .ible  and  fascin.ating  chroni- 
clers of  the  s.ad  and  splciulid  storv,  Mr. 
Nevinson  is  among  the  ablest  and  most 
{3ex:ma.\\n%.'—t\ill  Mall  Gazette. 

E,  H.  Alderson.  WITH  THK 
MOUNTED  INFANTRY  AND 
THE  MASHONALAND  FIELD 
FORCE,  1896.  By  Lieut. -Colonel 
Aldkrso.n.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations and  Plans.  Demy  8vo. 
10s.  6d. 

Seymour  Vandeleur.  CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON  THE  UPPER  NILE 
AND  NIGER.  By  Lieut.  Seymour 
Vandelkuk.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Sir  G.  GoLDiE,  K.C.M.G.  With 
4  Maps,  Illustrations,  and  Plans, 
Large  Crcnvn  8z'o.     los.  Q>d. 

Lord  Fincastle.  A  FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN.  By  Viscount  FiN- 
CASTLE,  V.C.,  and  Lieut.  P.  C. 
Elliott-Lockhakt.  With  a  Map 
and  16  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

E.  N.  Bennett.  THE  DOWNFALL 
OF  THE  DERVISHES:  A  Sketch 
of  the  Sudan  Campaign  of  1898.  By 
E.  N.  Bennett,  Fellow  of  Hertford 
College.  With  a  Photogravure  Por- 
trait of  Lord  Kitchener.  Third 
Edition.    Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

W.  Kinnaird  Rose.  WITH  THE 
GREEKS  IN  TIIESSALY.  By 
W.  Kinnaird  Rose.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

G.  W.  Steevens.    NAVAL  POLICY  : 

ByG.  W.  Steevens.    Demyivo.    6s. 

This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and 

other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 

with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our 

naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 

D.  Hannay.  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF   THE    ROYAL    NAVY,   FROM 


Early  Times  TO  THE  Present  Day. 

By  David  Hannay.       Illustrated. 

2    Vols.     Demy  8vo.     ys.    6d.    each. 

Vol.  I.,  1200-1688. 
'  We  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  at  a  sitting, 
and  those  who  go  to  it  for  a  lively  and 
brisk  picture  of  the  past,  with  all  its  faults 
and  its  grandeur,  will  not  be  disappointed. 
The  historian  is  endowed  with  literary 
skill  and  styXc.'— Standard. 

C.   Cooper  King.    THE  STORY  OF 

THE  BRITISH  ARMY.   By  Colonel 

Cooper  King.     Illustrated.     De7ny 

Zvo.     75.  6d, 

'  An  authoritative   and   accurate  story  of 

England's    military     progress.'— Z'a//)' 

Mail. 

R.  Southey.  ENGLISH  SEAMEN 
(Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins,  Drake, 
Cavendish).  By  Robert  Southey. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
David  Hannay.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
'  A  brave,  inspiriting  book.' — Black  and 
ly/iite. 

W.   Clark  RusselL     THE  LIFE  OF 

ADMIRAL      LORD      COLLING- 

WOOD.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn. 

Third  Edition.     CrowJi  8vo.     6s. 

'  A  book  which  we  should  like  to  see  in  the 

hands  of  every  boy  in  the  country.' — 

St.  James's  Gazette. 

E.  L  S.  Horsburgh.    WATERLOO :  A 

Narrative  and  Criticism.   By  E.  L.  S. 

Horsburgh,    B.  A.     With    Plans. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     ss. 

'A    brilliant    essay — simple,     sound,     and 

thorough.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

II.     B.     George.        BATTLES      OF 
ENGLISH    HISTORY.     By  H.   B. 
George,    M.A.,     Fellow    of    New 
College,    O.xford.      With    numerous 
Plans.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.   6s. 
'  Mr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful 
task— that  of  making  military  affairs  in- 
telligible and  instructive  to  non-military 
readers — and    has  executed   it  with  a 
large  measure  of  success.' — Times. 
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S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  BOOK  OF 
THE  WEST.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Two  volumes.  Vol.  i.  Devon. 
Vol.  II.  Cornwall.  Crown  %vo. 
6s.  each. 

'  They  are  very  attractive  little  volumes, 
they  have  numerous  very  pretty  and 
interesting  pictures,  the  story  is  fresh 
and  bracing  as  the  air  of  Dartmoor,  and 
the  legend  weird  as  twilight  over  Doz- 
mare  Pool,  and  they  give  us  a  very  good 
idea  of  this  enchanting  and  beautiful 
district. ' — Guardian. 

'  A  narrative  full  of  picturesque  incident, 
personal  interest,  and  literary  charm.' — 
Leeds  Mercury. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    OLD  COUNTRY 
LIFE.   ByS.  Baring  Gould.   With 
Sixty-seven  Illustrations.     Large  Cr. 
8-JO.     Fifth  Edition.     6s. 
"Old  Country  Lif  e, "  as  healthy  wholesome 
reading,   full  of  breezy  life  and   move- 
ment, full  of  quaint  stories  vigorously 
told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to 
be     published     throughout     the     year. 
Sound.,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core. ' 
—  World. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  AN  OLD  ENGLISH 
HOME.      By   S.   Baring  Gould. 
With  numerous   Plans  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  The  chapters  are  delightfully  fresh,  very 
informing,  and  lightened  by  many  a  good 
story.     A  delightful  fireside  companion.' 
— St.  Javies's  Gazette. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  HISTORIC 
ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.      Croivn  %vo.     6s. 

S,  Baring  Gould.  FREAKS  OF 
FANATICISM.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.    Third  Edition.   Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    A  GARLAND  OF 

COUNTRY  SONG  :  English  Folk 
Songs  with  their  Traditional  Melodies. 
Collected  and  arranged  by  S.  Baring 
Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard. 
Demy  i,io.     6s. 


S.  Baring  Gould.  SONGS  OF  THE 
WEST:  Traditional  Ballads  and 
Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with 
their  Melodies.  Collected  by  S. 
Baring  Gould,  M.A.  ,  and  H.  F. 
Sheppard,  M.A.  In  4  Parts.  Parts 
/.,  //.,  ///.,  3J.  each.  Part  IV.,  ^s. 
In  one  Vol.,  French  morocco,  15J. 
'  A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace, 
and  poetic  fancy.' — Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  STRANGE  SUR- 
VIVALS AND  SUPERSTITIONS. 
By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Cr.  8vo. 
Second  Edition.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  DESERTS 
OF  SOUTHERN  FRANCE.  By 
S.  Baring  Gould.  2  vols.  Demy 
8z'c.     32J. 

Cotton  Minchin.  OLD  HARROW 
DAYS.  By  J.  G.  Cotton  Minchin. 
Cr.  %vo.     Second  Edition.     55. 

W.  E.  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES 
OF  THE  RT.  HON.  W.  E.  GLAD- 
STONE, M.P.  Edited  by  A.  W. 
Hutton,  M.A.,  and  H.J.  Cohen, 
M.A.  With  Portraits.  Demy  8vo. 
Vols.  IX.  and  X.,  X2.s.  6d.  each. 

J.  E.  Marr.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  By  J.  E. 
Mark,  F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

An  elementary  treatise  on  geomorphology 
— the  study  of  the  earth's  outward  forms. 
It  is  for  the  use  of  students  of  physical 
geography  and  geology,  and  will  also  be 
highly  interesting  to  the  general  reader. 

'A  fascinating  book,  a  real  fairy  tale.' — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Marr  is  distinctly  to  be  congratulated 
on  the  general  result  of  his  work.  He 
has  produced  a  volume,  moderate  in  siiie 
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and  readable  In  style,  which  will  be 
acceptable  alike  to  the  student  of  Reo- 
logy  and  geography,  and  to  the  touii^t. 
— A  Ihenauvt. 
'Can  be  read  with  pleasure  alike  by  the 
expert  and  the  general  reader." 

—Manchester  Guardian. 

m.  N.  Oxford.  A  HANDBOOK  OF 
NURSING.  By  M.  N.  Oxford,  of 
Guy's  Hospital.    Crown  8w.    3^.  6d. 

This  is  a  complete  guide  to  the  science  and 
art  of  nursing,  containing  copious  in- 
struction both  general  and  particular. 

•  The  most  useful  work  of  the  kind  that  we 
have  seen.  A  most  valuable  and  prac- 
tical mSkTiwaX.'— Manchester  Guardian. 

E.  V.  Zenker.     ANARCHISM.      By 
E.  V.  ZicNKKR.     DemyZvo.     ^s.bd. 
'  Herr  Zenker  has  succeeded  in  producing  a 
careful  and  critical  history  of  the  growth 
of  Anarchist  theory. 

A.  Silva  White.    THE  EXPANSION 
OF  EGYJ^T:  A  Political  and  His- 
torical Survey.    By  A.  SiLVA  White. 
With  four  Special  Maps.    Demy  ^vo. 
ly.  net. 
'  This  is  emphatically  the  best  account  of 
Egypt  as  it  is  under  English  control  that 
has  been  published  for  many  years.'— 
Spectator. 

Peter  Beckford.    THOUGHTS  ON 

HUNTING.   By  Peter  Beckford. 

Edited  by    J.    Otho    Paget,    and 

Illustrated    by    G.     H.     Jalland. 

Demy  ivo.     los.  6d. 

'  Beckford's  "  Thoughts  on  Hunting  "  has 

long  been  a  classic  with  sportsmen,  and 

the  present  edition  will  go  far  to  make  it 

a  favourite  with  lovers  of  literature.' — 

S/>ea/:er. 

E.  B.  Micliell.  THE  ART  AND 
PRACTICE  OF  HAWKING.  By 
E.  B.  Michell.  With  3  Photo- 
gravures by  G.  E.  Lodge,  and  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  Sto.      ios.  6d. 

A  complete  description  of  the  Hawks, 
Falcons,  and  Eagles  used  in  ancient  and 
modern  times,  with  directions  for  their 
training  and  treatment.  It  is  not  only 
a  historical  account,  but  a  complete 
practical  guide. 

'A  book  that  will  help  and  delight  the 
csi^cxt.'—Scots/iuiH. 


'Just  after  the  he.irts  of  all  enlhusias-ts.' — 

Daily  Telegraph. 
'  No  book  is  more  full  and  authorative  than 

this  handsome  treatise.' 

— Morning  Leader. 

H.  G.  Hutchinson.    THE  GOLFING 
PILGRI.M.        By      Horace      G. 
Hutchinson.     Crown  8vo.    6j. 
'Without  this  book  the  golfer's  library  will 
be  Incomplete.'— Pall  Mall  Gasette. 

J.  WeUs.     OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.       By   Members   of  the    Uni- 
versity.    Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M..^., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  College. 
T/iird  Edition.     Cr.  8w.     3^.  (>d. 
'  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the  pro- 
duction  of  a  readable  and   intelligent 
account  of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present 
time,  written  by  persons  who  are  pos- 
sessed of  a  close  acquaintance  with  the 
system  and   life   of  the   University.'— 
Athenaeum. 

C.  G.  Robertson.    VOCES  ACADE- 

MIC/E.     By  C.  Grant  Robertson, 

M.A.,   Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford. 

With  a  Frontispiece.  Pott  %vo.  y.  6d. 

'Decidedly       clever       and       amusing.'— 

A  thenaum. 

Rosemary  Cotes.      DANTE'S  GAR- 
DEN.   By  Rosemary  Cotes.   With 
a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition.  Fcp. 
Zvo.     25.  bd.     Leather,  35.  td.  tiet. 
'A  charming  collection  of  legends  of  the 
flowersmentioned  by  Dante. '—.(4ca^fw>'. 

Clifford  Harrison.    READING  AND 
READERS.     By  Clifford  Harri- 
son.    Fcp.  8wo.     2s.  6d. 
'An  extremely  sensible  little  book.' — Man- 
chester Guardian. 

L.  Whibley.  GREEK  OLIGARCH- 
IES :  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.  By  L. 
Whibley,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pem- 
broke College,  Cambridge.  Crown 
8iv.    6s. 

L  L.  Price.    ECONOMIC  SCIENCE 
AND  PRACTICE.    By  L.  L.  Price, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Ox- 
I      ford.     Crown  8vo,    6s. 
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J.  S.  Shedlock,    THE  PIANOFORTE 
SONATA  :  Its  Origin  and  Develop- 
ment.    By  J.  S.  Shedlock,    Crown 
Zvo.     55. 
'  This  work  should  be  in  the  possession  of 
every  musician  and  amateur.    A  concise 
and  lucid  history  and  a  very  valuable 
work  for  reference.' — Athemfum. 

A.  Hulme  Beaman.  PONS  ASIN- 
ORUM;  OR,  A  GUIDE  TO 
BRIDGE.  By  A.  Hulme  Bea- 
man.    Fcap  Zvo.     2S. 

A  practical    guide,   with    many    specimen 
games,  to  the  new  game  of  Bridge. 

E.  M.  Bowden.  THE  EXAMPLE  OF 
BUDDHA  :  Being  Quotations  from 


Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in 
the    Year.       Compiled    by    E.     M. 
Bowden.      Third    Edition.     i6mo. 
2s.  6d. 
F.     Ware.       EDUCATIONAL    RE- 
FORM.    By  Fabian  Ware,  M.A. 
Crowti  8vo.     2s.  6</. 
An  attempt  by  an  expert  to  forecast  the 
action  and  influence  of  the  New  Second- 
ary  Education  Act,   with    suggestions 
for  useful  developments. 
'  Mr.   Ware's  book   may  be   warmly  com- 
mended   to  all  who  have  at  heart  the 
desire  for  the  intellectual  prosperity  of 
the  British  race.' — Morning  Post. 
'  Any  one  who  really  wants  to  know  how 
education  stands  to-day  should  read  it.' 
— Literature. 


Philosophy 


L.  T.  Hobhouse.     THE  THEORY  OF 
KNOWLEDGE.     By  L.  T.    Hob- 
house,   Fellow  of   C.C.C,  Oxford. 
Demy  Zvo.     21J. 
'  The     most     important     contribution  _  to 
English  philosophy  since  the  publication 
of    Mr.     Bradley's    "Appearance    and 
Reality."  ' — Glasgow  Herald. 

W.  H.  Fairbrother.  THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  II.  GREEN.  By 
W.  H.  Fairbrother,  M.A.  Cr. 
8vo.     3^.  6d. 


'  In    every  way    an 
Glasgow  Herald. 


admirable    book.' — 


.  W.  Bussell.  THE  SCHOOL  OF 
PLATO.  By  F.W.  Bussell,  D.D., 
Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 
Demy  8vo.     los.  6d. 

.  S.  Granger.  THE  WORSHIP 
OF  THE  ROMANS.  By  F.  S. 
Granger,    M.A.,    Litt.D.      Crown 

8vo.     6s. 


W.  R.  Inge.     CHRISTIAN  MYSTI- 
CISM.     The  Bampton  Lectures  for 
1899.    By  W,  R.  Inge,  M.A.,  Fellow 
and    Tutor    of    Hertford     College, 
Oxford.     Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d.  net. 
A  complete  surve    of  the  subject  from  St. 
John    and   St.    Paul  to   modern   times, 
covering  the  Christian  Platonists,  Augus- 
tine,    the     Devotional      Mystics,      the 
Mediaeval     Mystics,    and     the    Nature 
Mystics     and     Symbolists,     including 
Bohme  and  Wordsworth.  | 

'It  is  fully  worthy  of  the   best  traditions  ! 
connected  with  the  Bampton  Lecture- 
ship.'—/^(rcurrf.  I 

S.  R.  Driver.     SERMONS  ON  SUB- 
lECTS      CONNECTED      WITH  ! 
The  old  TESTAMENT.     By  S. 
R.  Driver,  D. D.  ,  Canon  of  Christ 
Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  ' 


Theology 


in  the  University  of  Oxford.    Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 

'A  welcome  companion  to  the  author's 
famous  "  Introduction."  ' — Guardian. 

T.  K.  Cheyne.  FOUNDERS  OF  OLD 
TESTAMENT  CRITICISM.  By 
T.  K.  Cheyne,  D.D.,  Oriel  Pro- 
fessor at  Oxford.  Large  Crown  8vo. 
js.  6d. 

A  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism. 

Walter  Lock.  ST.  PAUL,  THE 
MASTER-BUILDER.  ByWALTER 
Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College.      Crown  8vo,     3^.  6d. 

'  The  essence  of  the  Pauline  teaching  is 
condensed  into  little  more  than  a  hun- 
dred pages,  yet  no  point  of  importance 
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is  overlooked.  We  gladly  recommend 
the  lectures  to  all  who  wish  to  read  with 
understanding.'— CK<ir^;a«. 

H.     RashdalL      DOCTRINE     AND 
DliVELOPMENT.     By  HASTINGS 
Rashdall,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  New  College,  O.xford.    Cr.  ^vo.    6f. 
'  A  very  interesting  attempt  to  restate  some 
of  the  principal  doctrines  of  Christianity. 
in  which  Mr.  Rashdall  appears  to  us  to 
have  achieved  a  high  measure  of  success. 
He  is  often  learned,  almost  always  sym- 
pathetic, and  always  singularly  lucid.' — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

n.  H.  Hensoa  APOSTOLIC  CHRIS- 
TL^NITY:  As  Illustrated  by  the 
Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Corinthians. 
By  H.  H.  He.vson,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
All  Souls',  Oxford.     Cr.  8w.     6j. 

H.  H.  Henson.  DISCIPLINE  AND 
LAW.  By  H.  Hensley  Henson, 
B.D.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls',  O.xford. 
Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6J. 

H.  H.  Henson.  LIGHT  AND 
LEAVEN  :  Historic.vl  and 
Social  Sermons.  By  H.  H.  Hen- 
son, M.A.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Bennett  and  Adeney.  A  BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION.  By  W.  H. 
Bennett,  M.  A. ,  and  W.  F.  Adeney, 
M.A.     Crown  %vo.     js.  6d. 

'  It  makes  available  to  the  ordinary  reader 
the  best  scholarship  of  the  day  in  the 
field  of  Biblical  introduction.  We  know 
of  no  book  which  comes  into  competi- 
tion with  it.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

W.   H.  Bennett.      A    PRIMER    OF 

THE  BIBLE.     By  W.  H.  Bennett. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

'The  work  of  an  honest,  fearless,  and  sound 

critic,  and  an  excellent  guide  in  a  small 

compass  to  the  books  of  the  Bible.' — 

Manchester  Guardian. 

C.    F.   G.   Masterman.     TENNYSON 

AS    A    RELIGIOUS    TEACHER. 

By  C.  F.  G.  Masterman.     Crown 

8vo.     6s. 

'  A  thoughtful  and  penetrating  appreciation, 

full  of  interest  and  suggestion.' — Vl^orid. 

William   Harrison,       CLOVELLY 

SERMONS.     By  William  Harri- 


son,  M.A.,  late  Rector  of  Clovelly. 
With  a  Preface  by  '  LucAS  Malet.' 
Cr.  8vo.     3J.  6J. 
CeciUa  Robinson.    THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.     By  Deacon- 
ness  Cecilia  Robinson.    With  an 
Introduction  by  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Winchester.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 
'  A  learned  and  interesting  book.' — Scots- 
man. 

E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOY- 
HOOD. Notes  on  the  Religious 
Training  of  Boys.  By  E.  B. 
Layard,  M.A.     i8mo.  is. 

T.  Herbert  Bindley.  THE  OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS  OF 
THE  FAITH.  Edited  with  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes  by  T.  Herbert 
Bindley,  B.D.,  Merton  College, 
O.xford.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

a  historical  account  of  llie  Creeds. 
'  Mr.  Bindley  has  done  his  work  in  a  fashion 
which  calls  for  our  warme>t  gratitude. 
The  introductions,  though  brief,  arc 
always  direct  and  to  the  point ;  the  notes 
are  learned  and  full,  and  serve  admirably 
to  elucidate  the  many  difficulties  of  the 
text.' — Guardian. 

H.  M.  Barron.  TEXTS  FOR  SER- 
MONS ON  VARIOUS  OCCA- 
SIONS AND  SUBJECTS.  Com- 
piled and  Arranged  by  H.  M.  BAR- 
RON, B.A. ,  of  Wadham  College, 
O.xford,  with  a  Preface  by  Canon 
ScoTT  Holland.  Crown  8vo.  3.?. 
6d. 

W.  Yorke  Fausset.  THE  DE 
CA  TEC  HI Z  A  ND/S  R  UDIB  US 
OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited, 
with  Introduction,  Notes,  etc.,  by 
W.  Yorke  Fausset,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

F.  Weston.  THE  HOLY  S-A.CRI- 
FICE.  By  F.  Weston,  M.A., 
Curate  of  St.  Matthew's,  Westmin- 
ster.    Poii  8vo,     6d.  net. 

A  Kempis.  THE  IMITATION  OF 
CHRIST.  By  Tho.mas  a  Ke.mpis. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Dea.n 
Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere.  Second  Edition,  Fcap.  8vo. 
2s.  6d.  Padded  morocco,  ^s. 
'  .Amongst    all    the    innumerable    Engliih 
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editions  of  the  "Imitation,"  there  can 
have  been  few  which  were  prettier  than 
this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome 
type,  with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials.'— 
Glasgow  Herald. 

J.  Keble.    THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
By  John   Keble.     With  an  Intro- 


duction   and   Notes   by  W.   Lock, 

D.D.,    Warden    of    Keble    College. 

Illustrated    by    R.    Anning    Bell. 

Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     35.  6d. 

Padded  morocco.     5s. 

'  The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all 

the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 

Mr.  Lock.' — Guardian. 


OjforJ?  Gommentartes 


General  Editor,  Walter  Lock,  D.D 
Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis 

THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  Edited,  with 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicarof  Leeds.  Demy 
Zvo.     ts. 

'  The  publishers  are  to  be  congratulated  on 
the  start  the  series  has  made.' — Times. 

'  It  is  in  his  patient,  lucid,  interest-sus- 
taining explanations  that  Dr.  Gibson  is 
at  his  hast.'— Literature. 

'  We  can  hardly  imagine  a  more  useful  book 
to  place  in  the  hands  of  an  intelligent 
layman,  or  cleric,  who  desires  to  eluci- 


.,  Warden  of  Keble  College,  Dean 
in  the  University  of  Oxford. 

date  some  of  the  difficulties  presented  in 
the  Book  of  Job.' — Church  Times. 
'  The  work  is  marked  by  clearness,  light- 
ness of  touch,  strong  common  sense,  and 
thorough  critical  fairness. 
'  Dr.  Gibson's  work  is  worthy  of  a  high 
degree  of  appreciation.  To  the  busy 
worker  and  the  intelligent  student  the 
commentary  will  be  a  real  boon  ;  and  it 
will,  if  we  are  not  mistaken,  be  much  in 
demand.  The  Introduction  is  almost  a 
model  of  concise,  straightforward,  pre- 
fatory remarks  on  the  subject  treated.' — 
Atheui^um. 


IbanDbooI^s  of  ?rbeolog\> 

General  Editor,  A.  Robertson,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King's  College,  London. 


THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAx\D.  Edited 
with  an  Introduction  by  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds,  late 
Principal  of  Wells  Theological  Col- 
lege. Second  and  Cheaper  Edition 
in  One  Volume.     Dejny  8vo.     12s.  6d. 

'  We  welcome  with  the  utmost  satisfaction 
a  new,  cheaper,  and  more  convenient 
edition  of  Dr.  Gibson's  book.  It  was 
greatly  wanted.  Dr.  Gibson  has  given 
theological  students  just  what  they  want, 
and  we  should  like  to  think  that  it  was 
in  the  hands  of  every  candidate  for 
orders. ' — Gua  rdian. 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
HISTORY  OF  RELIGION.  By 
F.  B.  JEVONS,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Prin- 
cipal of  Bishop  Hatfield's  Hall. 
Demy  8vo.     xos.  6d. 

'  The  merit  of  this  book  lies  in  the  penetra- 
tion, the  singular  acuteness  and  force  of 
the  author's  judgment.     He  is  at  once 


critical  and  luminous,  at  once  just  and 
suggestive.  A  comprehensive  and 
thorough  book.' — Birntingham  Post. 

THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCAR- 
NATION. By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.  A. , 
late  fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxon. ,  and  Principal  of  Pusey  House. 
ht  Two  Volumes.     Detny  8vo.     15J. 

'A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the 
main  currents  of  speculation.  Scholarly 
precision  .  .  .  genuine  tolerance  .  .  . 
intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 
Ottley's  merits.' — Guardian. 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CREEDS.  By 
A.  E.  Burn,  B.D.,  Examining  Chap- 
lain to  the  Bishop  of  Lichfield.  Demy 
8vo,     los.  6d. 

'  This  book  may  be  expected  to  hold  its 
place  as  an  authority  on  its  subject.  — 
Spectator. 
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XLbc  Cburcfjman's  Xibrats 

General  Editor,  J.  H,  BURN,  B.D.,  Examining  Chaplain  to  the 
Bishop  of  Aberdeen. 


THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY.  By  W.  E.  Col- 
lins, M.A.  With  Map.  Cr.  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

'  An  excellent  example  of  thorough  and  fresh 
historical  work.' — Guardian. 

SOME  NEW  TESTAMENT  PRO- 
BLEMS. By  Artiiuk  Wright, 
M.A. ,  P'ellow  of  Queen's  College, 
Cambridge.     Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 


THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF  THE 
PRAYER  BOOK:  Its  Literary  and 
Liturgical  Aspects.  ByJ.  DownEN, 
D.D. ,  Lord  Bishop  of  Edinburgh. 
Crown  8vo.  35.  6d. 
'Scholarly  and  interesting.' — .'Ifanc/tcsUr 
Guardian, 

EVOLUTION.  By  F.  B.  Ji:vons, 
Litt.D.,  Principal  of  Hatfield  Hall, 
Durham.     Crown  Zvo.     2>s.  6d, 

'  A  well-written  book,  full  of  sound  thinking 
happily  expressed.' — Manchester  Guar- 
dian. 


THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN 
HERE  AND  PIEREAFTER.  By 
Canon  Wintekbotham,  M.A., 
B.Sc,  LL.B.     Cr.  &vo.     y.  6d. 

'A  most  able  book,  at  once  exceedingly 
thoughtful  and  richly  suggestive.' — Glas- 
gow Herald. 

Z\)c  Cburcbmau's  JSible 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D. 
Messrs.  Methuen  are  issuing  a  series  of  expositions  upon  most  of  the  books  of 
the  Bible.     The  volumes  will  be  practical  and  devotional,  and  the  text  of  the 
authorised  version  is  explained   in   sections,   which  will   correspond   as   far  as 
possible  with  the  Church  Lectionary. 


'  A  singularly  fresh  and  stimulating  book." 
— Speaker. 

'  We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  this 
is  much  the  best  general  account  of  the 
philosophical  consequences  of  the  theory 
of  Evolution  that  has  yet  appeared.' 

— Guardian. 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  TO 
THE  GALATIANS.  Explained  by 
A.  W.  Robinson,  Vicar  of  All 
Hallows,  Barking,  /''caj).  Svo.  is.  6d. 
nei. 

'  The  most  attractive,  sensible,  and  instruc- 
tive manual  for  people  at  large,  which 
we  have  ever  seen.' — Church  Gazette. 

ECCLESIASTES.  Explained  by  A. 
W.  Streane,  D.D.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
IS.  6d.  net. 


'  Scholarly,  suggestive,  and  particularly 
interesting. ' — Bookman. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  PAUL  THE 
APOSTLE  TO  THE  PHILIP- 
PIANS.  Explained  by  C.  R.  D. 
Biggs,  B.D.  Fcap.  Svo.  is.  6d. 
net. 

'  Mr.  Biggs'  work  is  very  thorough,  and  he 
has  managed  to  compress  a  good  deal  of 
information  into  a  limited  space.' 

— Guardian. 


Zhc  3L(brarj2  ot  Devotion 

Foil  2>vo,  cloth,  2s.;  leather,  2s.  6d,  net. 
'This  series  is  excellent.' — The  Bishop  of  London. 
'  Very  delightful.' — Thk  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 
'  Well  worth  the  attention  of  the  Clergy.' — The  Bishop  of  Lichfield. 
'The  new  "  Library  of  Devotion  "  is  excellent.'— The  Bishop  of  PETERBOROUGH. 
'  Charming.'— i^rcort/.  '  Delightful.'— C/twrcA  Belis. 


THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  .ST.  AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly  Translanted, 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ 
Church.     Second  Edition. 


'The  translation  is  an  excellent  piece  of 
English,  and  the  introduction  is  a  mas- 
terly exposition.  We  augur  well  of  a 
series  which  begins  so  saliafactorily. ' — 
Times. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.    By  John 

Keble.       With     Introduction    and 

Noijs    by   Walter    Lock,    D.D., 

Warden  of  Keble   College,   Ireland 

Professor  at  Oxford. 

'The_  volume  is  very  prettily  bound  and 

printed,  and  may  fairly  claim  to  be  an 

advance    on    any  previous  editions.' — 

Guardian. 

TPIE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.    A 
Revised  Translation,  with  an  Introduc- 
tion, by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student 
of  Christ  Church.     Second  Edition. 
A  practically  new  translation  of  this  book, 
which  the  reader  has,  almost  for  the  first 
time,   exactly  in  the  shape  in  which  it 
left  the  hands  of  the  author. 
'  A  nearer  approach  to  the  original  than 
has  yet  existed  in  English.' — Academy. 

A  BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS.  By  J. 
W.  Stanbridge,  B.D.,  Rector  of 
Rainton,  Canon  of  York,  and  some- 
time Fellow  of  St.  John's  College, 
O.xford. 

'  1 1  is  probably  the  best  book  of  its  kind.  1 1 
deserves  high  commendation.' — Church 
Gazette. 


LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.  By  John 
Keble.  Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D., 
Warden  of  Keble  College,  Oxford. 
Pott  8vo,  Q.S.  ;  leather,  is.  6d,  net. 

'  This  sweet  and  fragrant  book  has  never 

been     published     more    attractively.' — 

Acade>»j/. 
'  The  work  is  given  in  as  dainty  a  form  as 

any  it  has  yet  taken.' — Scotsman. 
'The  analysis  and  notes  are  discriminating, 

scholarly,  and  h.&\pi\x\.'—ChurchRevie'w. 

A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT 
AND  HOLY  LIFE.  By  William 
Law.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of 
Christ  Church. 

This  is  a  reprint,  word  for  word  and  line  for 
line,  of  the  Editio  Princeps. 

THE  TEMPLE.     By  George  Her- 
bert.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction 
and   Notes,    by   E.    C.   S.   Gibson, 
D.D. ,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 
This    edition    contains    Walton's    Life    of 
Herbert,  and  the  text  is  that  of  the  first 
edition. 
'As  neat  and  desirable  an  edition  of  the 
work  as  can  be  found.' — Scotsman. 


XeaCtcrs  of  •tReligion 

Editedby  H,  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.    With  Portraits,  Crown  Zvo.    y.dd. 
A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious 
life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 
The  following  are  ready — 


CARDINAL  NEWMAN.     By  R.  H. 

HUTTON. 

JOHN  WESLEY.      By  J.   H.  Over- 
ton, M.A. 

BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.     By  G. 
W.  Daniell,  M.A. 

CARDINAL  MANNING.     By  A.  W. 
Hutton,  M.A. 

CHARLES   SIMEON.     By  H.  C.  G. 
MouLE,  D,D. 

JOHN  KEBLE.     By  Walter  Lock, 
D.D. 

THOMAS    CHALMERS.      By    Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

LANCELOT  ANDREWES.      By  R. 
L.  Oxtley,  M.A. 


AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY. 

By  E.  L.  Cutts,  D.D. 
WILLIAM      LAUD.       By    W.     H. 

Hutton,  B.D. 

By  F.  MacCunn. 
By  R.  F.  Horton, 


By  F.  A.  Clarke, 


JOHN  KNOX. 
JOHN  HOWE. 

D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN. 

M.A. 
GEORGE    FOX,    THE    QUAKER. 

ByT.  Hodgkin,  D.C.L. 
JOHN      DONNE.       By    Augustus 

Jessopp,  D.D. 
THOMAS    CRANMER.      By.  A,    J. 

Mason. 
BISHOP  LATIMER,    By  R.  M.  Car- 

LYLE  and  A.  J.  Carlyle,  M.A. 


Other  volumes  will  be  announced  in  due  course. 
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SIX     SHILLING     NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli's  Novels 
Crown  %vo.     6j.  each. 


A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS. 
Twentieth  Edition. 

VENDETTA.      Fifteenth  Edition. 

THELMA.     Twenty-second  Edition. 

ARDATH:     THE    STORY    OF    A 
DEAD  SELF.     Twelfth  Edition. 

THE    SOUL  OF   LILITH.      Nirith 
Edition. 


Tenth  Edition. 

OF   THE 
Thirty- 


WORMWOOD, 

RARABBAS:  A  DREAM 
WORLD'S  TRAGEOY. 
fifth  Edition. 

'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 
and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writ- 
ing have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of 
tlie  conception,  and  the  conviction  is 
forced  on  us  that  even  so  exalted  a  sub- 
ject cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us, 


provided  it  be  presented  in  the  true  spirit 
of  Christian  faith.  'I'he  amplifications 
of  the  Scripture  narrative  are  often  con- 
ceived with  hich  poetic  insight,  and  this 
"Dream  of  the  World's  Tragedy"  is 
a  lofty  and  not  inadequate  paraphrase 
of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired 
narrative.' — Dublin  Review. 

THE      SORROW^S      OF      SATAN. 
Forty-second  Editiort, 

'  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The 
conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the 
memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has 
immense  command  of  language,  and  a 
limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting 
and  remarkable  romance  will  live  long 
after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature 
of  the  day  is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary 
phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sub- 
lime.'—W.  T.  Stead  in  the  Review 
of  Reviews. 


Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  %vo.     6j.  each. 


THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.  Eighth 
Edition. 
'  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of 
critical  analysis  impossible  within  our 
limit  ;  brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ; 
well  considered,  but  not  elaborated  ; 
constructed  with  the  proverbial  art  that 
conceals,  but  yet  allows  itself  to  be 
enjoyed  by  readers  to  whom  fine  literary 
method  is  a  keen  pleasure.'—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.    Fifth  Edition. 
'A    graceful,    vivacious    comedy,    true    to 
human     nature.      The    characters     are 
traced  with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A   MAN   OF  MARK,    Fifth  Edition. 

'Of  .all   Mr.    Hope's  books,   "A   Man  of 

Mark"  is  the  one  which  best  compares 

with     "  The    Prisoner    of    Zenda." ' — 

National  Obsener. 


THE    CHRONICLES   OF    COUNT 

ANTONIO.     Fourth  Edition. 

'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love 
and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate, 
and  modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peer- 
less gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a 
faithful  friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe.' 
— Guardian. 

PHROSO.      Illustrated     by     H.     R. 
Millar.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,  stirring  the  blood.'— i".'.  James's 
Gazette. 

'From  cover  to  cover  "Phroso"  not  only 
engages  the  attention,  but  carries  the 
reader  in  little  whirls  of  delight  from 
adventure  to  adventure.'— ..-Icaa^cwy. 
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SIMON  DALE.     Illustrated.     Third 
Edition, 

'  There  is  searching  analysis  of  human 
nature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  con- 
structed plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the 
contrasts  of  his  women  with  marvellous 
subtlety  and  delicacy.' — Times. 


THE    KING'S 
Edition. 


MIRROR. 


Third 


'  In  elegance,  delicacy,  and  tact  it  ranks 
with  the  best  of  his  novels,  while  in  the 
wide  range  of  its  portraiture  and  the 
subtilty  of  its  analysis  it  surpasses  all  his 
earlier  ventures. ' — Spectator. 

'"The  King's  INIirror"  is  a  strong  book, 
charged  with  close  analysis  and  exquisite 
irony  ;  a  book  full  of  pathos  and  moral 
fibre — in  short,  a  book  to  be  read.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 


Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 


Crown  Zvo.     6s.  each. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE. 
Fifth  Edition. 

'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  ex- 
ecuted. There  is  strength  and  genius  in 
Mr.  Parker's  %ty\^'— Daily  Telegraph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  splendid  study  of  character." — 

Athenceum. 

THE       TRANSLATION      OF      A 
SAVAGE. 
'The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to 
work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parker  has  done  it 
with    great    skill    and  delicacy. ' 

— Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD. 
Illustrated.     Sixth  Edition. 

'  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like 
this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur- 
prises are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds 
done,  in  which  men  and  women  live  and 
love  in  the  old  passionate  way,  is  a  joy 
inexpressible.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO 
PONTIAC:  The  Story  of  a  Lost 
Napoleon.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing, 
living  romance.  The  character  of  Val- 
mond  is  drawn  unerringly.' — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 


AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE 
NORTH  :  The  Last  Adventures  of 
'  Pretty  Pierre.'     Second  Edition. 

'  The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  mov- 
ing stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it 
will  add  to  Mr.  Parker's  already  high 
reputation.' — Glasgovi  Herald. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY. 
Illustrated.     Tenth  Edition. 


'  Mr.    Parker  has  produced  a  really 

historical  novel.' — AthemFum. 
'  A  great  book.' — Black  and  IVhite. 


fine 


THE  POMP  OF  THE  LAVILET- 
TES.     Second  Edition,     y.  6d. 

'  Living,  breathing  romance,  unforced 
pathos,  and  a  deeper  knowledge  of 
human  nature  than  Mr.  Parker  has  ever 
displayed  before.' Pall MallGazette. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  .STRONG: 
a  Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms. 
Illustrated.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Nothing  more  vigorous  or  more  human  has 
come  from  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  than  this 
novel.  It  has  all  the  graphic  power  of 
his  last  book,  with  truer  feeling  for  the 
romance,  both  of  human  life  and  wild 
nature.' — Literature. 
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S.  Baring  Gould's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 

'To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  "Mehalah"  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic  descrip- 
tions of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.' — Speaker. 

'That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that  may 
be  very  generally  accepted.  His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his  language 
ointedand  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are  striking  and  original, 
is  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  exceptional  people,  are  drawn  and 
coloured  with  artistic  force.  Add  to  this  that  his  descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are 
painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled  hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always 
fresh  and  never  dull,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity  widens.' — 
Court  Circular. 


n 


ARM  I  NELL.     Fourth  Edition. 

URITH.     Fifth  Edition. 

IN    THE    ROAR    OF    THE    SEA. 

Sixth  Edition. 
MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGEN- 

VEN.     Fourth  Edition. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.  Fourth  Edition. 
THE  9UEEN  OF   LOVE.      Foitrih 

Edition. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.     Third 

Edition. 
JACQUETTA.     Third  Edition. 
KITTY  ALONE.     Fifth  Edition. 


NOEMI.    Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition. 

THE  BROOM-SQUIRE.    Illustrated. 
Fourth  Editioti. 

THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 
Third  Edition. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS    THE    TINNER.       lUus- 

trated.     Second  Edition. 
BLADYS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 

DOMITIA.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion. 

PABO  THE  PRIEST. 


Conan  Doyle.     ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.      By    A.    Conan    Doyle. 
Sixth  Edition.     Crown  2>vo.     6s. 
'The  book  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the 
scenes  of  the  consulting-room.' — Illus- 
trated London  News. 

Stanley   Weyman.      UNDER   THE 
RED  ROBE.      By  Stanley  Wey- 
man,  Author  of   '  A   Gentleman   of 
France.'    With  Illustrations  by  R.  C. 
WoODViLLE.         Fifteenth    Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all  must 
read   this   thrilling  romance,  from   the 
first  page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breath- 
less reader  is  haled  along.     An  inspira- 
tion of  manliness  and  courage.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  WAGES  OF 
SIN.  By  Lucas  Malet.  Thir- 
teenth Edition.     Croivn  Svo.     6s. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  CARISSIMA. 
By  Lucas  Malet,  Author  of  '  The 


Wages  of  Sin,'  etc. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 


Third  Edition. 


George  Gissing.    THE  TOWN  TRA- 
VELLER.    By   George   Glssixc;. 
Author  of  '  Demos,'  '  In  the  Year  of 
Jubilee,'  etc.    Second  Edition.      Cr. 
Zvo.     6s. 
'It  is   a  bright  and  witty  book  above   all 
things.     Polly  Sparkes  is  a  splendid  bit 
of  work.  '—Fall  MaU  Gazette. 
'  The  spirit  of  Dickens  is  in  it.' — Bookman. 

George  Gissing.  THE  CROWN  OF 
LIFE.  By  George  Gisslng,  Author 
of  '  Demos,'  'The  Town  Traveller,' 
etc.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  Mr.  Gissing  is  at  his  best.' — Academy. 

'  A  fine  novel.' — Outlook. 

S.  R.  Crockett.     LOCHINVAR.     By 

S.   R.  Crockett,  Author  of   'The 
Raiders,'    etc.      Illustrated.      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'Full  of  gallantry  and  pathos,  of  the  clash 
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of  arms,  and  brightened  by  episodes  of 
humour  and  love.  .  .  .' — IVesiminster 
Gazette. 

S.  R.  Crockett.     THE  STANDARD 

BEARER.      By   S.    R.   CROCKETT. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
'  A  delightful  tale.' — Speaker. 
'  Mr.  Crockett  at  his  best.' — Literature. 

Arthur     Morrison.       TALES      OF 
MEAN    .STREETS.      By  Arthur 
Morrison.      Fifth    Edition.      Cr. 
8vo.    6s. 
'Told  with  consummate    art    and    extra- 
ordinary detail.     In  the  true  humanity 
of   the   book   lies   its  justification,   the 
permanence  of  its  interest,  and  its  in- 
dubitable triumph.' — Atkenaum. 
'  .\  great  book.     The  author's  method  is 
amazingly    effective,    and    produces    a 
thrilling  sense  of  reality.      The  writer 
lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.     The  book 
is  simply  appalling  and   irresistible  in 
its  interest.     It  is  humorous  also  ;  with- 
out humour  it  would  not  make  the  mark 
it  is  certain  to  make.'  —  IVorld. 

Arthur    Morrison.      A    CHILD    OF 
THE  J  AGO.     By  Arthur  Morri- 
son.    Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'  The  book  is  a  masterpiece.' — Pa^  Ulall 

Gazette. 
'  Told  with  great  vigour  and  powerful  sim- 
plicity.'— Athena-um. 

Arthur  Morrison.  TO  LONDON 
TOWN.  By  Arthur  Morrison, 
Author  of  'Tales  of  Mean  Streets,' 
etc.    Second  Ediiioti.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

'  We  have  idyllic  pictures,  woodland  scenes 
full  of  tenderness  and  grace.  .  .  .  This 
is  the  new  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison  gracious 
and  tender,  sympathetic  and  human.' — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

'  The  easy  swing  of  detail  proclaims  the 
master  of  his  subject  and  the  artist  in 
rendering. ' — Pall  JMall  Gazette. 

M.  Sutherland.  ONE  HOUR  AND 
THE  NEXT.  By  The  Duchess 
OF  Sutherland.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'Passionate,  vivid,  dramatic' — Literatme. 
'It  possesses  marked  qualities,  descriptive,   | 
and  imaginative.'— .'1/c7;-«/«^/'(?j/. 


Mrs.     Clifford.       A      FLASH      OF 
SUMMER.     By  Mrs.  \V.  K.  Clif- 
ford, Author  of  'Aunt  Anne,'  etc. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  story  is  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquis- 
itely told.' — Speaker. 

Emily  Lawless.  HURRISH.  By  the 
Honble.  Emily  Lawless,  Author  of 
'Maelcho.'etc.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
8vo.     6s. 

Emily  Lawless.     MAELCHO  :  a  Si.x- 
teenth   Century   Romance.      By   the 
Honble.   Emily  Lawless.     Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  X  really  great  book.' — Spectator. 
'  One    of   the    most    remarkable    literary 
achievements  of  this  generation.' — Man- 
chester Guardian. 

Emily  Lawless.  TRAITS  AND 
CONFIDENCES.  By  the  Honble. 
Emily  Lawless.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 

Eden  Phillpotts.  THE  HUMAN 
BOY.  By  Eden  Phillpotts,  Author 
of  '  Children  of  the  Mist."  With  a 
Frontispiece.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 

8vo.     6s. 

'  Mr.  Phillpotts  knows  exactly  what  school- 
boys do,  and  can  lay  bare  their  inmost 
thoughts;  likewise  he  shows  an  all-per- 
vading sense  of  humour.' — Academy. 

I  E.  W.  Hornung.     THE  AMATEUR 
CRACKSMAN.      By  E.  W.  Hor- 
nung.    Croiun  8vo.     6s. 
'An    audaciously  entertaining    volume.' — 
Spectator. 

Jane  Barlow.    A  CREEL  OF  IRISH 
STORIES.       By    Jane    Barlow, 
Author    of    '  Irish    Idylls.'      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'Vivid  and  singularly  real.' — Scotsman. 

Jane  Barlow.  FROM  THE  EAST 
UNTO  THE  WEST.  By  Jane 
Barlow.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Mrs.  Cafifyn.  ANNE  MAULEVERER. 
By  Mrs.  Caffyn  (Iota),  Author  of 
'  The  Yellow  Aster.'  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
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Benjamin  Swift,     SIREN  CITY.    By 

Benjamin  Swift,  Author  of  '  Nancy 

Noon.'     Crown  Zvu.     6s. 

'"Siren  City"  is  certainly  his  best  book, 

and  it  is  the  work  of  a  strong  man.     It 

has  sobriety,  not  only  of  manner,  but  of 

spirit.' — Acadeviy. 

J.     H.    Findlater.      THE    GREEN 

(JRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE.       By 

JANK      H.      Findlater.       Fourth 

Edition.     Croivn  8vo.     6s. 

'A  powerful  and  vivid  story.' — Standard. 

'  .V  beautiful  story,  sad  and  strange  as  truth 

itself.' — Vanity  Fair. 
'A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 
'A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful 

story.' — Guardian. 
'  Reveals  to  us  a  new  writer  of  undoubted 

faculty  and  reserve  force.' — .Spectator. 
'An  exquisite  idyll,  delicate,  affecting,  and 
beautiful.' — Black  and  White. 

J.  H.  Findlater.  A  DAUGHTER 
OF  STRIFE.  By  Jane  Helen 
I'INDL.\TER.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

J.     H.     Findlater.      RACHEL.      By 
Jane     H.      Findlater.       Second 
Editio7i.     Crown  Zvo,     6s. 
'  A  not  unworthy  successor  to  "  The  Green 
Graves  of  Balgowrie."  ' — Critic. 

Mary      Findlater.       OVER      THE 

HILLS.      By    Mary    Findlater. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  A  strong  and  wise  book  of  deep  insight  and 

unflinching  truth.' — Birmingkafn  Post. 

Mary     Findlater.      BETTY     MUS- 
GRAVE.      By   Mary   Findl.\ter. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Handled  with  dignity  and  delicacy.  .  .  . 
A  most  touching  story.' — Spectator. 

Alfred  Ollivant.    OWD  BOB,  THE 

GREY  DOG  OF  KENMUIR.    By 

Alfred  Ollivant.   Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

'Weird,    thrilling,    strikingly    graphic.'— 

J'unch. 
'We  admire  this  book.  .  .  .  It  is  one  to  read 
with  admiration  and  to  praise  with  en- 
thusiasm.'— Bookman. 
'  It  is  a  fine,  open-air,  blood-stirring  book, 
to  be  enjoyed  by  every  man  and  woman 
to  whom  a  dog  is  dear.' — Literature. 

B.  M.  Croker.  PEGGY  OF  THE 
BARTONS.      By   B.    iM.   Crokek, 


Author      of      '  Diana      Barrington.' 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Mrs.  Croker  excels  in  the  admirably  simple, 
easy,  and  direct  flow  of  her  narrative,  the 
briskness  of  her  dialogue,  and  the  geni- 
ality of  her  portraiture.' — Spectator. 

Mary  L.  Tendered.  AN  ENGLISH- 
MAN. By  Mary  L.  Pendered. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  Her  book  is  most  healthy  in  tone,  and 
leaves  a  pleasant  taste  in  the  mouth.' — 
Pa/l  Mall  Gazette. 

'  A  very  noble  book.  It  is  filled  with  wisdom 
and  sympathy.' — Literary  World. 

'  .\t  once  sound  and  diverting.' — Academy. 

Money     Roberts.       THE      PLUN- 
DERERS.      By  MORLEY  ROKERT.S, 
Author     of    '  The    Colossus,"    etc. 
Crown  8-JO.     6s. 
'  The    author    secures  and    maintains  the 
reader's  lively  interest  in  his  clever  ab- 
surdities.'—/'a// i1/a//  Gazette. 
'  The  whole  atmosphere  is  one  of  high  spirits 

and  high  comedy.' — Globe. 
'  Mr.  Roberts  writes  of  real  people  who  do 
things  and   know  things.' — Black  and 
White. 

Norma  Lorimer.  MIRRY-ANN.  By 
Norma  Lorimer,  Author  of  'Jo- 
siah's  Wife. '     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  The  heroine  is  rare  and  striking,  but 
thorough  woman  and  altogether  lovable, 
and  the  plot  is  brisk  and  well  sustained.' 
—Pall  Malt  Gazette. 

'  It  is  a  Man.x  story,  and  a  right  able  story. 
The  atmosphere  is  excellent,  the  descrip- 
tive passages  fine,  and  the  story  is  one 
which  will  repay  perusal.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 

'  A  Manx  novel  which  is  at  once  sincere, 
poetical,  and  in  the  best  sense  true.' — 
Acadevty. 

Helen  Shipton,  THE  STRONG  GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE.  By  HELEN 
Shipton.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  A  story  of  high  merit  and  many  attrac- 
tions. ' — Scotsman. 

'  An  up-to-date  story — and  a  very  beautiful 
one  —  of  self-sacrifice.'  —  Daily  Tele- 
graph. 

'  A  most  effective  story,  written  with  both 
insicht  and  imagination.' — Leeds  Mer- 
cury. 
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Violet  Hunt,  THE  HUMAN  IN- 
TEREST. By  Violet  Hunt, 
Author  of  'A  Hard  Woman,'  etc. 
Crowri  2iVo.     6s. 

'  Clever  observation  and  unfailing  wit.' — 
Academy. 

'The  insight  is  keen,  the  irony  is  deli- 
cate.'— lVor!d. 

H.    G.    ■WeUs.     THE   STOLEN    BA- 
CILLUS,   and    other    Stories.      By 
H.    G.    Wells.      Second   Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  impressions  of  a  very  striking  imagina- 
tion.'— Saturday  Review. 

H.    G.    Wells.      THE    PLATTNER 
STORY  AND  Others.     By  H.   G. 
Wells.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 
'  Weird  and  mysterious,  they  seem  to  hold 
the  reader  as  by  a  magic  spell." — Scots- 
man. 

Richard  Marsh.      MARVELS   AND 
MYSTERIES.       By     Richard 
Marsh,    Author    of    'The    Beetle.' 
Crown  8vo,     6s. 
'  While  under  their  immediate  Influence  the 
reader  is  conscious  of  nothing  but  thrill- 
ing excitement  and  curiosity.' — Ginsgow 
Herald. 
'  Ingeniously  constructed  and  well  told.' — 

Morning  Leader. 
'Admirably  selected  and  of  the  very  best.' 
— Christian  World. 

Esm6  Stuart.      CHRISTALLA.     By 

EsMii  Stuart,     Crown  ?>vo.    6f. 

'  The  story  Is  happily  conceived,  and  enter- 
taining throughout.' — Scotsman. 

'  An  excellent  story,  pathetic,  and  full  of 
humour.' — A  theniFum. 

'  We  wish  that  v/e  came  across  more  books 
like  this  clever  and  charming  story. — 
Leeds  Mercury. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan.  A  VOYAGE 
OF  CONSOLATION.  By  Sara 
Jeannette  Duncan,  Author  of  '  An 
American  Girl  in  London.'  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
'A  most  delightfully  bright  book.' — Daily 

Telegraph. 
'The  dialogue  is  full  of  wit.  — Globe. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan.  THE  PATH 
OF  A  STAR.    By  Sara  Jeamnette 


Duncan,  Author  of  '  A  Voyage  of 

Consolation."     Illustrated.      Second 

Edition.     Croivn  8vo.     6s. 

'Richness  and  fullness  of  local  colouring, 

brilliancy  of  style,  smiting  phrases,  and 

the  display  of  very  pretty  humour  are 

graces  which  are  here  in  profusion.    The 

interest  never  flags.' — Pall  MallGazette. 

C.  F.  Kcary.     THE  JOURNALIST. 

By  C.  F.  Keary.  Cr.  8vo.  _  6s. 
'  It  is  rare  Indeed  to  find  such  poetical  sym- 
pathy with  Nature  joined  to  close  study 
of  character  and  singularly  truthful  dia- 
logue :  but  then  "  The  Journalist "  is 
altogether  a  rare  book.' — Athenteum. 

W.E.  Norris.   MATTHEW  AUSTIN. 
By  W.  E.  Norris,  Author  of  '  Made- 
moiselle de   Mersac,'   etc.       Fourth 
Edition,     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  An  intellectually  satisfactory  and  morally 
bracing  novel.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

W.  E.  Norris.  HIS  GRACE.  By  W.  E. 

Norris.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 

6s. 
W.    E.    Norris.       THE    DESPOTIC 

L.A.DY  AND  OTHERS.     By  W.  E. 

Norris.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

W.  E.  Norris.  CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 

By  W.  E.  Norris.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  As  a  story  it  is  admirable,  as  ajeu  d esprit 

it  is  capital,  as  a   lay  sermon  studded 

with   gems  of  wit  and  wisdom  it  is  a 

model.'— rA«  World. 

W.  E.  Norris.    GILES  INGILBY.    By 
W.  E.  Norris.    Illustrated.    Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Interesting,  wholesome,   and  charmingly 
written.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

W.    E.    Norris.      AN  OCTAVE.      By 
W.   E.    Norris.      Second   Edition. 
Ci'own  8vo.     6s. 
'A    very    perfect    exposition    of   the    self- 
restraint,   the   perfect  knowledge  of  so- 
ciety and  its  ways,  the  delicate  sense  of 
humour,    which    are   the    main   charac- 
teristics    of    this    very     accomplished 
author.' — Country  Life. 

Ernest  Glanville.    THE  DESPATCH 

RIDER.     By  Ernest  Glanville, 

Author  of  '  The  Kloof  Bride. '    Crown 

8vo.     6s. 

A  highly  interesting   story  of  the  present 

Koer  War  by  an  author  who  knows  the 

country  well,  and  has  had  experience  of 

Boer  campaigning. 
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W.  Clark  RuBseU.  MY  DANISH 
SWEETHEART.  By  W.  Clark 
Russell.  Illustrated.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     ts. 

Robert  Ban.     IN  THE  MIDST  OF 
ALARMS.       By     Robp:rt     Bakr. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
byitscapital  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph.'— /"a// 
Mall  Gazette. 
Robert    Barr.       THE     MUTABLE 
MANY.    By  Robert  Barr.    Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Very  much  the  best  novel  that  Mr.  Barr 
has  yet  given  us.   There  is  much  insight 
in   it,   and   much  excellent  humour.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 

Robert    Barr.      THE    COUNTESS 

TKKLA.   By  Robert  Barr.  Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'Of  these  mediaeval  romances,  which   are 

now  gaining    ground,    "The  Countess 

Tekla"is  the  very  best  we  have  seen. 

The  story  is  written  in  clear  English, 

and  a  picturesque,  moving  style.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 

Andre-w  Balfour.     BY  STROKE  OF 
SWORD.     By  A.  Balfour,     Illus- 
trated. Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
A  banquet  of  good  things.' — Academy. 
'A  recital  of  thrilling  interest,  told  with 

unflagging  vigour.' — Globe. 
'  An  unusually  excellent  example  of  a  semi- 
historic  romance.' — World. 

Andrew  Balfour.     TO  ARMS!      By 

Andrew     Balfour.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  The  marvellous  perils  through  which  Allan 

passes  are  told  in   powerful  and  lively 

fashion.  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Andrew  Balfour.    VENGEANCE  IS 
MINE.      By   Andrew    Balfour, 
Author    of    'By  Stroke   of   Sword.' 
Illustrated.      Crown  8vo.     6s. 
A  vigorous  piece  of  work,  well  written,  and 

abounding  in  stirring  incidents.' — Gins- 

g07v  Herald. 

J.   Maclaren  Cobban.     THE   KING 

OF    ANDAMAN:     A     Saviour    of 

Society.    By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'An  unquestionably  interesting  book.     It 

contains  one  character,  at  least,  who  has 

in  him  the  root  of  immortality.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazttte. 


J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  THE  ANGEL 
OF  THE  COVENANT.  By  J. 
Maclaren  Cobban.     Cr.  8vo.    Cs, 

R.   N.   Stephens.     AN  ENEMY  TO 

THE  KING.     By  R.  N.  Stephens. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  It  is  full  of  movement,  and  the  movement 

is  always  buoyant.' — Scotsman. 
'  A  stirring  story  with  plenty  of  movement.' 
—Black  and  White. 

R.  N.  Stephens.      A  GENTLEMAN 

PLAVEk.  By  R.  N.  Stephens, 
Author  of  'An  Enemy  to  the  King.' 
CroTvn  8vo.     6s. 

'  A  bright  and  spirited  romance  of  adven- 
ture, full  of  movement  and  changing 
action. ' — Scotsman. 

R.  Hichens.    BYEWAYS.   By  Robert 
HiciiENS.     Author  of  '  Flames,  etc' 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  work  is  undeniably  that  of  a   man  of 
striking  imagination.'— Z^a/Zy  News. 

J.  S.  Fletcher.  THE  PATHS  OF 
THE  PRUDENT.  By  J.  S.  Flet- 
cher.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 

J.    B.    Burton.     IN   THE   DAY   OF 

ADVERSITY.     By  J.  Bloundelle- 

BURTON.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

'  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly 

dramatic  situations.' — Guardian. 

J.  B.  Burton.  DENOUNCED.  By 
T.  Bloundelle-Bukton.  Second 
Edition.      Crown  8i'o.     6s. 

'A  fine,  manly,  spirited  piece  of  work.' — 
World. 

J.    B.   Burton.      THE   CL.'\SH    OF 

.•\RMS.     By  J.    Blounuf.lle-Bur- 

TON.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8zv.    6s. 

'  .\   brave   story — br.nve  in  deed,  brave  in 

word,  brave  in  thought.' — St.  James's 

Gazette. 

J.  B.  Burton.  ACROSS  THE  SALT 
SE.\S.  By  J.  Blouxdelle-Burton. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  The  very  essence  of  the  true  romantic 
spirit.' — Truth. 
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W.  C.  Scully.    THE  WHITE  HECA- 
TOMB.     By  W.  C.  Scully,  Author 
of  '  Kafir  Stories.'     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
'  Reveals  a  marvellously  intimate  under- 
standing of  the  Kaffir  mind.' — African 
Critic. 

W.    C.    Scully.      BETWEEN    SUN 


AND   SAND.     By  W.  C.  SCULLT, 

Author  of  'The  White   Hecatomb.' 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  The  reader  passes  at  once  into  the  very 

atmosphere  of  the  African  desert :  the 

inexpressible  space  and  stillness  swallow 

him  up,  and  there  is  no  world  for  him  but 

that  immeasurable  waste.' — Atheiueum. 


OTHER  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS 

Crown  8vo. 


DANIEL  WHYTE. 

SON. 


By  A.  J.  Daw- 


THE  CAPSINA.     By  E.  F.  Benson. 

DODO:  A  DETAIL  OF  THE  DAY. 
By  E.  F.  Benson. 

THE  VINTAGE.     By  E.  F.  Benson. 
Illustrated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 

ROSE  A  CHARLITTE.     By  Mar- 
shall Saunders. 

WILLOWBRAKE.     By  R.  MURRAY 
Gilchrist. 


THINGS 
PENED. 


THAT      H.WE      HAP- 
By  Dorothea  Gerard. 

SIR    ROBERT'S    FORTUNE.       By 
Mrs.  Oliphant. 

MARYS.       Bv     Mrs. 


WALK.       By    Mrs. 


THE    TWO 

Oliph.'^nt. 

THE     LADY'S 
Oliphant. 

LONE  PINE:  A  ROMANCE  OF 
MEXICAN      LIFE.        By     R.     B. 

TOWNSHEND. 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS 
WOMAN?  By  J.  Maclaren 
Cobban. 

A  PASSION.\TE  PILGRIM.  By 
Percy  White. 

SECRETARY  TO  BAYXE,  M.P. 
By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 

ADRIAN  ROME.  By  E.  DAWSON 
and  A.  Moore. 

THE  BUILDERS.  By  J.  S. 
P'letcher. 


GALLIA.       By      M^NiE      Muriel 

DOWIE. 

THE   CROOK    OF  THE  BOUGH. 
By  M^:nie  Muriel  Dowie. 

A  BUSINESS  IN  GREAT  WATERS. 
By  Julian  Corbett. 

MISS  ERIN.     By  M.  E.  Francis, 

ANANIAS.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Alan 
Brodrick. 

CORRAGEEN    IN    '98.        By    Mrs. 
Orpen. 

THE  PLUNDER  PIT.    By  J.  Keigh- 
ley  Snowden. 

CROSS  TRAILS.   By  Victor  Waite. 

SUCCESSORS    TO    THE    TITLE. 
By  Mrs.  Walford. 

KIRKHAM'S     FIND.       By     Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN'S,    By  Mary  Gaunt. 

CAPT.A.IN  JACOBUS  :  A  ROMANCE 
OF  THE  ROAD.    By  L.CopeCorn- 

FORD. 

SONS  OF  ADVERSITY.    By  L.  Cope 

CORNFORD. 

THE    KING    OF    ALBERIA.        By 
Laura  Daintrey. 

THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE. 
By  Mary  A.  Owen. 

CHILDREN    OF    THIS    WORLD. 
By  Ellen  F.  Pinsent. 

AN    ELECTRIC    SPARK.      By    G. 
Manville  Fenn. 
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UNDER      SHADOW      OF      THE 
MISSION.     By  L.  S.  McChesnev. 

THE    SPECULATORS.      By    J.    F. 
Brewer. 

THE     SPIRIT    OF    STORM.       By 
Ronald  Ross. 


THE    QUEENSBERRY    CUP 
Clive  p.  Wolley. 


By 
By  T. 


A   HOME   IN   INVERESK. 
L.  Paton. 

MISS  A  R  M  S  T  R  O  N  G'S  AND 
OTHER  CIRCUMSTANCES.  By 
John  Davidson. 

DR.  CONGALTON'S  LEGACY.  By 
Henky  Johnston. 

TIME  AND  THE  WOMAN.  By 
Richard  Pryce. 

THIS  MAN'S  DOMINION.  By  the 
Author  of  '  A  High  Little  World." 

DIOGENES  OF  LONDON.  By  H. 
B.  Marriott  Watson. 


THE    STONE    DRAGON.     By 

Murray  Gilchrist. 

A    VICAR'S    WIFE.      By    Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

ELSA.    By  E.  M 'Queen  Gray. 

THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY.     By   I. 
Hooper. 

THE  FALL  OF  THE  SPARROW. 
By  M.  C.  Balkour. 

A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.  By  Herbert 

MORRAH, 

THE       FAITHFUL      CITY.         By 
Herbert  Morraii. 

IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP.     By  J.  A. 
Barry. 


BIJLI,   THE   DANCER 
Blythe  Patton. 


By  James 
By     Norma 
By 
VAUSSORE.    By  Francis  Brune, 


JOSIAH'S      WIFE. 

LORIMER. 

THE       PHILANTHROPIST 
Lucy  Maynard. 


THREE-AND-SIXPENNY    NOVELS 

Crown  Svo. 


DERRICK    VAUGHAN,     NOVEL- 
1ST.      42nd  thousand.      By    Edna 
Lyall. 
A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.      By  W. 

Pett  Ridge. 
CEASE    FIRE!      By   J.    Maclaren 

Cobban.     Crown  Sz'c.     35.  6d. 
A  stirring  Story  of  the  Boer  War  of  1881, 
including  the  Siege  of  Potchefstrom  and 
the  Defeat  of  Majuba. 
'  Brightly  told  and  drawn  with  a  strong  and 

sure  hand.' — St.  James's  Gazette. 
'  A  capital  novel.' — Scotsman. 
'  Fact  and    fiction    are    so    deeply  woven 
together  that  the  book  reads  like  a  fa,s- 
cinating  chapter  of  history.' — Fatl  Mall 
Gazette. 
THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.     By  Ernest 

Glanville. 
A  VENDETTA  OF  THE  DESERT. 

By  W.  C.  Scully. 
SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.     By  Mak- 
gaklt  Benson. 


THE  SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER.     By 
Bertram  Mitford. 

THE  MOVING  FINGER.    By  Mary 
Gaunt. 

JACO  TRELOAR.    By  J.  H.  Pearce. 
THE   DANCE   OF   THE    HOURS. 
By  'Vera.' 

A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY.     By  Esm6 

Stuart. 
A  CUMBERER  OF  THE  GROUND. 
By  Constance  Smith. 

THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.    By  Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

AUT     DIABOLUS    AUT     NIHIL. 
By  X.  L. 

THE    COMING    OF    CUCULAIN. 
By  Standish  O'Grady. 

THE  GODS   GIVE   MY   DONKEY 
WINGS.    By  Angus  Evan  Abbott. 
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THE  STAR  GAZERS.     By  G.  Man- 

VILLE   FeNN. 

THE    POISON    OF   ASPS.      By    R. 
Orton  Prowse. 

THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.     By 
R.  Pryce. 

DISENCHANTMENT.  By  F.Mabel 
Robinson. 

THE    SQUIRE    OF    WANDALES. 
By  A.  Shield. 

A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.     By 
J.  M.  Cobban. 

A     DEPLORABLE     AFFAIR.       By 
W.   E.    NORRIS. 


A  CAVALIER'S  LADYE.  By  Mrs. 
Dicker. 

THE  PRODIGALS.  By  Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

THE  SUPPLANTER.  By  P.  Neu- 
mann. 

A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYE- 
LASHES.    By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 

A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.  By 
S.  Gordon. 

AN  ODD  EXPERIMENT.  By 
Hannah  Lynch. 

TALES  OF  NORTH UMBRIA.  By 
Howard  Pease. 


HALF-CROWN     NOVELS 

Crown  8vo. 


By 


By     F. 


HOVENDEN,  V.C.     By   F.   Mabel 
Robinson. 

THE   PLAN   OF   CAMPAIGN. 

F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
MR.    BUTLER'S    WARD. 

Mabel  Robinson. 
ELI'S   CHILDREN. 

ville  Fenn. 
A   DOUBLE   KNOT. 

ville  P^enn. 
DISARMED.       By 

Edwards. 


By 

G. 

Man- 

By 

G. 

Man- 

M. 

Betham 

By 


IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW. 

the  Author  of  '  Indian  Idylls.' 
MY    STEWARDSHIP.      ByE. 

M'QuEEN  Gray. 
JACK'S     FATHER.        By     W.      E. 

Norris. 
A   LOST   ILLUSION.      By   Leslie 

Keith. 

THETRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON,  Christian  and  Com- 
munist. By  E.  Lynn  Lynton. 
Eleventh  Edition.     Post  8vo.     is. 


Xlbc  Bovellst 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  making  an  interesting  experiment  which  constitutes  a 
fresh  departure  in  publishing.  They  are  issuing  under  the  above  general  title 
a  Monthly  Series  of  Novels  by  popular  authors  at  the  price  of  Sixpence.  Many 
of  these  Novels  have  never  been  published  before.  Each  Number  is  as  long  as 
the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel.  The  first  numbers  of  '  The  Novelist  '  are  as 
follows : — 
I.  DEAD  MEN  TELL  NO  TALES. 
E.  W.  Hornung. 

IL  JENNIE    BAXTER,   JOURNA- 
LIST.    Robert  Bark. 

III.  THE      INCA'S      TREASURE. 

Ernest  Glanville. 

IV.  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.      W. 

Pett  Ridge. 
V.  FURZE   BLOOM.     S.   Baring 

Gould. 
VI.  BUNTER'S         CRUISE.      C. 
Glkig. 


VII.  THE        GAY        DECEIVERS. 

Arthur  Moore. 

VIII.  PRISONERS   OF   WAR.       A. 

BOYSON  Weekes. 

IX.  THEADVENTUREOF PRIN- 
CESS SYLVIA.  Mrs.  C.  F. 
Williamson. 
X.  VELDT  AND  LAAGER :  Tales 
of  the  Transvaal.  E,  S.  Valen- 
tine. 

XI.  THE    NIGGER     KNIGHTS. 

F.  Norreys  Connell. 
XII.  A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA.    W. 
Clakk  Russell. 
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Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

A  Series  of  Books  by  well-known  Authors,  well  illustrated. 
THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 


THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.     By 

.s.  Baring  Gould. 
TWO    LITTLE   CHILDREN    AND 

CHING.     Ry  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.     By  M.  M. 

Blake. 
ONLY    A    GUARD -ROOM     DOG. 

By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE   JULIET. 

By  Harky  Collingwood. 


MASTER   ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOY- 
AGE.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

SYD    BELTON  :    Or,    The   Boy  who 

would  not  go  to  Sea.     By  G.  Man- 

viLLE  Fenn. 
THE  WALLYPUG    IN    LONDON. 

By  G.  E.  Farrow. 
ADVENTURES     IN    WALLYPUG 

LAND.     By  G.  E.  FARROW.     5^. 


The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors^  handsomely  bound, 

and  well  illustrated, 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 

THE     RED    GRANGE.      By    Mrs.  1  DUMPS.     By  Mrs.  Parr. 

MOLESWORTH.  |  ^    GIRL  OF   THE    PEOPLE.      By 

THE  SECRET  OF   MADAME   DE  I      L.  T.  Meade. 

MONLUC.       By     the     Author     of  \  HEPSY   GIPSY.     By   L.  T.   Meade. 

•Mdle.  Mori."  I       2.S.  6d. 

OUT  OF  THE   FASHION.     By  L.     THE    HONOURABLE    MISS,     By 
T.  Meade.  |      L.  T.  Meade. 

University    Extension   Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable  for 
extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  complete  in 
itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a  broad  and 
philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  %vo.     Price  (with  some  exceptions)  2s.  6d. 

The  following  volumes  are  ready : — 


THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  By  H.  DE  B.  GiBBiNS, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wad- 
ham  College,  Oxon.,  Cobden  Prize- 
man. Sixth  Edition,  Revised.  With 
Maps  and  Plans,     y. 

A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY.   By  L.  L.  Price. 


M.A. ,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon. 
Third  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An 
Inquiry  into  the  Industrial  Condi- 
tions of  the  Poor.  By  J.  A.  HOBSON, 
M.A.       Fourth  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.   By  A.  Shaep. 
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THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  By 
J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  GRANGER, 
M.A.     Second  Edition. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  PLANT 
LIFE  :  Lower  Forms.  By  G. 
Massee.       With  Illustrations. 

AIR  AND  WATER.  By  V.  B.  Lewes, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND 
HEALTH.  By  C.  W.  KiMMlNS, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY 
LIFE.  By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
By  H.  DE  B.  GiBBiNS,  Lilt.D.,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  TRADE  AND  FINANCE 
IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CEN- 
TURY.   ByW.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The 
Elementary  Principles  of  Chemistry. 
By  M.  M.  Patti'son  Muir,  M.A. 
Illustrated. 

A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY.  Bv  M.  C. 
Potter,  M.A.,  F.L.S.  Illustrated. 
3^.  ^d. 


THE  VAULT  OF  HEAVEN.  A 
Popular  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 
By  R.  A.  Gregory.  With  numerous 
Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY.  The  Elements  of 
Weather  and  Climate.  By  H.  N. 
Dickson,  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.  Met.  Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A  MANUAL  OF  ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE.  By  George  J,  Burch, 
M.A      With  nuTturous  Illustrations. 

THE  EARTH.  An  Introduction  to 
Physiography.  By  Evan  Small, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

INSECT  LIFE.  By  F.  W.  Theo- 
bald, M.A.     Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE 
TO  BROWNING.  By  W,  M. 
Dixon,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERN- 
MENT. By  E.  JENKS,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Law  at  University  College, 

Liverpool. 

THE  GREEK  VIEW  OF  LIFE.  By 
,  G.  L.  Dickinson,  Fellow  of  King's 
I      College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition. 


Social  Questions  of  To-day- 
Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,     2s.  6d. 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,  and  industrial 
interest  that  are  at  the  present  moment  foremost  in  the  public  mind. 
Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an  author  who  is  an  acknowledged 
authority  upon  the  subject  with  which  he  deals. 

The  following  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 

TRADE  UNIONISM-NEW  AND  THE  CO-OPERATIVE  MOVE- 
OLD.  By  G.  Howell.  Second  MENT  TO-DAY.  By  G.  J.  HoLY- 
Edition.  OAKE.     Second  Edition, 
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MUTUAL  THRIFT.  By  Rev,  J, 
Frome  Wilkinson,  M.A. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY.  By  J. 
A.  HOBSON,  M.A.     Fourth  Edition. 

THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS. 
By  C.  F.  Bastable,  M.A.,  Professor 
of  Economics  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin.     Second  Edition. 

THE  ALIEN  INVASION.  By  W. 
H.  WiLKlNS,  B.A. 

THE  RURAL  EXODUS.  By  P. 
Anderson  Graham. 

LAND  NATIONALIZATION.  By 
Harold  Cox,  B.A. 

A  SHORTER  WORKING  D.^Y. 
By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A., 
and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Hecla 
Works.  Sheffield. 

BACK  TO  THE  LAND:  An  Inquiry 
into  the  Cure  for  Rural  Depopulation. 
By  H.  E.  MooRE. 

TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS. 
By  J.  Stephen  Jeans. 

THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM,  By  R, 
W.  Cooke-Taylor, 


THE  STATE  AND  ITS  CHIL- 
DREN.  By  Gertrude  Tuckwell, 

WOMEN'S  WORK.  ByLADvDiLKE, 
Miss  Bulley,  and  Miss  Whitley. 

SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN 
THOUGHT.     By  M.  Kaufmann. 

THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORK- 
ING CLASSES.  By  E.  Bowmaker. 

MODERN  CIVILIZATION  IN 
SOME  OF  ITS  ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS.  By  W.  Cunningham, 
D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UN- 
EMPLOYED. By  J.  A,  Hobson, 
B.A. 

LIFE  IN  WEST  LONDON.  By 
Arthur  Sherwell,  M.A.  Second 
Edition. 

RAILWAY  NATIONALIZATION. 
By  Clement  Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES  AND  PAUPER- 
ISM.    By  Louisa  Twining, 

UNIVERSITY  AND  SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS.  By  W,  Reason, 
M.A. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H,  F,  FOX,  M.A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 


^SCHYLUS  —  Agamemnon,  Choe- 
phoroe,  Eumenides.  Translated  by 
Lewis  Campbell,  LL.D.,  late  Pro- 
fessor of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews,     5^. 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated 
by  E,  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.     35.  6</. 

CICERO— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone, 
Pro  Murena,  Philippic  11.,  In  Catili- 
nam).  Translated  by  H.  E.  D. 
Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.     55. 

CICERO— De  Natura  Deorum.  Trans- 
lated by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  O.xford. 
35.  6d. 

CICERO  DE  OFFICIIS.  Translated 
by  G.  B.  Gardenir,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo,    21.  6d. 


HORACE:  THE  ODES  AND 
EPODES.  Translated  by  A. 
Godley,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,  Oxford.     2s. 

LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus, 
Icaro  -  Menippus,  The  Cock,  The 
Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of 
Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T. 
Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at 
Clifton ;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.     3^.  6d. 

SOPHOCLES  —  Electra  and  Ajax. 
Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshead, 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Win- 
chester.    2s.  6d. 

TACITUS — Agricola  and  Germania. 
Translated  by  R.  B.  Townshend, 
late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge.    2s.  6d. 


42 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


©jforD  Classical  ^cjts. 

Crown  8vo. 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  about  to  publish  in  conjunction  with  the  Clarendon 
Press  a  series  of  classical  texts  edited  by  competent  scholars  from  the  best  Mss. 
The  first  volumes  are  : — 


THUCYDIDIS  HISTORIAE,  LiBRi 
I.-IV.  By  H.  Stuart  Jones. 
Paper  Covers,  35.    Limp  Cloth,  3^.  (yd. 

PLATONIS  OPERA,  Tom.  i.  (Tetra- 
logiae  I. -II.)  By  J.  Burnet. 
Paper  Covers,  55.     Limp  Cloth,  bs. 

LVCRETI      CAR!      DE      RERVM 


NATVRA.     By  C.  Bailey.     Paper 
Covers,  zs.  6d.     Limp  Cloth,  35. 

CORNELII  TACITI  OPERA  MIN- 
ORA. By  H.  Furneaux.  Paper 
Covers,  xs.  6d.     Limp  Cloth,  2s. 

AESCHYLI  TRAGOEDIAE  CUM 
FRAGMENTI.S.  By  A.  SiDGWiCK. 
Paper  Covers,  3^.    Limp  Cloth,  ■^s.  6d. 


Educational  Books 


CLASSICAL 


THE  NICOMACHEAN  ETHICS 
OF  ARISTOTLE.  Edited  with  an 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  John 
Burnet,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Greek 
at  St.  Andrews.  Demy  Zvo.  15^. 
net. 

This  edition  contains  parallel  passages  from 
the  Eudemian  Ethics,  printed  under  the 
text,  and  there  is  a  full  commentary,  the 
main  object  of  which  is  to  interpret  diffi- 
culties in  the  light  of  Aristotle's  own 
rules. 

'An  edition  which  reflects  every  credit  upon 
its  author's  learning  and  critical  acumen, 
and  which  cannot  but  prove  heartily  wel- 
come to  all  classes  of  Greek  scholars. ' 

— Scotsman. 

'  It  forms  a  valuable  addition  to  the  existing 
literature  on  the  subject.' 

— Glasgow  Herald. 

'  We  must  content  ourselves  with  saying,  in 
conclusion,  that  we  have  seldom,  if  ever, 
seen  an  edition  of  any  classical  author  in 
which  what  is  held  in  common  with  other 
commentators  is  so  clearly  and  shortly 
put,  and  what  is  original  is  (with  equal 
brevity)  of  such  value  and  interest.' 

—Pilot. 


PLAUTI  BACCHIDES.  Edited  with 
Introduction,  Commentary,  and 
Critical  Notes  by  J.  M'COSH,  M.A. 
Fcap.  4to.     I2S.  6d. 

A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Selected 
by  E.  C.  Makchant,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  and  Assis- 
tant  Master  at  St.    Paul's    School. 

Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANS- 
LATION. By  E.  C.  Marchant, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cam- 
bridge; and  A.  M.  Cook,  M.A.,  late 
ScholarofWadham  College,  Oxford; 
Assistant  Masters  at  St.  Paul's  School. 
Crown  8vo,    35.  6d. 

'  We  knowno  book  of  this  class  better  fitted 
for  use  in  the  higher  forms  of  schools.' — 
Guardian. 

TACITI  AGRICOLA.  With  Intro- 
duction,  Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F, 
Davis,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at 
Weymouth  College.    Crown  8vo.   2s. 
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TACITI  GERMANIA.  By  the  same 
Editor,     Crown  8fo.    2s, 

HERODOTUS :  EASY  SELEC- 
TIONS. With  Vocabulary.  ByA.C. 
LiDDELL,  M.A.      Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ODYS- 
SEY. By  E.  D.  Stone,  M. A.,  late 
Assistant  Master  at  Eton.  Fcap,  ivo. 
ij.  6d. 

PLAUTUS:      THE     CAPTIVI. 
Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by  J.  H. 
Fref.se,    M..^.,   late   Fellow  of  St. 
John's,  Cambridge,     is.  6d. 

DEMOSTHENES  AGAINST 
CONON  AND  CALLICLES. 
Edited  with  Notes  and  Vocabulary, 
by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A.  Fcap. 
Zvo.     2S. 

EXERCISES  IN  LATIN  ACCI- 
DENCE.      By    S.     E.    WiNBOLT, 


Assistant  Master  in  Christ's  Hospital. 

Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

An  elementary  book  adapted  for  Lower 
Forms  to  accompany  the  shorter  Latin 
primer. 

NOTES  ON  GREEK  AND  LATIN 

SYNTAX.  IJyG.  BucklandGreen, 

M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  F^dinburgh 

Academy,  late  Fellow  of  St.   John's 

College,  O.xon.     Crown  8vo.     3.1.  6d. 

Notes  and  explanations  on  the  chief  diffi- 
culties of  Greek  and  Latin  Syntax,  with 
numerous  passages  for  exercise. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  GREEK.  A 
Course  for  Beginners.  By  G.  Rod- 
well,  B.A.  With  a  Preface  by 
Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of 
Keble  College.     Fcap.  8vo.     35.  6d. 

THE  FROGS  OF  ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated  by  E.  W.  Huntingford, 
M.A.,  Professor  of  Classics  in  Trinity 
College,  Toronto.     Cr.  8vo.     zs.  6d. 


GERMAN 


A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAM- 
MAR. By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.  Litt. , 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Notting- 
ham High  School.   Crown  8vo.  is.  td. 


GERMAN  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION.  By  E. 
M 'Queen  Gray.  Crown  8vo. 
2s,  6d. 


SCIENCE 


DAIRY  BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short 
Manual  for  the  Use  of  Students.  By 
Dr.  Ed.  von  Freudenreich,  Trans- 
lated by  J.  R,  A1N.SWORTH  Davis, 
M.A.  Second  Edition,  Revised, 
Crown  8vo.     zs,  6d. 

OUTLINES  OF  BIOLOGY.      Uy  P. 
Chalmers  Mitchell,  M.A.    /I/us- 
trated.     Cr.  8vo.     6j. 
A   text-book   designed   to  cover  the  new 


Schedule  issued   by  the  Royal  College 
of  Physicians  and  Surgeons. 

A  MONOGRAPH  OF  THE  MYXO- 
GASTRES.  By  George  Massee. 
With  12 Coloured  Plates.  Royal8vo. 
18s.  net. 

'  A  work  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in 
the  language  treating  of  this  group  of 
organisms.  Indispensable  to  every 
student  of  the  Myxogastres. ' — Nature. 
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ORNAMENTAL      DESIGN      FOR 

WOVEN      FABRICS.         By      C. 

Stephenson,     of     The     Technical 

College,  Bradford,  and  F.SUDDARDS, 

of   The  Yorkshire    College,   Leeds. 

With  65  full-page  plates.     Demy  8vo. 

7s.  6d. 

'  The  book  is  very  ably  done,  displaying  an 
intimate  knowledge  of  principles,  good 
taste,  and  the  faculty  of  clear  exposi- 
tion.'— Yorkshire  Post. 

GENERAL  ELEMENTARY 
SCIENCE.  By  J.  T.  Dunn,  D.Sc, 
and  V.  A.  Mundella.  With  many 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

[Methuen's  Science  Primers. 

THE  WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.     In- 


cluding Chemistry,  Heat,  Light, 
Sound,  Magnetism,  Electricity, 
Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology,  As- 
tronomy, and  Geology.  By 
Elliott  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
8vo,     2s.  6d. 


R. 

147 
Cr. 


ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.  By  R,  E. 
Steel.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     4s.  6d. 

VOLUMETRIC  ANALYSIS.  By  J. 
B.  Russell,  B.Sc,  Science  Master 
at  Burnley  Grammar  School.  Cr. 
8vo.    IS.  6d. 

'  A  collection  of  useful,  well-arranged  notes.' 
— School  Guardian. 


^ejtboofts  of  c:ecbnoloc5S 

Edited  by  Professors  GARNETT  and  WERTHEIMER. 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  DRESS.     By  J. 

A,  E.  Wood.     Illustrated.    Cr.  8vo. 

xs.  6d. 

'  Though  primarily  intended  for  students, 

Miss  Wood's  dainty  little  manual  may  be 

consulted   with  advantage  by  any  girls 

who  want  to  make  their  own  frocks.  The 

directions  are  simple  and  clear,  and  the 

diagrams  very  helpful.' — Literature. 

CARPENTRY  AND  JOINERY.  By 
F.  C.  Webber.  With  many  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

'  An  admirable  elementary  text-book  on  the 
subject. ' — Builder. 

PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.  By 
Sidney  H.  Wells.  With  75  Illus- 
trations andDiagrams.  Cr.8vo.  y.6d. 

PRACTICAL    PHYSICS.       By     H. 


Stroud,  D.Sc,  M.A. ,  Professor  of 
Physics  in  the  Durham  College  of 
Science,  Newcastle-on-Tyne.  Fully 
illustrated.     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

MILLINERY,  THEORETICAL, 
AND  PRACTICAL,  By  Miss 
Hill,  Registered  Teacher  to  the 
City  and  Guilds  of  London  Institute. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.  Crown 
8vo.     2.S.  6d. 

PRACTICAL  CHEMISTRY. 
By  W.  French,  M.A.  Part  I. 
With  numerous  diagrams.  Crown 
8vo.     IS.  6d, 

'  An  excellent  and  eminently  practical  little 
hooV..'^Schoolmaster. 


ENGLISH 


ENGLISH  RECORDS.  A  Companion 
to  the  History  of  England.  By  H.  E. 
MALDEN,  M.A.    Crown  Svo.    ss,  6d. 


THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN:  HIS 
RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES.  By  H.  E. 
Malden,  M.A.     IS.  6d. 
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A  DIGEST  OF  DEDUCTIVE 
LOGIC.  By  Johnson  Barker, 
B.A.     Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION 
PASSAGES.  By  W.  Williamson, 
M.A.  Second  Edition,  Cr,  8vo.  is.  6d. 


A  SHORT  STORY  OF 
LITERATURE.  By 
Mellows.     Crown  8vo. 


ENGLISH 
Emma    S. 

3?.  6d. 

The  history  of  English  literature  told  in  a 
simple  style  for  young  students.  It  is 
particularly  rich  in  biographical  detail, 
and  contains  a  considerable  number  of 
illustrative  extracts. 


'  A  lucid  and  well-arranKed  account  of  the 
growth  of  English  -literature.'  —  Pa/i 
Mail  Gazette. 

TEST  CARDS  IN  EUCLID  AND 
ALGEBRA.  By  D.  S.  Calder- 
WOOD,  Headmaster  of  the  Normal 
School,  Edinburgh.  In  three  packets 
of  40,  with  Answers.  \s.  Or  in 
three  Books,  price  2.d.,  2d.,  and  3^. 

THE  METRIC  SYSTEM.     By  Leon 

Delbos.     Crown  8vo.     2s. 

A  theoretical  and  practical  guide,  for  ufie 
in  elumentary  schools  and  by  the  general 
reader. 


METHUEN'S     COMMERCIAL    SERIES 


Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 


BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND 
COLONIES  FROM  ELIZABETH 
TO  VICTORIA.  By  H.  de  B. 
GiBBiNS,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  Third 
Edition,     zs. 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     IS.  6d, 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COM- 
MERCE. By  H.  DE  B.  GiBBiNS. 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     IS.  6d. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS.  E.  Bally, 
Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar 
School.     Second  Edition.     2S. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. By  S.  E.  Bally. 
2S.  6d. 

A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL 
READER.  By  S.  E.  Ballv.  Second 
Edition,     2s. 


COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY,  with 
special  reference  to  the  British  Em- 
pire. By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.  Second 
Edition.     2S. 

A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.  By  S. 
Jackson,  M.A.     Third  Ed.    is.  6d. 

COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.  By 
F.  G.  Taylor,  M.A.  T/u/d Edition. 
IS.  6d, 

PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE 
CORRESPONDENCE.  By  E.  E. 
Whitfield,  M.A.    2s. 

A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS  AND 
BUSINESS.    By  H.  Jones,    i^.  6d. 

THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  BOOK- 
KEEPING BY  DOUBLE  ENTRY. 
ByJ.E.B.M 'Allen, M.A.  Cr.Svo.  2s. 

COMMERCIAL    LAW.     By  W. 

Douglas  Edwards.    2s. 


WORKS  BY  A.  M.  M.  ST  E  DM  AN,  M.A. 


INITIA  LATIN  A:  Easy  Lessons  on 
Elementary  Accidence.  Fourth 
Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     is. 


FIRST    LATIN    LESSONS.       Fifth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2s. 
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FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With 
Notes  adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin 
Primer  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition  revised.     \Zmo,     xs,  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM 
C^SAR.  Part  I.  The  Helvetian 
War.     Second  Edition.     i8mo.     is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY. 
Part  I.  The  Kings  of  Rome.  i8mo. 
IS.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Sixth 
Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     js.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Lessons 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Crown  Svo.     is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER 
AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER. 
With  Vocabulary.  Eighth  and 
cheaper  Edition,  re-written.  Crown 
8vo.  IS.  6d.  Issued  with  the  consent 
of  Dr.  Kennedy. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SEN- 
TENCE :  Rules  and  Exercises. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d.  With 
Vocabulary,     ss. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellan- 
eous Latin  Exercises  on  Common 
Rules  and  Idioms.  Fourth  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.   IS,  6d.    With  Vocabulary. 

2S. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects.  Eighth  Edition.  Fcap. 
8vo.     IS,  6d. 


A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN 
IDIOMS.   i8mo.  Second  Edition,  is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.     i8mo.     is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER. 
Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  Revised.    Fcap.  8vo.    is.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPE:TITI0N.  Arranged  accord- 
ing to  Subjects.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap,  8vo.     IS.  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELEC- 
TIONS. For  the  use  of  Schools. 
Third  Edition.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fcap.  8vo. 
2s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion.     i8fno,     8d. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Fourth 
Edition  Revised.     Crown  8vo.     is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  revised.     Fcap.  8vo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON 
ELEMENTARY  SYNTAX.  With 
Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     2S.  6d.      Key  35.  net. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPETITION :  Arranged  according 
to  Subjects.  Eighth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo.     IS. 


SCHOOL  EXAMINATION  SERIES 
Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 


FRENCH  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By 
A.  M.  M.  StedmaN,  M.A.  Tenth 
Edition. 


A  Key,  issued  to  Tutors  and 
Private  Students  only,  to  be  had 
on  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
6s.  net. 
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LATIN   EXAMINATION    PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.     By  A.  M.  M. 
Stkdman,  M.A.      Tenth  Edition. 
Key    (Fourth  Edition)    issued    as 
above,     (a.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stkdman,  M.A.     Sixth  Edition. 
Key   {Second  Edition)   issued  as 
above.    6^.  net. 

GERMAN  EXAMINATION. 
PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By 
R.  J.  MORICH,  Manchester.  Fifth 
Edition. 

Kfv  (Second  Edition)  issued   as 
above.     65.  net. 


HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS.  By  C.  H. 
Spence,  M.A.,  Clifton  College. 
Second  Edition. 

SCIENCE     EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.     By  R.  E.  Steel,  M.A.. 
F.C.S.     /«  two  vols. 
Parti.  Chemistry  ;  Part II.  Physics. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS.  By  A. 
M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Third 
Edition. 

Key   (Second  Edition)   issued   as 
above,     -js.  net. 

EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
ENGLISH  HLSTORY.  By  J.  Tait 
Wardi.aw,  B.A.,  King's  College, 
Cambridge.     Crown  Svo.     ■zs.  dd. 
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